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THE FROST GIANT’S DAUGHTER 
(^OHb Jie/pmoro mrairra) 


The clangor of sword and ax had died away (mor Mena n cejcupbi cthx = 
3aMep; to die away — 3aMupamb (o 3eyKe))\ the shouting of the slaughter 

(KpnnaHne = KpuKu 6ohhh) was hushed (6r.m ycnoKoeH = ymux ); silence lay 
(TnniHHa jierjia; to lie — Jieafcamb ) on the red-stained snow (Ha KpacHbiir: 

«KpacHbiM OKpameHHbiH» CHer). The bleak, pale sun (xonoanoe, djieauoe conHue) 
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that glittered so blindingly from the ice fields and the snow-covered plains (KOTOpoe 
CBepKano Taic ocuerorrejibHO ot ne^aHLix noneii n CHeroM noxpbiTbix paBHHH) struck 
sheens of silver from rent corselet and broken blade (oTdHBano SjiecKH cepedpa = 
ompajfcajiocb cepedpmibm ojicckom ot pacmenjieHHbix naT n cnoMaHHBix kjthhkob; 
to rend — pacipenjixmb ) where the dead lay as they had fallen (r^e MepTBBie 
jie>KajiH, /Tax/ xax ohh ynann; to fall — nadamb, nacmb ). The nerveless hand yet 
gripped the broken hilt (SeccnjibHaa pyxa eme OKHMana cjiOMaHHBiii o^ec; to grip 
— cjfcuMamb, KpenKo depotcamb)', helmeted heads (tojiobbi b uuieMax: 
«onuieMJieHHBie tojiobbi», helmet — uuieM), drawn back in their death throes 
(3anpOKHHyTBie b aroHnn; to draw back — sanpoKudbisamb), tilted red beards 
and golden beards grimly upward (oTKHHyTbie pBDKne n 30Ji0THCTBie dopo^bi 
MpanHO BBepx), as if in a last invocation to Ymir the frost giant (icaic ecjin 6bi b 
nocne^Heii MOJibbe k HMnpy, M0p03H0My rnraHTy), god of a warrior race (6ory pacti 
bohhob). 


sword [sO:d], slaughter [slo:tq], fields [fi:ldz], dead [ded], death [de0], giant 
[Galqnt] 


The clangor of sword and ax had died away; the shouting of the slaughter was 
hushed; silence lay on the red-stained snow. The bleak, pale sun that glittered so 
blindingly from the ice fields and the snow-covered plains struck sheens of silver 
from rent corselet and broken blade where the dead lay as they had fallen. The 
nerveless hand yet gripped the broken hilt; helmeted heads, drawn back in their 
death throes, tilted red beards and golden beards grimly upward, as if in a last 
invocation to Ymir the frost giant, god of a warrior race. 
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Across the reddened drifts and the mail-clad forms, two figures glared at each 
other ( L iepe3 noKpacHeBinne cyrpobbi n oaeTbie b KOJibnyry <|)opMbi aee <|)Hrypbi 
CMOTpean apyr Ha apyra: «Ha Kamanin apyroro»). In all that utter desolation, 
they alone moved (bo BceM otom aScomoTHOM yeaimeHHH ohh oahh aBHraimcb). 
The frosty sky was over them (M0p03H0e He6o 6bijto Haa hhmh), the white 
illimitable plain around them (6ejiaa 6e3rpanH L maa paBHHHa BOKpyr hhx), the 
dead men at their feet (MepTBbie jnoan/My>KHHHbi y hx Hor). Slowly through the 
corpses they came (Meanemro CKB03b/cpean/nepe3 Tpynbi ohh man; to come — 
npuxodumb, udmu), as ghosts might come to a tryst through the shambles of a 
dead world (icaic npHBHaeiina Moryr/MorjiH naTH k MecTy BCTpenn nepes pyuiibi 
MepTBoro MHpa). In the brooding silence, they stood face to face (b HaBHCHien 
THiHHHe ohh CToajiH jihu,om k mmy; to stand — cmonmb). 

moved [mu:vd], through [9ru:l, ghosts [gqusts], might [mait], world [wq:ld] 

Across the reddened drifts and the mail-clad forms, two figures glared at each 
other. In all that utter desolation, they alone moved. The frosty sky was over them, 
the white illimitable plain around them, the dead men at their feet. Slowly 
through the corpses they came, as ghosts might come to a tryst through the 
shambles of a dead world. In the brooding silence, they stood face to face. 

Both were tall men ( 06 a Sbijih bbicokhmh MyacuHHaMH), built as powerfully as 
tigers (cjio>KeHHbiMH /Tax/ iyiolhiio, Rax THrpbi). Their shields were gone (hx 
iHHTbi « 6 biJiH yHaeHHbiMH» = npouajiu, nomepmucb ), their corselets battered 
and dented (hx naTbi noMaTbi h noceneHbi). Blood dried on their mail; their 
swords were stained red (KpOBb 3acoxna Ha hx KOJibnyre, hx Menn Sbijih 
OKpameHbi KpacHbiM). Their homed helmets showed the marks of fierce strokes 
(hx poraTbie nuieMbi noKa3biBajiH otmcthhui apocrabix yaapOB). One was 
beardless and black-maned (o^hh 6 biJi 6e36opoabiM h nepHOBOJiocbiM); the locks 
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and beard of the other were as red as the blood on the sunlit snow (jiokohm/bojiocm 
h 6opona apyroro 6biim /TaKne/ Kpac h bi e/p bi >k h e , xax KpoBb Ha ocBeruaeMOM 
cormpeM CHery). 

were [wq:], shields [ji:ldz], blood [blAd] 

Both were tall men, built as powerfully as tigers. Their shields were gone, 
their corselets battered and dented. Blood dried on their mail; their swords were 
stained red. Their horned helmets showed the marks of fierce strokes. One was 
beardless and black-maned; the locks and beard of the other were as red as the 
blood on the sunlit snow. 

‘Man,’ said the latter (napeHb/Myacmc, — CKa3an nocneaHnn/BTOpon), ‘tell 
me your name (cKaacn MHe TBoe hmh), so that my brothers in Vanaheim may 
know (hto6bi moh 6paTba b BaHaxeiiMe Mornn 3HaTb / 3Hajin) who was the last of 
Wulfhere’s band to fall before the sword of Heimdul.’ (kto 6bin iiocneanuM H3 
Byn(j)epOBCKoro OTpaaa / 6aH,zjbi nacTb = Kino nan nocnednuM nepea MenoM 
XeiiMayjia). 

‘Not in Vanaheim,’ growled the black-haired warrior, ‘but in Valhalla shall 
you tell your brothers that you met Conan of Cimmeria!’ (He b BaHaxeiiMe, — 
npopbinan wepnoBonocbiH bohh, — a b Bajibranne CKa/Keuib tbi tbohm SpaTbaM, hto tbi 
BCTperaji KoHaHa H3 KnMMepHH = KuMMepuucKozo !; shall tell — CKajiceiub: «6ydeiub 
CKa3amb»; to growl — punamb, pnenaiymb) 

said [sed], who [hu:], know [nou], fall [fO:l] 

‘Man,’ said the latter, ‘tell me your name, so that my brothers in Vanaheim 
may know who was die last of Wulfhere’s band to fall before the sword of 
Heimdul. ’ 
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‘Not in Vanaheim,’ growled the black-haired warrior, ‘but in Valhalla shall 
you tell your brothers that you met Conan of Cimmeria!’ 

Heimdul roared and leaped (Xeit Maya BspeBea h npbimyji), his sword 

flashing in a deadly arc (ero Men CBepKaionmn b CMepTejiBHon pyre = ceepnaji 
CMepmejibHoii dyzou). As the singing blade crashed on his helmet (icorpa nmoumii 
kjihhok odpyuiHJica Ha ero mneivi), shivering into bits of blue fire (pacKajibiBaacb 
Ha KycouKH roayboro oraa), Conan staggered (KoHaH nomaTHyjica), and his 
vision was filled with red sparks (a ero 3pemie 6bijio HanoaHeHO KpacHbiMH 
HCKpaMii = neped zjiazauu ecnbixuyjiu Kpacnue ucKpbi). But, as he reeled (ho Korpa 
oh nomaTHynca), he thrust with all the power of his broad shoulders behind the 
blade (oh boh3hji co Been chjioh ero/cBonx mnpoKHx naen 3a kjihhkom = eomun 
kjiuhok co eceu cujiou ceoux men). The sharp point tore through brass scales and 
bones and heart (ocTpbiH KOHeu, nporoHJi MepHyio nemyio h koctii h cepppe; to 
tear through — npopeamb, npomumb), and the red-haired warrior died at 
Conan’s feet (h pbiaceBoaocbiH bohh yMep y Hor KoHaHa: «KoHaHCKHx / KoHaHa 
Hor»). 

thrust [GrAst], heart [hQ:t] 

Heimdul roared and leaped, his sword flashing in a deadly arc. As the 
singing blade crashed on his helmet, shivering into bits of blue fire, Conan 
staggered, and his vision was filled with red sparks. But, as he reeled, he thrust with 
all the power of his broad shoulders behind the blade. The sharp point tore through 
brass scales and bones and heart, and the red-haired warrior died at Conan’s feet. 

The Cimmerian stood upright (KHMMepneu, BCTan npaiYio = ebinpriMUJicH), 
trailing his sword (noTaHyB ero/cBOH Men), a sudden sick weariness assailing him 
(HeojKHpaHHaa 6ojie3HeHHaa ycTanocTb HacTHraioman ero = uacmuzjia ezo). The 
glare of the sun on the snow cut his eyes like a knife (SnecK cojmpa Ha CHery 
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pe3an ero rna3a KaK ho)k), and the sky seemed shrunken and strangely apart (a 
He6o Ka3ajiocb CMopmennbiM n neodbimio aajieKO). He turned away from the 
trampled expanse (oh OTBepHyaca ot HCTonTaHHoii paBHHHbi / npocTOpa), where 
yellow-bearded warriors lay locked with red-haired slayers in the embrace of 
death (rae / Ha kotopom dopoaaxbie bohhbi jie^KajiH, OKpy'/Kemibie 
pbDKeBOJiocbiMii y6Mima mm b o6bhthhx CMepTH). A few steps he took 
(HecKOJibKO rnaroB oh B3an = cdejian ), and the glare of the snow fields was 
suddenly dimmed (h SjiecK chokhbix noneii 6bin / CTaji Bapyr noMepKimiM = 
noMepK ). A rushing wave of blindness engulfed him (Hecymaaca BOjma cnenoTbi 
nornoTHna ero), and he sank down into the snow (h oh onycTHJica b CHer; to sink 
down — onycKambcn, nadamb ), supporting himself on one mailed arm 

(nomtepacHBaa ce6a = onupancb Ha o/my pyKy b KOJibnyre: «OKoabwy>Kennyio» 
pyxy) and seeking to shake the blindness out of his eyes as a lion might shake his 
mane (h nbrraacb BbiTpaxnyTL cnenoTy H3 ero / cbohx rna3, KaK neB Mor 
norpacjiH CBoeii / ero rpHBoii = mpncn zpueou, kok nee). 

blindness [blalndnls], eyes [alz], lion [lalqn] 

The Cimmerian stood upright, trailing his sword, a sudden sick weariness 
assailing him. The glare of the sun on the snow cut his eyes like a knife, and the 
sky seemed shrunken and strangely apart. He turned away from the trampled 
expanse, where yellow-bearded warriors lay locked with red-haired slayers in 
the embrace of death. A few steps he took, and the glare of the snow fields 
was suddenly dimmed. A rushing wave of blindness engulfed him, and he sank 
down into the snow, supporting himself on one mailed arm and seeking to shake 
the blindness out of his eyes as a lion might shake his mane. 

A silvery laugh cut through his dizziness (eepedpHCTbiH CMex npepBan ero 
rojiOBOKpyjKemie; to cut through — npepbieamb: «pe3amb uepe3»), and his sight 
slowly cleared (h ero B30p / 3peHHe Me/tneHHO npoacmuicn). He looked up (oh 
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nocMOTpen BBepx); there was a strangeness about all the landscape that he could 
not place or define (It&mI Smia CTpaHHOCTt, bo bccm neii3a>Ke, KOTOpyio oh He 
Mor opeHHTB / cooTHecTH hjih onpeflertHTb; to place — onpedejiumb 
npu6jiu3umejibHO, coomnecmu, to define — onpedejiumb ) — an unfamiliar tinge 
to earth and sky (He3HaKOMBiH ottchok IkJ 3eMJiH h He6a). But he did not think 
long of this (ho oh He ayMan AOJiro 06 3 tom). Before him, swaying like a sapling in 
the wind, stood a woman (nepea hhm, Kanaacb, KaK MOJioaoe ^epeBu,e Ha BeTpy: «b 
B eTpy», CToana aceHimma). To his dazed eyes (k ero yaHBJieHHbiM rna3aM = dm ezo 
ydueaeHHbix zjias) her body was like ivory (ee Tejio 6 bijto, KaK cnoHOBaa koctb), 
and, save for a light veil of gossamer (h, 3a HCKmoneHneM / KpOMe nerKoro 
noKpBiBana H3 ra3a‘), she was naked as the day (oHa 6bina oSHaaceHHOH, KaK ,neHb 
= nomocmbK) odnaDfcennou) . Her slender feet were whiter than the snow they 
spumed (ee y3KHe CTymm 6 bijth 6enee, neM CHer /KOTOpBiii/ ohh TonTann = no 
KomopoMy onu cmynanu ). She laughed down at the bewildered warrior with a 
laughter (oHa CMeanacr. /bhh 3/ Ha# CMymeHHBiM bohhom /co/ cmcxom; to laugh 
at — CMenmbcn nad) that was sweeter than the rippling of silvery fountains and 
poisonous with cruel mockery (KOTOpBiii 6 bijt donee hokhbim, neM ncypHamie 
cepedpHCTbix 4)0 HTaH OB, h aaoBHTbiM ot ncecTOKOH HacMemKH: «c ncecTOKOH 
HacMemKoii»). 

laugh [lQ:f], sight [salt], earth [q:9], woman [wumqn], light [lalt] 

A silvery laugh cut through his dizziness, and his sight slowly cleared. He 
looked up; there was a strangeness about all the landscape that he could not place 
or define — an unfamiliar tinge to earth and sky. But he did not think long of 
this. Before him, swaying like a sapling in the wind, stood a woman. To his dazed 
eyes her body was like ivory, and, save for a light veil of gossamer, she was naked 
as the day. Her slender feet were whiter than the snow they spurned. She laughed 


i Pa3HOBH,HHOCTi> o'iciiIj tohkoto npo3paHHoro nienKa. 
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down at the bewildered warrior with a laughter that was sweeter than the rippling 
of silvery fountains and poisonous with cruel mockery. 

‘Who are you?’ (kto ecTb/ KeM nBnneuibcn tbi? = Kino nibi?) asked the 
Cimmerian (cnpocnn KHMMepnen,). ‘Whence come you?’ (oTKyna nprixonumb tm 

= omnyda mu esKnacbl) 

‘What matter?’ (Kaicoe neno? - a e neM deno /a umo manoel) Her voice was 
more musical than a silver-stringed harp (ee ronoc 6liji donee My3biKanbHbiH, neM 
apcjm c cepedpaHbiMH CTpyHaMii: «eepe6po-CTpyHHan»), but edged with cruelty (ho 
KOJlKHIi OT nceCTOKOCTH: «C >KeCTOKOCTbIO»). 

‘Call up your men,’ ( 30 Bii tbohx mo^eii) said he grasping his sword (cica3an oh, 
xBaTaa cboh Men). ‘Though my strength fails me, yet they shall not take me alive 
(xora Mon CHJia H 3 MeHaeT MHe, ho ohh He B 03 bMyT MeHa acHBbeM / 5khbbim). I see 
that you are of the Vanir (a Biracy, /hto/ tbi H3 BaHHpOB).’ 

‘Have I said so?’ (a CKa3ana Tax?; to say — CKa3amb ) 

call [cO:l], your [jq:], though [Dqu] 

‘Who are you?’ asked the Cimmerian. ‘Whence come you?’ 

‘What matter?’ Her voice was more musical than a silver-stringed harp, but 
edged with cruelty. 

‘Call up your men,’ said he grasping his sword. ‘Though my strength fails me, 
yet they shall not take me alive. I see that you are of the Vanir.’ 

‘Have I said so?’ 

His gaze went again to her unruly locks (ero Bsman no men CHOBa = eepnyjicH 
k ee dyiiHbiM noicoHaM), which at first glance he had thought to be red (xoTOpbie 
npn nepBOM B3rnane oh nonyivian Sbitb pbdkhmh = euy noKasajiucb pujicuMu). 
Now he saw that they were neither red nor yellow but a glorious compound of 
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both colors (Tenepr. oh BHaeji, hto ohii 6mjih hh pbdkhmh, hii jkojitlimh, a 
BOCXHTHTenBHOH avrecbio o6ohx ubctob). He gazed spellbound (oh CMOTpen / 
ycTaBHJica, 3anapOBaHHbiH). Her hair was like elfin gold (ee bojiocbi 6bijih 

noaodHbi 3Jib(j)HHCKOMy 30Ji0Ty); the sun struck it so dazzlingly that he could 
scarcely bear to look upon it (cojiHpe CBepKano /Ha/ hhx Taic ocjienHTejibHO, hto oh 
mot e^Ba BbmecTH CMOTpeTb Ha hhx = umo oh edea moz CMompemb na hux). Her 
eyes were likewise neither wholly blue nor wholly gray (ee rna3a 6bijth /noaobHo/ 
hh coBceM rojiybbie, hh cobccm cepbie), but of shifting colors and dancing lights 
and clouds of colors he could not have named (ho H3 MemnoiHHxca ubctob ii 
TamiyiomHx orHeh, h MHOJKecTBa ottchkob /KOTOpbie/ oh He mot 6bi Ha3BaTb). 
Her full red lips smiled (ee nonHbie KpacHbie ry6bi yjibiSajiHCb), and from her 
slender feet to the blinding crown of her billowy hair (a ot ee y3Knx CTynHeh uo 
ocjienHTejibHOH KOpOHbi ee KOJibimymHxca bojioc), her ivory body was as perfect 
as the dream of a god (ee Teno pBeTa cjiohoboh kocth 6bijio coBepmeHHO KaK 
MenTa 6ora; ivory — aionoean xocmt, i^eem aionoeou Kocmu). Conan’s pulse 
hammered in his temples (nynbc KoHaHa (3a)cTynan b /ero/ Bncicax). 

thought [00:t], could [kVd] 

His gaze went again to her unruly locks, which at first glance he had thought 
to be ted. Now he saw that they were neither red nor yellow but a glorious 
compound of both colors. He gazed spellbound. Her hair was like elfin gold; the 
sun struck it so dazzlingly that he could scarcely bear to look upon it. Her eyes were 
likewise neither wholly blue nor wholly gray, but of shifting colors and dancing 
lights and clouds of colors he could not have named. Her full red lips smiled, and 
from her slender feet to the blinding crown of her billowy hair, her ivory body was 
as perfect as the dream of a god. Conan’s pulse hammered in his temples. 
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‘I cannot tell,’ (a He Mory CKa3aTb/ pa3o6paTb) said he (cKa3an oh), 
‘whether you are of Vanaheim and mine enemy, or of Asgard and my friend (/jih/ 
tbi /aBJiaembca/ H3 Banaxeuivia h moh Bpar, hjih H3 Acrapaa h moh apyr). Far 
have I wandered (aaneKO a dpoann / xoann; to wander — dpodumb), but a woman 
like you I have never seen (ho /KenuiMiiy /TaKyio/ Kaic tbi a miKoraa He Buaea: «a 
HMeio HHKoraa BHaeHHoii»; to see — eudemb ). Your locks blind me with their 
brightness (tboh jiokohbi / bojiocbi ocaenjunoT MeHa cbohm / hx daecKOM). Never 
have I seen such hair, not even among the fairest daughters of the Asir. By Ymir 
—’ (tniKoraa a /He/ Buaea tukhx bojioc, /He/ aaace cpeau npeKpacHenmux 
aouepeii Acnpa. Hmhpom = Knmycb HjviupoM) 

whether [weDql, friend [frend], among [q'm Ar\] 

‘I cannot tell,’ said he, ‘whether you are of Vanaheim and mine enemy, or of 
Asgard and my friend. Far have I wandered, but a woman like you I have never 
seen. Your locks blind me with their brightness. Never have I seen such hair, not 
even among the fairest daughters of the Asir. By Ymir —’ 

‘Who are you to swear by Ymir?’ (kto tbi, hto6bi KJiacTbca Hmhpom?) she 
mocked (oHa HacMexanacb). ‘What know you of the gods of ice and snow (hto 
3Haeiub Tbi o 6orax Jibaa h CHera), you who have come up from the South to 
adventure among an alien people?’ (tbi, kto / KOTOpbiii npumen c iora, hto6bi 
HCKaTB npHKJHOHeHHH cpean uy>Koro Hapoaa?; to adventure — pucnoeamb, 
omeaotcumbcn, ucnamb npujoitouenuu) 

adventure [qd'ventjq] 
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‘Who are you to swear by Ymir?’ she mocked. ‘What know you of the gods 
of ice and snow, you who have come up from the South to adventure among an 
alien people?’ 

‘By the dark gods of my own race! ’ he cried in anger ((Krumycb) tcmhuimh 
S oraMH Moeii coSctbchhoh pacbi! — oh KpHKHyn b raeBe). ‘Though I am not of 
the golden-haired Aesir (xoia a He H3 3JiaTOBOJiocBix acnpOB; lam — n 
nenmocb / naxootcycb om to be — 6bimb), none has been more forward in 
swordplay! (hh o^hh / hhkto /He/ 6 bijt 6onee BnepeaH = donee ucKycnuM e 
(ftexmoeamiu) This day I have seen fourscore men fall (ceroami: <otot ,n,eHb» a 
BHaen BOceMb^ecaT nenoBeK nacTb / na,a,aTb = h euden, kok nanu / noeudnu 
BoeeMbaecaT HenoBeic), and I alone have survived the field where Wulfhere’s 
reavers met the wolves of Bragi (h a o^hh nepeacHJi cpaaceHHe / none, rae / b 
KOTO pOM rpaduTeau Bya(j)xepa BCTpeTHHH bohkob Bparn; to meet — ecmpenamb). 
Tell me, woman, have you seen the flash of mail out across the snow plains, or seen 
armed men moving upon the ice?’ (cicaacH MHe, acemiuiHa, tbi BHaejia 6aecK 
Koabnyrn /cHapyacn/ nepea / Ha CHeacHbix paBHHHax, hhh Bnaeaa BOOpyaceHHbix 
mo^eH, aBHacym,Hxca no / Ha ab^y?) 

wolves [wu:lvz] 

‘By the dark gods of my own race!’ he cried in anger. ‘Though I am not of 
the golden-haired Aesir, none has been more forward in swordplay! This day I 
have seen fourscore men fall, and I alone have survived the field where 
Wulfhere’s reavers met the wolves of Bragi. Tell me, woman, have you seen the 
flash of mail out across the snow plains, or seen armed men moving upon the ice?’ 

‘I have seen the hoarfrost glittering in the sun,’ (a BHaena mien, 

CBepKaioiHHH Ha conHu,e) she answered (oHa OTBerajia), ‘I have heard the wind 
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whispering across the everlasting snows (a cjinimana BeTep, mennyinun no / nepe3 
BenHbie CHera; to hear — cjibimamb).’ 

He shook his head with a sigh (oh noKanan /ero/ tojioboh co b3^,oxom). ‘Niord 
should have come up with us before the battle joined (HnopA ^ojiaceH 6bijt floraaTB 
Hac, npe>Kfle neM 6nTBa Hananacr.; to come up with — dozuamb). I fear he and his 
fighting men have been ambushed (a 6oiocb, /hto/ oh h ero cpaacaiomneca moan 
= oouiibi nonaaH b 3acaay: «6bijih nananeiibi H3 3aca,nbi»; to ambush — 
uanadamb U3 3acadu, ycmpaueamb 3acady). Wulfhere and his warriors lie dead... 
(Byji(|)xep n ero bohhm neacaT MepTBbie) I had thought there was no village within 
many leagues of this spot (a ay Man, ItzmI He 6biao Hmcaicoro ceaeiiua b npeaenax 
MHornx jiht ot 3Toro MecTa), for the war carried us far (Tax xax Boima 3aBena / 
3aHecjia Hac aanexo); but you cannot have come a great distance over these snows 
(ho tbi He Moaceuib npouuia = ue MODfcem dumb, umodu mu npouuia Sojibiuoe 
paccToaHne nepes 3th CHera), naked as you are (obHaacemiaa, xax tbi /ecTb/). Lead 
me to your tribe, if you are of Asgard, for I am faint with blows and the weariness 
of strife (otbc^h Memi x TBoeMy nneMemi, ecim tbi H3 Acrap^a, Tax xax a (o)cna6 
ot y^apOB: «c yflapaMH» h ycTanocTH ot 6opb6bi).’ 

answer [Q:nsq], heard [hq:dj, sigh [sal] 

‘I have seen the hoarfrost glittering in the sun,’ she answered, ‘I have heard 
the wind whispering across the everlasting snows.’ 

He shook his head with a sigh. ‘Niord should have come up with us before the 
battle joined. I fear he and his fighting men have been ambushed. Wulfhere and his 
warriors lie dead... 1 had thought there was no village within many leagues of this 
spot, for the war carried us far; but you cannot have come a great distance over 
these snows, naked as you are. Lead me to your tribe, if you are of Asgard, for I am 
faint with blows and the weariness of strife.’ 
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‘My village is further than you can walk Conan of Cimmeria,’ (Moe cejiemie 
/naxoaMTCfl/ aajiBme, Heivi tbi MoaceniB npoirra, KoHaH KnMMepHHCKHii) she 
laughed (oHa 3acMeanacb). Spreading her arms wide, she swayed before him 
(pa3Beaa /ee/ pyrcn mnpOKO, OHa KananacB nepea hum), her golden head lolling 
sensuously and her scintillant eyes half shadowed beneath their long silken lashes 
(ee 30Ji0THCTaa ronoBa HaKJiOHaiomanca = HaKjioumacb uyBCTBemro, a ee 
CBepKaiomne rna3a /6 bijth/ HanonoBHHy 3aTeHeHHBie /non/ /nx/ anHinibiMH 
mejiKOBHCTBiMH pecHHpaMH). ‘Am I not beautiful, O man?’ (aBJiaiocb a He 
npeicpacHOH? = pa3ee a ue npeKpacua, o Myncmma?) 

‘Like dawn running naked on the snows,’ (icaic 3apa, 6erym,aa odHancemiOH 
no CHeraM) he muttered, his eyes burning like of a wolf (oh npodopMOTan, ero rna3a 
ropamne = eope.au icaic Te / TaKOBBie BOJiKa; those — me, 3aMemem noemopmoipeecn 
cymecmeumejibHoe eo MHootcecmeetwoM micne ). 

Then why do you not rise and follow me? (Toraa noneMy tbi He BCTaeuiB h 
He caeayemB 3a mhoh?; to follow — cnedoeamb / udmu 3d) Who is the strong 
warrior who falls down before me?’ (kto /ecTB/ tot chjtbhbih bohh, kto / 
KOTOpBiH naaaeT = nadem /bhh3/ nepeao mhoh) she chanted in maddening 
mockery (oHa TOBOpHJia HapacneB co CBoaameH c yMa H3aeBKoii / HacMeiHKoii: «b 
CBoaameH c yMa H3aeBKe»; to chant — nemb, zoeopumb napacnee). ‘Lie down and 
die in the snow with the other fools, Conan of the black hair (aar /bhh3/ h yMpn b 
CHery c ocTajiBHBiMH aypaKaxm, KoHaH c nepHBiMii BoaocaMii: «nepHBix bohoc»). 
You cannot follow where I would lead (tbi He MoaceuiB noiiTH ( 3 a mhoh), Kyzja a 
noBeaa 6bi; to lead — eecmu, would lead — noeen (a, u) 6bi ).’ 

walk [wO:k], half [hQ:f], beautiful [bju:tlfull, would [wVd] 

‘My village is further than you can walk Conan of Cimmeria,’ she laughed. 
Spreading her arms wide, she swayed before him, her golden head lolling 
sensuously and her scintillant eyes half shadowed beneath their long silken lashes. 
‘Am I not beautiful, O man?’ 
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‘Like dawn running naked on the snows,’ he muttered, his eyes burning like 
those of a wolf. 

Then why do you not rise and follow me? Who is the strong warrior who 
falls down before me?’ she chanted in maddening mockery. ‘Lie down and die in 
the snow with the other fools, Conan of the black hair. You cannot follow where I 
would lead. 

With an oath, the Cimmerian heaved himself up on his feet (c npOKJMTHaMH 
KHMMepneu, no^mui ce6a BBepx Ha ero Horn = nodumcn na H02u ), his blue eyes 
blazing, his dark scarred face contorted (ero ronydbie rna3a nbuiaroimie, ero 
TeMHoe jihu,o b inpaMax MCKa/Kemioe = c nujiaToipuMU eojiydbmu ejiasamu u 
ucKajfceHHbiM jiuifOM e tupoMox). Rage shook his soul (raeB norpac ero flyiny), 
but desire for the taunting figure before him hammered at his temples and drove 
his wild blood fiercely through his veins (ho acenaHHe / BOKfleneHne ^Jia / k 
Apa3Ham,eH (jmrype nepe/t hhm y^apHJio b bhckh h noraano ero /tmcyio KpOBB 
apocTHO nepe3 / no BeHaM). Passion fierce as physical agony flooded his whole 
being (cTpacTb, apocTHaa Rax /(|)H3HHecKaa/ aroHHa, 3aTonHJia bckd ero 
eym,HOCTb), so that earth and sky swam red to his dizzy gaze (Tax hto 3eMJia h 
He6o nonjibuiH KpacHBiM k / nepefl ero nyBCTByioiHHM roaoBOKpyaceHHe B3rjia^OM; 
dizzy — ucnbimbieaioufuu zojioeoKpyjtcemie, zojio soKpyjicum ejibn bi u, 

nompnceHHbiu). In the madness that swept upon him, weariness and faintness were 
swept away (b 6e3yMHH, hto / KOTOpoe oxBamao ero, ycTaaocTB h caadocTt. 6biau 
CMeTeHbi; to sweep away — CMecmu, cnecmu). 

oath [qu0] 

With an oath, the Cimmerian heaved himself up on his feet, his blue eyes 
blazing, his dark scarred face contorted. Rage shook his soul, but desire for the 
taunting figure before him hammered at his temples and drove his wild blood 
fiercely through his veins. Passion fierce as physical agony flooded his whole 
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being, so that earth and sky swam red to his dizzy gaze. In the madness that swept 
upon him, weariness and faintness were swept away. 

He spoke no word as he sheathed his bloody sword and drove at her (oh He 
CKa3an HHKaKoro / hii cnoBa, Korvja bjiojkhji b Homibi cboh OKpOBaBJieHHBiH Men h 
ycTpeMHJica k Heii), fingers spread to grip her soft flesh (najibubi pacTonBipeHHbie 
= pacmonbipue najibim, htooli cxBaTHTb ee ne>Knyio nnoTb). With a shriek of 
laughter she leaped back and ran, laughing at him over her white shoulder (c bibtom 
CMexa = c npoH3umejibHbiM / duKUM CMexoM OHa orapbirayna uasaa h no6e5Kana, 
CMeacb nap hhm nepe3 /ee/ 6enoe nneno). With a low growl, Conan followed (c 
hh3khm pbinaHHeM KoHaH nocneaoBan ( 3 a Heii)). He had forgotten the fight, 
forgotten the mailed warriors who lay in their blood, forgotten Niord and the 
reavers who failed to reach the battle (oh 3a6biJi cpa^emie, 3a6biJi bohhob b 
KOJibnyrax, kto / KOTOpbie jie>KajiH b /hx/ KpOBH, 3a6biJi Huopaa h rpadHTeneii, kto 
/ KOTOpbie noTepnejiH Heyaauy aocranb Shtbui = ne CMoenu doQpambcn do Mecma 
Oumebi; to forget — 3a6bimb, to fail — ne ydaeambcn, He CMOHb, ne nojiyuambcn). 
He thought only of the slender white shape, which seemed to float rather than run 
before him (oh ay Man tojiuko o CTpoimoii deaou cjmrype, KOTOpaa Ka3anacb nabirb 
= Komopan, Ka3anocb, CKopee ruibieem, hcm 6c>kht nepea hhm; to think — dyMamb). 

word [wq:d], shriek [Jri:k] 

He spoke no word as he sheathed his bloody sword and drove at her, fingers 
spread to grip her soft flesh. With a shriek of laughter she leaped back and ran, 
laughing at him over her white shoulder. With a low growl, Conan followed. He 
had forgotten the fight, forgotten the mailed warriors who lay in their blood, 
forgotten Niord and the reavers who failed to reach the battle. He thought only of 
the slender white shape, which seemed to float rather than run before him. 
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Out across the blinding-white plain the chase led (/Hapy>xy/ nepea 

ocnenuTejibHO-denyK) paBHHHy noromi Bena; to lead — eecmu ). The trampled red 
field fell out of sight behind him (HCTonraHHoe KpacHoe none nponaao H3 BHaa 3a 
hum; to fall out of sight — nponacmb U3 eudy ), but still Conan kept on with the 
silent tenacity of his race (ho Bce-Taior KoHaH npoaojDxaji ynopHO 6e3MOJiBHoe 
cocianaHHe b 6ere: «npo,nojDxaji c 6e3MOJiBHbiM ynopCTBOM ero cocTa3aHHa b 
6ere»; to keep on — npodojutcamb). His mailed feet broke through the frozen 
crust (ero noKpBiTbie SpOHeii Horn nponaMbiBajiH 3aMepuiHH chokhwii HacT; to 
break — aoMambf he sank deep in the drifts and forged through them by sheer 
brute strength (oh norpy^xanca rnydoxo b cyrpodbi h npoaBiiraaca ckbo3b hhx 
aSconiOTHO rpydoii chjioh; by — npedaoz-noi<a3ameab meopiime.ab hozo nadeoica 
— KeM, He.u?). But the girl danced across the snow, light as a feather floating on a 
pool (ho aeBymxa TaHpeBana Ha CHery, Jierxaa KaK nepbimKO, njibiBymee Ha / no 
noBepxHOCTH npyaa); her naked feet barely left their imprint on the hoarfrost that 
overlaid the crust (ee 6ocbie CTynHH nmub ocTaBJHuiH /hx/ OTnenaTOx Ha HHee, 
KOTOpbiii noKpbiBan HacT). Despite the fire in his veins (HecMOTpa Ha oroHb b 
ero BeHax), the cold bit through the warrior’s mail and fur-lined tunic (xojioa 
xycan ckbo3b KOJibnyry bokhu h TyHHKy Ha MexoBOH noARJiaaKe); but the girl in 
her gossamer veil ran as lightly and as gaily as if she danced through the palms 
and rose gardens of Poitain (ho aeBymxa b cbocm / ee ra30B0M noKpbmajie 6e>Kajia 
Tax Jierxo h Tax Beceno, xax ecjrn 6bi OHa TaHH,eBajia nepe3 = cpedu najibM h 
p03apneB nyaTeHa). 

palm [pa:ml, behind [bl'halnd], lightly [laltll] 

Out across the blinding-white plain the chase led. The trampled red field fell 
out of sight behind him, but still Conan kept on with the silent tenacity of his race. 
His mailed feet broke through the frozen crust; he sank deep in the drifts and 
forged through them by sheer brute strength. But the girl danced across the snow, 
light as a feather floating on a pool; her naked feet barely left their imprint on the 
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hoarfrost that overlaid the crust. Despite the fire in his veins, the cold bit through 
the warrior’s mail and fur-lined tunic; but the girl in her gossamer veil ran as 
lightly and as gaily as if she danced through the palms and rose gardens of Poitain. 

On and on she led, and Conan followed (BnepeA h Bnepefl: «Ha n Ha» OHa Bena, 
a KoHaH cjieaoBaji (3a Hen)). Black curses drooled through the Cimmerian’s 
parched lips (wepiibie npOKJWTHa cohhjihcb ckbo3e. aaneKiniieca rydbi 
KHMMepniiua). The great veins in his temples swelled and throbbed, and his teeth 
gnashed (Sojibimie BeHbi b ero BHCKax pa3,nyBajiHCb n nyjiBCHpOBajm, a ero 3y6bi 
CKpOKeTajm). 

‘You cannot escape me!’ he roared (tbi He MOJKemt c6e>KaTb (ot) Memi! — 
oh pbman). ‘Lead me into a trap and I’ll pile the heads of your kinsmen at your 
feet! (BeflH Memi b noByimcy, h a caoacy ronoBbi tbohx poflCTBeHHHKOB y tbohx 
Hor; to pile — CKjiadueamb cmonKou, Kyneu). Hide from me and I’ll tear the 
mountains apart to find you! (cnpantca ot MeHa, h a pa30pBy / pa3BOpomy ropbi, 
HTodbi huhth Te6a!) I’ll follow you to Hell itself!’ (a nocjieflyio ( 3 a) to6oh ,zjo a^a 
caMoro = do cclmozo ada\) 

great [grelt],heads [hedz], find [falnd] 

On and on she led, and Conan followed. Black curses drooled through the 
Cimmerian’s parched lips. The great veins in his temples swelled and throbbed, 
and his teeth gnashed. 

‘You cannot escape me!’ he roared. ‘Lead me into a trap and I’ll pile the 
heads of your kinsmen at your feet! Hide from me and I’ll tear the mountains apart 
to find you! I’ll follow you to Hell itself!’ 


Foam flew from the barbarian’s lips (neHa Temia H3 ry6 BapBapa; to flow — 
menb ) as her maddening laughter floated back to him (Kor^a ee cboajhhhh c yMa 
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CMex npoHOCHJicfl ua.3a.ji k HeMy = donocujicx do mao). Farther and farther into 
the wastes she led him (pajibrne n pajiBiue b nycTomn OHa Beaa ero). As the hours 
passed and the sun slid down its long slant to the horizon, the land changed 
(Korna nacr.1 nponuiH n comme CKOJiB3Hyjio bhh 3 (no) ero pjiHHHOMy 
HaKJiOHHOMy aBH>KeHHio k ropH30HTy = no dojizoii dyze k zopu3onmy, 3eMJia 
H3MeHHJiacr»); the wide plains gave way to low hills, marching upward in broken 
ranges (innpoKne paBHHHbi paira aopory = ycmynwiu (uecmo) hh3khm xonMaM, 
naa Bnepea b noMaHtix penax = nodnuMcmcb nepoenbrnu ijenRMW, to give way — 
ycmynamb, noddaeambcn). Far to the north he caught a glimpse of towering 
mountains, their eternal snows blue with distance and pink in the rays of the blood- 
red setting sun (paneico k ceBepy oh noHMan npobnecK = 3aMemwi bbicokhc ropbi, 
hx BenHBie CHera ronySbie Ha paccToaHHH: «c paccToaHHeM» h p030BBie b Jiynax 
KpOBaBO-KpacHoro 3axoaamero cojiHpa). In the darkling skies above them shone 
the flaring rays of the aurora (b TeMHeionnix Hebecax Ha a hhmh cnajiH apKHe nynn 
3apn; to shine — ceemumb, cmmb ). They spread fanwise into the sky — frosty 
blades of cold, flaming light, changing in color, growing and brightening (ohh 
pacnpocTpaHajiH,KaK onaxano: «onaxajio-noao6HO»B He6o — M0p03HBie ne3BHa 
xonoaa, nbinaiomHH cbct, H3MeHaK)mHHca b u,BeTe = MeHHiomuu ifeem, 
nOaHHMaiOIHHHCa H apKHH). 

hours [auqz], caught [kO:t], brighten [braltn] 

Foam flew from the barbarian’s lips as her maddening laughter floated back to 
him. Farther and farther into the wastes she led him. As the hours passed and the 
sun slid down its long slant to the horizon, the land changed; the wide plains gave 
way to low hills, marching upward in broken ranges. Far to the north he caught a 
glimpse of towering mountains, their eternal snows blue with distance and pink in 
the rays of the blood-red setting sun. In the darkling skies above them shone the 
flaring rays of the aurora. They spread fanwise into the sky — frosty blades of cold, 
flaming light, changing in color, growing and brightening. 
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Above him the skies glowed and crackled with strange lights and gleams (Haa 
hhm iiedeca ntmajin n BcnbixHBaim /co/ crpaHHbiMH othsmh n npodnecKaMn). 

The snow shone weirdly: now frosty blue, now icy crimson, now cold silver (cHer 
CHflJl npHHyaJIHBO: TO M0p03H0 CHHHM, TO Jie,ZpfflbIM MaJIHHOBBIM, TO X0JI0a,HBIM 

cepebpaHbiM (pbctom)). Through a shimmering, icy realm of enchantment Conan 
plunged doggedly onward (ckbo3e» Meppaiomee JieaaHoe papCTBO BOJimedcTBa / 
Marmi KoHaH SpocHJica y up a mo Biiepen), in a crystalline maze where the only reality 
was the white body dancing across the glittering snow beyond his reach — ever 
beyond his reach (b KpHCTajuiHHecKHH nabHpHHT, rae eamrcTBeHHOH peajibHOCTbio 
6biJio 6ejioe tcjio, Tamiyromee no CBepKaiomeMy CHery BHe /ero/ aoearaeMOCTH — 
Bceraa BHe /ero/ aoearaeMOCTH). 

above [q'bAv], realm [relm] 

Above him the skies glowed and crackled with strange lights and gleams. The 
snow shone weirdly: now frosty blue, now icy crimson, now cold silver. Through 
a shimmering, icy realm of enchantment Conan plunged doggedly onward, in a 
crystalline maze where the only reality was the white body dancing across the 
glittering snow beyond his reach — ever beyond his reach. 

He did not wonder at the strangeness of it all — not even when two gigantic 
figures rose up to bar his way (oh He yaHBHJica erpaHHOCTH ttoto Bcero — /He/ 
aa^Ke Koraa ane THraHTCKHx (jmrypBi noamumcb, (htoobi) nperpaauTb ero nyrb = 
euy nyntb). The scales of their mail were white with hoarfrost; their helmets and 
axes were covered with ice (nemyHKH / nnacTHHKH hx KOJibnyra 6bum SejibiMH ot 
HHea: «c HHeeM», hx nuieMbi h ceKHpbi 6buiH noKpbiTbi /co/ JibaoM). Snow 
sprinkled their locks, in their beards were spikes of icicles, and their eyes were as 
cold as the lights that streamed above them (cHer ycenn hx BOJiocbi, b hx Sopoaax 
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6mjih ocTpus cocyjieK = ocmpbie cocyjibKu, a hx rna3a 6bijih TaxHMH xoho^hlimh, 
KaK OrHH, HTO / KOTOpbie CBeTHJlHCB Ha# hhmh). 

even [i:vn], wonder [wAndq], eyes [alz] 

He did not wonder at the strangeness of it all — not even when two gigantic 
figures rose up to bar his way. The scales of their mail were white with hoarfrost; 
their helmets and axes were covered with ice. Snow sprinkled their locks, in their 
beards were spikes of icicles, and their eyes were as cold as the lights that streamed 
above them. 

‘Brothers! ’ cried the girl, dancing between them (SpaTba! — 3aKpnnajia 

.aeByimca, TaHuya Me^y hhmh). ‘Look who follows! (cMOTpHTe, kto cneflyeT ( 3 a 
mhoh)!) I have brought you a man to slay! (a npHBejia BaM nenoBeica, hto6bi 
ybHTE,!) Take his heart, that we may lay it smoking on our father’s board!’ 
(B03BMHTe ero cep^pe, hto6bi mbi Morim nojio>KHTb ero flbiMamnMca Ha ctoh 
Harnero OTu,a!) 

The giants answered with roars like the grinding of icebergs on a frozen shore 
(rnraHTBi otbcthuh pbinamieM, Rax CKpoxeT aiicbeproB Ha 3aMepmeM 6epery). 
They heaved up their axes, shining in the starlight, as the maddened Cimmerian 
hurled himself upon them (ohh no^Hajm /BBepx/ /hx/ cexHpbi, cmnomne b 
3Be3AHOM CBeTe, Kor^a o6e3yMeBmHii KHMMepneu, SpocHJi ce6a = dpocwicn Ha 
hhx). A frosty blade flashed before his eyes, blinding him with its brightness, and 
he gave back a terrible stroke that sheared through his foe’s leg at the knee 
(M0p03H0e jie3BHe BcnbixHyno nepefl ero rna3aMH, ocnennaa ero CBoeii 
apKOCTbio, h oh jpaji Ha3afl = eepnyji y>xacHbiH ynap, KOTOpbiii pa3pe3an Hory ero 
Bpara y KOJieHa). 

brought [brO:tl, foe [fqu], knee [ni:] 
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‘Brothers! ’ cried the girl, dancing between them. ‘Look who follows! I have 
brought you a man to slay I Take his heart, that we may lay it smoking on our 
father’s board!’ 

The giants answered with roars like the grinding of icebergs on a frozen shore. 
They heaved up their axes, shining in the starlight, as the maddened Cimmerian 
hurled himself upon them. A frosty blade flashed before his eyes, blinding him 
with its brightness, and he gave back a terrible stroke that sheared through his 
foe’s leg at the knee. 

With a groan, the victim fell (co ctohom >KepTBa ynana), and at the same 
instant Conan was dashed into the snow (n b tot >xe momcht KoHaH 6biJi c6ht (c 
hot) b CHer), his left shoulder numb from a glancing blow of the survivor’s ax, 
from which the Cimmerian’s mail had barely saved his life (ero nneno OHeMeBmee 
= ezo njieno oneMeno ot CKOJib3aiu,ero yuapa cercupbi yiieneBinero (npoTHBHHica), 
ot KOTOporo KOJibnyra KHMMepHHu,a e^Ba cnacna ero 5KH3Hb = euy JKU3Hb). Conan 
saw the remaining giant looming high above him like a colossus carved of ice, 
etched against the coldly glowing sky (KoHaH yBH^eji ocTaBineroca rnraHTa, 
MaanHBmero bbicoko Ha# hum Kaic kojiocc, BbiceneHHbiH H30 Jib^a, 3anenaTJieHHbiH 
npOTHB = na (pone xojio^ho nbinammero He6a). The ax fell — to sink through the 
snow and deep into the frozen earth as Conan buried himself aside and leaped to his 
feet (Tonop pyxHyn — hto6bi norpysuTbca ckbo3b CHer h rnyboKO b 3aMepmyio 
3eMJiio, Koraa KoHaH CKpbiJi ce6a = cKpujicn b CTOpOHy = omimmujicR e cmopony n 
bckohhji Ha hotii: «k ero HoraM»). The giant roared and wrenched his ax free; but, 
even as he did, Conan’s sword sang down (rnraHT B3peBeji h BbiBepHyn ero 
Tonop cboSoahbim = ebiceododuji Tonop, ho Kaic pa3, Kor^a oh c^ejian /oto/, Men 
KoHaHa npocBHCTeji bhh3; to sing — nemb, ceucmenib o nyjie / cnapnde /Mene, 
zydemb o eempe). The giant’s knees bent, and he sank slowly into the snow, which 
turned crimson with the blood that gushed from his half-severed neck (kojichh 
rnraHTa noaoniyaHCb, h oh onycTHJica Meanemio b CHer, KOTOpbiir npeBpamnca 
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KpOBaBbiM = cmcui Kpoeaeo-Kpacmm ot KpOBii: «c KpOBBio», KOTOpaa xjibiHyaa 
H3 ero HanonoBHHy nepepybjieHHoii men). 

numb [nAm], high [hal], crimson [krlmzn] 

With a groan, the victim fell, and at the same instant Conan was dashed into 
the snow, his left shoulder numb from a glancing blow of the survivor’s ax, from 
which the Cimmerian’s mail had barely saved his life. Conan saw the remaining 
giant looming high above him like a colossus carved of ice, etched against the 
coldly glowing sky. The ax fell — to sink through the snow and deep into the 
frozen earth as Conan buried himself aside and leaped to his feet. The giant roared 
and wrenched his ax free; but, even as he did, Conan’s sword sang down. The 
giant’s knees bent, and he sank slowly into the snow, which turned crimson with 
the blood that gushed from his half-severed neck. 

Conan wheeled to see the girl standing a short distance away, staring at him in 
wide-eyed horror, all the mockery gone from her face (KoHaH noBepHynca, hto6bi 
yBH^eTb fleByniicy, CToamyio Ha HebojibiuoM paccToaHHH ot Hero: «KOpOTKoe 
paccToaHHe npom>», Bca HacMenuca yme^maa c ee jmu,a = couma c ee ninja). He 
cried out fiercely, and drops of blood flew from his sword as his hand shook in the 
intensity of his passion (oh 3aKpHnaji apocTHO 1 , h Kannn KpOBii ctcrjih c ero Mena, 
Kor^a ero pyica 3aTpacjiacr> b cnjie = om cunbi ero crpacTH). 

‘Call the rest of your brothers!’ he cried (30bh octutok = ocmanbHbix tbohx 
6pan>eB! — oh KpHKHyji). ‘I’ll give their hearts to the wolves! (a OT^aM hx 
cepflita /k/ BOJiKaM!) You cannot escape me...’ (tm He Moacemt ycKOJib3HyTB / 
ybeacaTB (ot) MeHa). 


flew [flu:], shook [SYk], brother [brADq] 


i noMHHTe, KaK KpHHan Tap3aH. Tenept CTpaniHO? 
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Conan wheeled to see the girl standing a short distance away, staring at him in 
wide-eyed horror, all the mockery gone from her face. He cried out fiercely, and 
drops of blood flew from his sword as his hand shook in the intensity of his passion. 

‘Call the rest of your brothers!’ he cried. ‘I’ll give their hearts to the wolves! 

You cannot escape me...’ 

With a cry of fright, she turned and ran fleetly (c KpmcoM ncnyra OHa 

noBepHyjiacn n nodencana dbicrpo). She did not laugh now, nor mock him over her 
white shoulder (OHa He CMeanacb Tenepb, hh HacMexanacb (Haa) hhm nepe3 led 
6enoe nneno). She ran as for her life (OHa dencana, Kaic paan ee 5KH3HH = cnaccm 
codcmeennyK) jtcusHb). Although he strained every nerve and thew (xoTa oh 
Hanparan KaacatiH HepB h MycKyn), until his temples were like to burst and the 
snow swam red to his gaze (noica ero bhckh (He) 6buiH roTOBbi B30pBaTbca: «6biJiH 
noxoacH B30pBaTbca», a CHer nonjibui KpacHbiM k ero B3rnaay = a cnee ne cmaji 
KpacHbiM neped ezo 632JindoM; to swim — wibimb), she drew away from him, 
dwindling in the witch-fire of the skies until she was a figure no bigger than a 
child, then a dancing white flame on the snow, then a dim blur in the distance 
(OHa yHOCHJiacb nponb ot Hero, yMeHbiuaacb b koji,hobckom orae Hedec, noica 
/OHa/ (He) dbuia = cmana (Jmrypon He donee, neM pedeHOK = pa3MepoM c 
pedeHKd, noTOM TaHnyro TiT HM denbiM nnaMencM Ha CHery, noTOM CMyTHbiM 
naTHOM Baarm: «b paccToaHHH»; to drive away — ynocumbcri). But, grinding his 
teeth until the blood started from his gums, Conan reeled on, until he saw the blur 
grow to a dancing white flame, and the flame to a figure as big as a child (ho CKpnna 
/ero/ 3ydaMH, noica icpoBb (He) nomna H3 aeceH, KoHaH men HeTBepaoii noxoaicoH 
aanbiue, noica (He) yBHaen naTHO pacni k TaHu,yiomeMy denoMy nnaMeHH = noKa He 
yeuden, nan nnmuo ebipocno e maHuyfoujee dejioe njiaux, a nnaMa b (Jmrypy Taryio 
donbmyio xax pedeHOK = pa3MepoM c pe6eHKa\ to reel — udmu mamancb, 
nemeepdou noxodKou)', and then she was running less than a hundred paces ahead 
of him (a noTOM OHa dbina derymeii = deofcajia MeHee, neM (b) corae maroB 
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Bnepe^H Hero). Slowly, foot by foot, the space narrowed (MeaneHHO, mar 3a rnaroM 
/ c|)yT 3a (j)yTOM paccimHHe coKpamanocb). 

drew [dru:l, child [tjalld], ahead [q'hed] 

With a cry of fright, she turned and ran fleetly. She did not laugh now, nor 
mock him over her white shoulder. She ran as for her life. Although he strained 
every nerve and thew, until his temples were like to burst and the snow swam red 
to his gaze, she drew away from him, dwindling in the witch-fire of the skies until 
she was a figure no bigger than a child, then a dancing white flame on the snow, 
then a dim blur in the distance. But, grinding his teeth until the blood started 
from his gums, Conan reeled on, until he saw the blur grow to a dancing white 
flame, and the flame to a figure as big as a child; and then she was running less than 
a hundred paces ahead of him. Slowly, foot by foot, the space narrowed. 

She was running with effort now, her golden locks blowing free (oHa 

6e>Kajia: «6biJia 6e>KaBmeH» c ycHjmeM Tenepb, ee 30Ji0TBie jiokohbi 
pa3BeBaK)imieca = paseeeajiucb ceo6odHo)\ he heard the quick panting of her 
breath (oh cjibimaji ee nacToe h T3DKe.noe atixamie: «6r>iCTpoe nbixTeHHe ee 
abixaHHa») and saw the flash of fear in the look she cast over her white 
shoulder (h yBHaeji BcnBiimcy CTpaxa bo B3rnaae, KOTOpBiii OHa Spocnjia nepe3 
/ee/ 6enoe nneno; to cast — Opocamb). The grim endurance of the barbarian 
served him well (HecrnbaeMaa bbihocjihboctb BapBapa nocjiy>KHJia eMy xopomo = 
cocjiyoicujia eMy xopoiuyw cjiyjicdy). The speed ebbed from her flashing white 
legs; she reeled in her gait (SbiCTpOTa ynuia H3 ee MenbKaiomHx 6enbix Hor, 
OHa cnoTbiKanacb b ee noxoaice = ee noxodKa cmajia nemeepdou). In Conan’s 
untamed soul leaped up the fires of Hell she had so well fanned (b 

HeyKp othmoh ayrne ayrne KoHaHa pa3ropejmcb oran aaa = pa3zopejicR adcKuii 
noj/cap, (KOTOpbin) OHa Tax xopomo pa3flyna). With an inhuman roar, he closed 
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in on her (c HenejiOBenecKHM pbiKOM oh noflCTymui k Heir), just as she wheeled 
with a haunting cry and flung out her arms to fend him off (icaic pa3 Koraa OHa 
noBepHyjiacb c MynHTejibHbiM KpHKOM n Bbidpocnna /ee/ pyKH, htoGbi OToniaTb / 
OTTOJiKHyTb ero; to fling out — opuKambCR, omeepzamb). 

saw [sO:], breath [breG], roar [rO:] 

She was running with effort now, her golden locks blowing free; he heard 
the quick panting of her breath and saw the flash of fear in the look she cast 
over her white shoulder. The grim endurance of the barbarian served him well. 

The speed ebbed from her flashing white legs; she reeled in her gait. In Conan’s 
untamed soul leaped up the fires of Hell she had so well fanned. With an 
inhuman roar, he closed in on her, just as she wheeled with a haunting cry and 
flung out her arms to fend him off. 

His sword fell into the snow as he crushed her to him (ero Men ynan b CHer, 
Kor.ua oh npnjKaji ee k HeMy = k cede). Her lithe body bent backward as she 
fought with desperate frenzy in his iron arms (ee rndKoe Teno roorHynocb Ha3aa, 
Kor,na OHa doponacb c OTHaammiM hchctobctbom b ero 5Kejie3Hbix pyKax). Her 
golden hair blew about his face, blinding him with its sheen (ee 30Ji0THCTbie 
bojiocbi pa3MeTajiHCB no ero mmy, ocnennaa ero ero / hx dnecKOM); the feel of 
her slender body, twisting in his mailed arms, drove him to blinder madness 
(omymeHne ee crpoimoro Tejia / npHKOCHOBemie k ee CTpoimoMy Teny, 
H3BHBaiomeMyca b ero 3amHmeHHBix ^ocnexaMH pyKax, aoBeno ero po cnenoro 
de3yMHa). His strong fingers sank deep into her smooth flesh — flesh as cold as 
ice (ero CHJiBHBie najibu,bi norpy3HJiHCb rnydoKO b ee rna^Kyio nnoTt. — nnoTb 
/Taxyio/ xojioaHyio KaK Jiea)- It was as if he embraced, not a woman of human 
flesh and blood, but a woman of flaming ice (oto dbino, KaK ecjin dbi = m3ajiocb, 
oh odmui He 5KeHiuimy H3 HenoBenecKOH nnoTH h KpOBH, a >KeH ui HHy H3 
CBepKaiomero Jibaa). She writhed her golden head aside, striving to avoid the 
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fierce kisses that braised her red lips (oHa OTBepHyaa /ee/ 30Ji0THCTyio roaoBy b 
CTOpOHy, CTpeMaer. rodencaTb npocTHbix noitenyeB, KOTOpbie ncrnn ee KpacHbie 
rydbi). 

fought [fO:t], desperate [‘desprit], human [hju:mqn] 

His sword fell into the snow as he crushed her to him. Her lithe body bent 
backward as she fought with desperate frenzy in his iron arms. Her golden hair 
blew about his face, blinding him with its sheen; the feel of her slender body, 
twisting in his mailed arms, drove him to blinder madness. His strong fingers 
sank deep into her smooth flesh — flesh as cold as ice. It was as if he embraced, 
not a woman of human flesh and blood, but a woman of flaming ice. She writhed 
her golden head aside, striving to avoid the fierce kisses that braised her red lips. 

‘You are as cold as the snows,’ he mumbled dazedly (th /ecTb/ /Taican/ 
xonoaHa Kax CHer(a), — oh npodopMOTan oiteneHe.no). ‘I’ll warm you with the 
fire of my own blood...’ (a corpeio Te 6 n oraeM Moeii coSctbchhoh KpOBH...) 

With a scream and a desperate wrench, she slipped from his arms, leaving her 
single gossamer garment in his grasp (c KpHKOM h OTnaaHHbiM pbiBKOM OHa 
BbiCKonb3Hyna H3 ero pyx, ocTaBnnn ee eaHHCTBeHHoe ra30Boe oaenHne b ero 
xBaTxe). She sprang back and faced him (oHa oxnpbiniyna Ha3a,zt h noBepHynacb 
k HeMy nmtOM; to face — noeopanueamb JIU140M , CMompemb e Jiuifo / em3a ), her 
golden locks in wild disarray, her white bosom heaving, her beautiful eyes blazing 
with terror (ee 3onoTbie npaan b .hhkom Secnopnaice, ee 6enaa rpyab 
nonnuMaiomaaca = 63dbmaemcn, ee npexpacHbie rna3a ribinaiomne = nbuiatom 
ot yncaca: «c y>xacoM»). For an instant he stood frozen, awed by her terrible 
beauty as she stood naked against the snows (b TeneHne MraoBemm / MraoBeHne: 
«ttnn MrHOBeHHn» oh CTonn 3acTbiBiHHH, b SnaroroBeHHH ot ee yncacHoir 
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KpacoTbi 1 : «BHynieHHMH SjiaroroBemieM ee y>KacHOH KpacoTOH», Kor^a OHa 
CToaaa o6Ha>KeHHaa npOTHB CHeroB = ua <poue cuesoe). 

warm [wO:m], bosom [buzqm], beauty [bju:tl] 

‘You are as cold as the snows,’ he mumbled dazedly. ‘I’ll warm you with 
the fire of my own blood...’ 

With a scream and a desperate wrench, she slipped from his arms, leaving her 
single gossamer garment in his grasp. She sprang back and faced him, her golden 
locks in wild disarray, her white bosom heaving, her beautiful eyes blazing with 
terror. For an instant he stood frozen, awed by her terrible beauty as she stood 
naked against the snows. 

And in that instant she flung her arms toward the lights that glowed in the skies 
and cried out, in a voice that would ring in Conan’s ears forever after (n b tot / 

3tot MOMeHT OHa npocTepna /ee/ pyKH k othxm, KOTOpwe CBepKaim b Hebecax h 
3aKpHHana 

tojiocom: «b rojioce», KOTOpBih SyneT 3BeHeTB b ymax KoHaHa Bceraa noTOM; would 
ring 

— 6ydem 36euemb ,— dydyipee 6 npoiuediueM, Komopoe nepeeodumcnoydyufUM 
epejvieneM, would — npomedtuee epeMR om will): ‘Ymir! O my 

father, save me! ’ 

(HMHp! O, moh OTeu,, cnacn Memi!) 

toward [tq'wO:d], would [wVd], ear [Iq] 

And in that instant she flung her arms toward the lights that glowed in the skies 
and cried out, in a voice that would ring in Conan’s ears forever after: ‘Ymir! O 
my father, save me! ’ 


Conan was leaping forward, arms spread to seize her, when with a crack like 
the breaking of a mountain of ice the whole sky leaped into icy fire (KoHaH 



i J\a, KpacoTa — crpaiiniaH cnjia! 
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npbiraji = npuzuyn Bnepea, pyKH paccTaBjieHHbie = paccmaeue pym, hto 6 bi 
noiiMaTb ee, xoraa c TpecxoM kek aoMaroie ropti H3 a baa = kcik icozda jioMaemcn 
nednuan sopa, Bee He6o npLirayno b aea^Hoe nnaMa). The girl’s ivory body was 
suddenly enveloped in a cold, blue flame so blinding that the Cimmerian threw up 
his hands to shield his eyes from the intolerable blaze (Teno aeBynncn upeTa 
cjiohoboh kocth : «aeByniKH cjiohoboh kocth Teao» 6 bijio Bapyr oxBaneHO b 
xoaoauoe rojiydoe naa\ia = xojio6hum 2OJiy0biM ruiaMeueM, TaKHM cjieraniniM, 
hto KHMMepneu, BCKHiiya /BBepx/ /ero/ pyxn, hto 6 bi 3am,HTHTb raaaa ot 
HeBBiHOCHMoro chhiihh ; to throw up — ecKudbieamb, noddpacbieamb). For a 
fleeting instant, skies and snowy hills were bathed in crackling white flames, blue 
darts of icy light, and frozen crimson fires ( 3 a / b lopnol MHMOJieTHoe MraoBemie 
ueoeca n CHemmie xojimbi 6bin 11 saanTbi CBepKaiomuMH SejibiMH on him n: «b 
CBepKaromne denbie oraH» rojiydbiMH CTpejiaMH H3 aea^Horo CBeTa n xojio,ztHbiMH 
MamiHOBbiMH oraaMn). 

seize [si:z], shield [Si:ld], blinding [blalndlN] 

Conan was leaping forward, arms spread to seize her, when with a crack like 
the breaking of a mountain of ice the whole sky leaped into icy fire. The girl’s 
ivory body was suddenly enveloped in a cold, blue flame so blinding that the 
Cimmerian threw up his hands to shield his eyes from the intolerable blaze. For a 
fleeting instant, skies and snowy hills were bathed in crackling white flames, blue 
darts of icy light, and frozen crimson fires. 

Then Conan staggered and cried out (KoHaH 3ainaTajica n 3aKpnnan). The girl 
was gone (fleByimca 6bina yme^meii = nponana). The glowing snow lay empty and 
bare; high above his head the witch-lights played in a frosty sky gone mad 
(cBepKaiomnii CHer ne^Kan nycToii n rojibiii, bbicoko Ha^ ero rojiOBon kojiaobckhc 
oran nrpajin b M0p03H0M He6e, come^meM c yMa). Among the distant blue 
mountains there sounded a rolling thunder as of a gigantic war chariot, rushing 
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behind steeds whose frantic hoofs struck lightning from the snows and echoes from 
the skies (cpean aaneKHx ronydbix rop /TaM/ 3Bynan rpoxonymmi rpOM, Kaic ot 
rnraHTCKoh doeBoh KOJiecHHpbi, Hecymehca 3a kohbmh, huh apocTHBie Konbrra 
BBiceKanH mojihhk) H3 CHeroB n 3xo H3 Hedec). 

sound [saund], thunder [GAndq], bare [bFq] 

Then Conan staggered and cried out. The girl was gone. The glowing snow lay 
empty and bare; high above his head the witch-lights played in a frosty sky gone 
mad. Among the distant blue mountains there sounded a rolling thunder as of a 
gigantic war chariot, rushing behind steeds whose frantic hoofs struck lightning 
from the snows and echoes from the skies. 

Then the aurora, the snow-clad hills, and the blazing heavens reeled drunkenly 
to Conan’s sight (3aTeM 3apa, noKpbiTBie CHeroM xohmm n CBepKaioume Hedeca 
3aKpy>KHJiHCb nbaHO k / nepea B30p0M KoHaHa). Thousands of fireballs burst with 
showers of sparks, and the sky itself became a titanic wheel, which rained stars as 
it spun (tbicbhh mapOBbix mojihhh B30pBajincb amicaflMH ncxp, n Hedo caMO 
CTano THTammecKHM KOJiecoM, KOTOpoe jihjio 3Be3abi = nponwiocb 3ee3daMU, 
Koraa oho KpyTHJiocb; to spin — Kpymumb(cR), epaujamb(cR)). Under his feet the 
snowy hills heaved up like a wave, and the Cimmerian crumpled into the snows to 
he motionless (noa ero HoraMH CHOKHbie xojiMbi noamumcb, Kaic BOJiHa, h 
KHMMepneu, pyxHyn b CHera, HTodbi ne^KaTb HenoaBHJKHO = nmodbi 3acmumb e 
HenodeujKHoemu). 

heaven [hevn], shower [Sauq], spark [spQ:k] 

Then the aurora, the snow-clad hills, and the blazing heavens reeled drunkenly 
to Conan’s sight. Thousands of fireballs burst with showers of sparks, and the sky 
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itself became a titanic wheel, which rained stars as it spun. Under his feet the 
snowy hills heaved up like a wave, and the Cimmerian crumpled into the snows to 
lie motionless. 

In a cold dark universe, whose sun was extinguished eons ago, Conan felt the 
movement of life, alien and unguessed (b xojio^hoh tcmhoh BcejieHHoii, m>e cojmu,e 
= cojmife Komopou noracno oohbi Hasa# 1 , KoHaH nouyBCTBOBan ^BroKemre 5kh3hh, 
Hy-/Koti n neBeaoMoii). An earthquake had him in its grip and was shaking him to and 
fro, at the same time chafing his hands and feet until he yelled in pain and fury and 
groped for his sword (3eMJieTpacemie HMeno = depoicajio ero b CBoeii xBaTKe n 
Tpacno ero Ty^a-ciofla, b to >xe caMoe Bpeivm pacTHpaa ero pyKH n Horn, noica oh 
(He) 3aBonHJi b / ot 6ojih h apocra h (He) CTaji HamynbrnaTb cboh Men: 
«HamynbiBaji ^Jia ero Mena»). 


movement [mu:vmqnt], earthquake [q: Tkwelk], fury [fjuqrl] 


In a cold dark universe, whose sun was extinguished eons ago, Conan felt the 
movement of life, alien and unguessed. An earthquake had him in its grip and was 
shaking him to and fro, at the same time chafing his hands and feet until he yelled 
in pain and fury and groped for his sword. 

‘He’s coming to, Horsa (oh npHxoflHT b ce6a: «aBJiaeTca npHxo,o,amHM b», 
Xopca; to come to — npuxodumt e ceda),’ said a voice (cica3aji (neii-To) ronoc). 
‘Hasten — we must rub the frost out of his limbs, if he’s ever to wield sword again 
(nocneimi — mbi aojukhm pacTepeTb ero kohchhocth: «BbrrepeTb M0p03 H3 ero 
KOHeHHOCTeH», ecjiH oh aBJiaeTca = eMy cyjfcdeno Korfla-HHby^b BJia,neTb mchom 
CHOBa).’ 


i Hy OHeffl>-OHem> /iaBHO. 
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‘He won’t open his left hand (oh He xoneT pacKpbiTb = ne pacKpbieaem /ero/ 
aeByio KHCTb),’ growled another (npoBOpnaa apyroii). ‘He’s clutching something 
— (oh aBJiaeTca c'/KHMaiouniivi = cjfcuMaem hto-to)’ 


limbs [llmz], hasten [helsn], wield [wi:ld] 


‘He’s coming to, Horsa,’ said a voice. ‘Hasten — we must rub the frost out of 
his limbs, if he’s ever to wield sword again.’ 

‘He won’t open his left hand,’ growled another. ‘He’s clutching something — 


Conan opened his eyes and stared into the bearded faces that bent over him 
(KoHaH OTKpMJi /ero/ rna3a h ycTaBHJica b dopoaaTbie Jinpa, KOTOpBie 
ckjiohhjthcb Ha# hhm; to bend — CKjioHHmbcn, naKjionnmbCR). He was 
surrounded by tall, golden-haired warriors in mail and furs (oh 6biji OKpyaceH 
bbicokhmh 3JiaTOBJiacbiMH BOHHaMH b aocnexax h Mexax). ‘Conan!’ said one 
(KoHaH! — CKa3an oahh). ‘You live! (Tbi mmeuib = mu Jtcuey 

‘By Crom, Niord,’gasped the Cimmerian (KpOMOM = Kjinnycb KpoMOM, 
Hnopa, — OTKpbui pOT = yduewicR KHMMepHeu,). ‘Am I alive, or are we all dead 
and in Valhalla? (/aBJiaiocb/ a acHB(biM), hjth /aBJiaeMca/ mm Bee MepTBbie (-mh) h b 
Bajibrajuie)’ 

stare [stFq], warrior [wOrlq], fur [fq:] 

Conan opened his eyes and stared into the bearded faces that bent over him. 

He was surrounded by tall, golden-haired warriors in mail and furs. ‘Conan!’ said 
one. ‘You live!’ 
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‘By Crom, Niord,’ gasped the Cimmerian. ‘Am I alive, or are we all dead and 
in Valhalla?’ 

‘We live,’ grunted the As (mbi xchbbi , — npOBOpnaa ac 1 ), busy over 
Conan’s half-frozen feet (3aHaTBiii Ha# noayodMOpoaceHHBiMH CTynmnvm 

KoHaHa). ‘We had to fight our way through an ambush, or we had come up with 
you before the battle was joined (HaM npHiunocB npodimaTBca c 6oeM uepe3 
3acaay: «mbi mm can cpaacaTBca Ham nyTb nepes 3acaay», hjth / imane mbi 
npHCoe^HHUJiHCB k BaM: «no,o,omjTH c BaMH», npeac,a,e ueM dHTBa 6niaa HanaTa; the 
battle was joined — 6umea nauamcb). The corpses were scarce cold when we 
came upon the field (TpynBi 6bijth e^Ba xoho^hbimh = eme ne ocmbuiu, Kor^a mbi 
npmuHH Ha none). We did not find you among the dead, so we followed your spoor 
(mbi He HarnjiH Te6a cpe^n MepTBBix, noaTOMy mbi nocne^OBanH TBoeMy cne^y = 
noiunu no meoejuy caedy). In Ymir’s name, Conan, why did you wander off into 
the wastes of the North (bo hm ffMHpa, KoHaH, noneMy tbi nodpea b nycTomu 
ceBepa)? We have followed your tracks in the snow for hours (mbi man no tbohm 
caeaaM b CHery yace (HecKoaBico) aacoB: «aaa aacoB»). Had a blizzard come up 
and hidden them, we had never found you, by Ymir (BBiora cayanaacB = ecjiu 6bi 
nauajiacb ebioea h CKpBiaa hx, mbi (6bi) HHKor,z],a (He) Haman Te6a, icaimycB 
Hmhpom!; had come up, had hidden, had found — npednpouiediuee epeMR, 

o6o3uauaem deucmeue, Komopoe npou3ouuio do nauana dpyeoeo deucmeun e 
npouuioM, 'idecb ynompedmemcn eycnoenoM 3uaueuuu — ecjiu 6bi)\ 

found [faund], waste [welst], North [nO: T] 

‘We live,’ grunted the As. busy over Conan’s half-frozen feet. ‘We had to 
fight our way through an ambush, or we had come up with you before the battle 
was joined. The corpses were scarce cold when we came upon the field. We did 


i B neKOTopux BapHaiiTax vkhtcjich Acrap/ia na3i>mai0T acnpaMH. TeM 6onee mto Dopo/iaH. cKopee Bcero, He AC 
nyniKHH h He ac noKpuimcHH, KaK /iy\iaeT A3. 
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not find you among the dead, so we followed your spoor. In Ymir’s name, Conan, 
why did you wander off into the wastes of the North? We have followed your 
tracks in the snow for hours. Had a blizzard come up and hidden them, we had 
never found you, by Ymir!’ 

‘Swear not so often by Ymir (KJiaHHCB He Taic nacTO = ne Kjmnucb man 
nacmo Hmhpom),’ muttered a warrior uneasily, glancing at the distant mountains 
(npobopMOTan bohh TpeBoaoio, norjia^BiBaa Ha .zjajieKHe ropti). ‘This is his 

land, and legends say the god bides among yonder peaks (oto /cctb/ ero 3eMJia, a 
jiereHflti roBOpaT, (hto) otot 6or acHBeT cpe^H boh Tex BeprnHH).’ 

swear [swFql, often [Ofnl, peak [pi:k] 

‘Swear not so often by Ymir,’ muttered a warrior uneasily, glancing at the 
distant mountains. ‘This is his land, and legends say the god bides among yonder 
peaks.’ 

‘I saw a woman,’ Conan answered hazily (a BH^eji aceHuumy, — KoHaH 
OTBeTHJi HeBHaTHo). ‘We met Bragi’s men in the plains (mbi BCTpeTHJiH rno^en 
Bparn Ha paBmmax). I know not how long we fought (a He 3Haio, Kaic flonro mbi 
Shjihcb). I alone lived (a o^hh bbdkhh). I was dizzy and faint (a 6biji 

HcnBiTBiBaioiHHM ronoBOKpyaceHHe h ocjiabeBiHHM = y Menn Kpyotcwiacb zonoea, 
u h 6 bui cjiad). The land lay like a dream before me; only now do all things seem 
natural and familiar (scMaa neacana kbk coh nepeao mhoh; jIhujb TenepB /aeaaiOT/ 
Bee Benin Kaacyrca ecTecTBeHHBiMH h 3HaKO mbimh) . The woman came and taunted 
me (aceHimma npnmaa h ^pa3HHaa MeHa). She was beautiful as a frozen flame 
from Hell (oHa SniJia npexpacHa, icaic 3aMep3mee naaMa /h3/ a^a). A strange 
madness fell upon me when I looked at her, so I forgot all else in the world 
(cTpaHHoe 6e3yMHe Hanano Ha MeHa, Kor^a a nocMOTpea Ha Hee, noaTOMy a 3a6BiJi 
Bee ocTaaBHoe = 060 eceM ocmanbHOM e Mupe/na ceeme; to forget — 3a6umb). I 
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followed her (a nocnepoBaji ( 3 a) Hell). Did you not find her tracks (bh He Hainan ee 
caeaoB)? Or the giants in icy mail I slew (hjih rMrauxoB b nepniibix pocnexax, 

(KOTOpBix) a ydnn; to slay — ydueamb, ymmmootcamb, Jiuiuamb jku 3 hu)V 

before [bl'fO:], now [nau], familiar [fq'mlljq] 

‘I saw a woman,’ Conan answered hazily. ‘We met Bragi’s men in the 
plains. I know not how long we fought. I alone lived. I was dizzy and faint. The 
land lay like a dream before me; only now do all things seem natural and 
familiar. The woman came and taunted me. She was beautiful as a frozen flame 
from Hell. A strange madness fell upon me when I looked at her, so I forgot all 
else in the world. I followed her. Did you not find her tracks? Or the giants in icy 
mail I slew?’ 

Niord shook his bead (Hnopp noKanaji /cBoeii/ touoboh). ‘We found only your 
tracks in the snow, Conan (mbi Hauum tojibko tboh cnepbi b CHery, KoHaH; to find — 
naxodumb ).’ 

‘Then it may be that I am mad,’ said Conan dazedly (Torpa /3to/ MoaceT 
6biTB, hto a aBJiaiocb cyMacmepimiM = coiueji c yMa, — CKa3an KoHaH 
openeHe.no). ‘Yet you yourself are no more real to me than was the golden-locked 
wench who fled naked across the snows before me (tcm He MeHee, tbi caM 
/aBnaenibca/ He donee peaneH pjia Memi, neM 6buia 3JiaTOBonocaa peBHpa, 
KOTOpaa yderana odHaaceHHaa nepe3 CHera nepepo mhoh; to flee — ydeeanib, 
cnacambCH deecmeoM). Yet from under my very hands she vanished in icy flame 
(tcm He MeHee H3 /nop/ mohx pyic OHa Hcne3na b aepaHOM nnaMemi).’ 

‘He is delirious,’ whispered a warrior (oh aBJiaeTca dpepamHM = oh Opedum, 

— npomenTaji bohh). 

more [mO:], real [rlql], delirious [dl’llrlqs] 
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Niord shook his bead. ‘We found only your tracks in the snow, Conan.’ 

‘Then it may be that I am mad,’ said Conan dazedly. ‘Yet you yourself are no 
more real to me than was the golden-locked wench who fled naked across the snows 
before me. Yet from under my very hands she vanished in icy flame.’ 

‘He is delirious,’ whispered a warrior. 

‘Not so!’ cried an older man, whose eyes were wild and weird (He Taic = Hem, 
— BOCKnHKHya donee CTapnnm Myacmma, hbh rjia3a 6 bum amcne h 
T anHCTBeHHbie). ‘It was Atali, the daughter of Ymir, the frost giant (oto 6bma 

ATairn, aoub HMHpa, Mopo3Horo = nedHitoeo imranra)! To fields of the dead she 
comes and shows herself to the dying (b norm = na noun /cpaacemm/ MepTBbix 
OHa npoxoanT u noica3biBaeT ce6a = noKasbieaemcn yivmpaiomMM) ! Myself 
when a boy I saw her, when I lay half slain on the bloody field of Wolfraven (a 
caM, Koraa (6biji) MaabamcoM, a Bnnen ee, Koraa aeacaa noayMepTBbiH Ha 
KpOBaBOM none Byab(|)p3HBeHa; to lie — Jieotcamb). I saw her walk among the 
dead in the snows, her naked body gleaming like ivory and her golden hair 
unbearably bright in the moon light (a BHaea ee njxrn = udyiqeii cpean MepTBbix b 
CHerax, ee odHaacemioe Teao, CBeTameeca, Kaic caoHOBaa koctb, a ee 3oaoTbie 
Boaocbi HeBbiHOCHMO apKHe b ayHHOM CBeTe). I lay and howled like a dying dog 
because I could not crawl after her (a aeacaa n Bbia, Kaic yMHpaiomiiH nee, noTOMy 
hto a He mot non3TH 3a Heii). She lures men from stricken fields into the wastelands 
to be slain by her brothers, the ice giants, who lay men’s red hearts smoking on 
Ymir’s board (oHa 3aBJieicaeT MyacuHH c nojieii 6paHH b nycTomn, hto6bi 6bitb / 
OKa3aTbca ySHTbiMH ee SpaTbaMH, aeaanbiMii ruranTaMH, KOTOpbie Kaaayr 
KpacHbie cepapa aioaeii abiMamHMHca Ha ctoji HMHpa). The Cimmerian has seen 
Atali, the frost giant’s daughter (KHMMepneit BHaea ATaan, aonu MOp03Horo 
rnraHTa)!’ 

weird [wlqd], whose [hu:z], daughter [dO:tq] 
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Not so!’ cried an older man, whose eyes were wild and weird. ‘It was Atali, the 
daughter of Ymir, the frost giant! To fields of the dead she comes and shows 
herself to the dying! Myself when a boy I saw her, when I lay half slain on the 
bloody field of Wolfraven. I saw her walk among the dead in the snows, her naked 
body gleaming like ivory and her golden hair unbearably bright in the moon light. I 
lay and howled like a dying dog because 1 could not crawl after her. She lures men 
from stricken fields into the wastelands to be slain by her brothers, the ice giants, 
who lay men’s red hearts smoking on Ymir’s board. The Cimmerian has seen 
Atali, the frost giant’s daughter!’ 

‘Bah!’ grunted Horsa (6a! = nytubl — npOBOpnaji Xopca). ‘Old Gorm’s mind 
was touched in his youth by a sword cut on the head (yM CTaporo T opMa 6bijt 

3 aaeT b /ero/ mojioaocth MeneBon paHoii no ronoBe = 3amponyjia pana om Mena 
na eoaoee). Conan was delirious from the fury of the battle (KoHaH SpeaHJi ot 
apocTH 6htbbi); look how his helmet is dinted (nocMOTpHTe, Kaic ero nineM noMjrr). 
Any of those blows might have addled his brain (jho6oh H 3 3thx yzjapOB Mor 
noBJimiTB (Ha) ero M 03 r; to addle — cdueamb c momcy, 3anymbieamb ). It was a 
hallucination he followed into the wastes (sto 6BiJia rajunopHHapmi, (3a KOTOpoii) 
oh nocjieaoBan b nycTomu). He is from the South; what does he know of Atali 
(oh c iora; hto oh 3HaeT 06 ATajin)?’ 

youth [ju:0], south [sau0], mind [malnd] 

‘Bah!’ grunted Horsa. ‘Old Gorm’s mind was touched in his youth by a 
sword cut on the head. Conan was delirious from the fury of the battle; look how 
his helmet is dinted. Any of those blows might have addled his brain. It was a 
hallucination he followed into the wastes. He is from the South; what does he 
know of Atali?’ 
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‘You speak truth, perhaps,’ muttered Conan (tbi roBOpHum npaB/ty, bo3mo)kho, 
— npodopMOTan KoHaH). ‘It was all strange and weird — by Crom (oto 6bijto Bee 
CTpaHHO n CBepx'LecTecTBeHHO — (KJiaHycb) Kpomom)!’ 

He broke off, glaring at the object that still dangled from his clenched left fist (oh 
npepBan (pa3roBOp) = 30morhcui , rjia.ua Ha npe^MeT, KOTOpBiii Bee eme CBHcaji H3 
ero cacaToro neBoro KynaKa). The others gaped silently at the veil he held up — a 
wisp of gossamer that was never spun by human distaff (ocTanbiuae rjia3ejm MOJina 
Ha noKpbiBajio, (KOTOpoe) oh no.ztHa.ji — kjiohok ra3a, KOTOpBiii 6biji mncorna 
cnpaaen h e jio b en e c khm h npaxaMH = Komopuu miKozda He njmmi uejioeenecKue 

pyKu ). 

truth [tru:0], others [ADqz], distaff [’dIstQ:f] 

‘You speak truth, perhaps,’ muttered Conan. ‘It was all strange and weird — 
by Crom!’ 

He broke off, glaring at the object that still dangled from his clenched left fist. The 
others gaped silently at the veil he held up — a wisp of gossamer that was never 
spun by human distaff. 


THE CURSE OF THE MONOLITH 

(IIpOKJlHTHe MOHOJIHTa) 

The sheer cliffs of dark stone closed about Conan the Cimmerian like the sides 
of a trap (oTBecHBie yrecbi H3 TeMHoro xaMHa coMKHyjiHcr. BOKpyr KoHaHa- 
KHMMepHHpa, Kax CTeHBi jiOByuiKH). He did not like the way their jagged peaks 
loomed against the few faint stars (oh He nomodua = eMy hie nonpaeunocb , Kax: 
«cnoco6» hx 3y6naTbie nHKH Maannnn npOTHB = na (pone HeMHornx cuabbix 3Be3.it), 
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which glittered like the eyes of spiders down upon the small camp on the flat floor 
of the valley (KOTOpbie CBepKann, Kaic rna3a nayicoB BHH3y = Hanpaenenubie euu3 Ha 
ManeHBKHH Jiarepb Ha pobhom ^ne ^ojihhbi). Neither did he like the chill, uneasy 
wind that whistled across the stony heights and prowled about the campfire (Toace 
He nojiioSHJi oh = ue nonpaewicn eMy u ctbijtbih TpeBommiH BeTep, KOTOpBiii 
CBHCTen no KaMeHHCTBiM BepmimaM h pbicicaji BOKpyr jiarepHoro/buBauHoro 
KOCTpa). It caused the flames to leap and flicker, sending monstrous black shadows 
writhing across the rough stone walls of the nearer valley side (oh 3acTaBJHui a 3 bum 
nnaivienH CKaKaTb h MHraTb, ncnycicaa uepHbie tciih, H3BHBaioumecano rpydbiM 
KaMeHHbiM CTeHaM SruDicaHmeH CTeHbi aojihhm; to cause — 6bi3bieamb, aiyjKumb 
npmuuou). 


either [alpq], writhing [ralDIN], nearer [nlqrq] 


The sheer cliffs of dark stone closed about Conan the Cimmerian like the sides 
of a trap. He did not like the way their jagged peaks loomed against the few faint 
stars, which glittered like the eyes of spiders down upon the small camp on the flat 
floor of the valley. Neither did he like the chill, uneasy wind that whistled across the 
stony heights and prowled about the campfire. It caused the flames to leap and 
flicker, sending monstrous black shadows writhing across the rough stone walls of the 
nearer valley side. 


On the other side of the camp (Ha flpyroii CTOpOHe Jiarepa), colossal redwoods, 
which had been old when Atlantis sank beneath the waves eight thousand years 
before, rose amid thickets of bamboo and clumps of rhododendron (rnraHTCKne 
ceKBOHH, KOTOpbie SbiJiH CTapbiMH, Kor^a ATaaiiTHaa 3aTOHyjia non BoanaMii 
BOceMb Tbiam JieT Ha3afl, B03BbimanHCb cpe^H 3apocjieii 6aM6yica h /3apocneH/ 
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po,no.nen,npona; had been — 6biJi, 6unu — npednpouieduiee epeun om znazona to be, 
03nanaem deucmeue, xomopoe npou30uuio do Manana dpyzozo deucmeuR e 
npotunoM; to sink — monymb, nozpyjteambCR; to rise — nodmmambCR, 
6036biiuambCR). A small stream meandered out of the woods, murmured past the 
camp, and wandered off into the forest again (ManeiibKiiu pyneii jmnBajica H3 = 
u36ueaRCb, ebimeKan U3 Jieca, 5Kypnaji = Dicypna, npomeKan mhmo a are pa n 
H3BHBajica nponb = yxodun b Jiec chobb; to wander — dpodumb, meueambCR (o 
pynbe)). Overhead, a layer of haze or high fog drifted across the tops of the cliffs, 
drowning the light of the fainter stars and making the brighter ones seem to 
weep (BBepxy / Ha# rojiOBoii cjioh ^bimkh nan BBicoraoro TyMaHa caenraaca (no 
BeTpy) nepe3 Bepumm>i yTecoB, 3araymaa cbct 6oaee Tycmibix 3Be3fl n npn^aBaa 
6oaee apKHM (3Be3aaM) naanymnn Bna / caoBHO ohh naaayr: «3acTaBaaa 6oaee 
apKne /TaxoBbie/ KaaaTbca naaKaTb»; one(s) — cjioeo-3aMecmumejib 
cyipecmeumenbnozo, ucnonb3yemcR 6Mecmo noemopa dannozo 
cyuiecmeumenbHozo; to make + UHcpunumue — 3acmaenRmb denamb nmo-nudo). 


beneath [bI'ni:Tl, thousand [Tauzqnd], light [lalt] 

On the other side of the camp, colossal redwoods, which had been old when 
Atlantis sank beneath the waves eight thousand years before, rose amid thickets of 
bamboo and clumps of rhododendron. A small stream meandered out of the woods, 
murmured past the camp, and wandered off into the forest again. Overhead, a layer of 
haze or high fog drifted across the tops of the cliffs, drowning die light of die fainter 
stars and making the brighter ones seem to weep. 

Something about this place, thought Conan, stank of fear and of death (uto- 
to b 3tom MecTe, AyMan KoHaH, CMepaeno CTpaxoM n CMepTBio; to stink of — 
CMepdemb, eoHRmb ( neu-mo )). He could almost smell the acrid odor of terror on 
the breeze (oh Mor nouTH ynyaTB pe3KHH 3anax y>xaca Ha = e nericoM BeTpe / 
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6pH3e; to think — dyMamb). The horses felt it, too (jiomaaH nyBCTBOBajm 3to 
TO>Ke). They nickered plaintively, pawed the earth, and rolled white eyeballs at the 
dark beyond the circle of the fire (ohh pacaira >xajiodHO, 6hjth xom>iTOM 3eMJiio n 
noBOpannBann Sejibie rjia3HBie adnoxn b TeMHOTy 3a npeaenaMH Kpyra ora). The 
beasts were close to nature (mmoTHbie 6bijth 6jih3kh k npnpoae). So was Conan, 
the young barbarian warrior from the bleak hills of Cimmeria (TaKHM 6bijt /h/ 
KoHaH, Moaoaoii BapBapCKnii bohh c xojioahbix xojimob KiiMMepiui). Like his, 
their senses were more delicately turned to the aura of evil than were the senses of 
city-bred men like the Turanian troopers he had led into this deserted vale (icaic ero, 
/Tax n / nx HyBCTBa 6bijih donee nyBCTBHTejibHO odpam,em>i = 6onee 
nyecmeumejibHbi k aype 3Jia, neM /dtum/ nyBCTBa B3pameHHbix b ropo^e jno,neH, 
AraKHx/ xax TypaHCxne cojwitbi, /xoTOptix/ oh 3aBen b 3Ty dean ion uyio nonuny; to 
lead — eecmu, 6032Jiaejwmb ). 

something [sAmTIN], earth [WT], young [jAN] 

Something about this place, thought Conan, stank of fear and of death. He 
could almost smell the acrid odor of terror on the breeze. The horses felt it, too. 
They nickered plaintively, pawed the earth, and rolled white eyeballs at the dark 
beyond the circle of the fire. The beasts were close to nature. So was Conan, the 
young barbarian warrior from the bleak hills of Cimmeria. Like his, their senses 
were more delicately turned to the aura of evil than were die senses of city-bred 
men like the Turanian troopers he had led into this deserted vale. 

The soldiers sat about the fire, sharing the last of this night’s ration of wine 
from goatskin bags (coimaTbi cnaejm y xocTpa, ^enacb nocneaHHM H3 nopu,HH 
BHHa Ha 3Ty hohb H3 byp/poxoB: «xo3r>a mxypa Memox»; to sit — cudemb ). Some 
laughed and boasted of the amorous feats they would do in the silken bagnios of 
Aghrapur upon their return (HexoTOpbie CMearmcb h xBacTanHcr. jnoboBHBiMH 
noaBiiraMH. /xoTOptie/ ohh coBepmaT b pocxoihhbix dopaenax Arpanypa no 
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/hx/ B03BpameHnn). Others, weary from a long day’s hard ride, sat silently, 
staring at the fire and yawning (apyrne, ycTaBmne ot aonroro ana TJDKejioii 
cxanKH = om nun/ce/ioii ckcihku na nponwjicenuu domozo dun, cnaenn MOJiua, 
ycTaBHBmncb Ha oroHb h 3eBaa). Soon they would settle down for the night, rolled 
in their heavy cloaks (cxopo ohh ynaryrca Ha hohb, 3aBepHyTbie b /hx/ TOJicrae 
njianiH). With their heads pillowed on saddlebags, they would lie in a loose circle 
about the hissing fire (c /hx/ roaoBUMH, yjio>KeHHbiMH Ha ceaejibiibie bbiokh = 
yjioofcue zojiobu na cedenbHbie ebroKu, ohh 6yayr aeHcaTb b npocTOpHOM xpyre 
BOKpyr Himiamero oraa; would lie — dydyipee e npomediueM om to lie — 
jieofcamb, nepeeodumcn dydyufUM), while two of their number stood guard with 
their powerful Hyrkanian bows strung and ready (b to BpeMa kuk aeoe H3 hx 

HHcaa CToaan b xapayae co cbohmh/hx mohihbimh rnpKaHCKHMH jiyicaMH 
HaTaHyTBiMH h totobbimh; to string — nammueamb (cmpyny, memuey)). They 
sensed nothing of the sinister force that hovered about the valley (ohh /He/ 

omymanH HHnero ot /toh/ 3noBemeH chhbi, KOTOpaa HaBHcna Ha^ aojikhoh). 

ration [rxSn], staring [stFqrIN], would [wVd] 

The soldiers sat about the fire, sharing the last of this night’s ration of wine 
from goatskin bags. Some laughed and boasted of the amorous feats they would 
do in the silken bagnios of Aghrapur upon their return. Others, weary from a 
long day’s hard ride, sat silently, staring at the fire and yawning. Soon they would 
settle down for the night, rolled in their heavy cloaks. With their heads pillowed on 
saddlebags, they would lie in a loose circle about the hissing fire, while two of 
their number stood guard with their powerful Hyrkanian bows strung and ready. 
They sensed nothing of the sinister force that hovered about the valley. 

Standing with his back to the nearest of the giant redwoods (ctox /co/ 

/cBoeii/ero/ cnHHOH k djinxcaiimeH H3 rnraHTCKHx cckboh), Conan wrapped his 
cloak more closely about him against the dank breeze from the heights (KoHaH 
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3anaxHyn cboh nnam 6onee nnoTHO / nonaoTHee /BOKpyr Hero/ ot npOM03rjioro 
BeTpa c BepniHH). Although his troopers were well-built men of good size, he 
towered half a head over the tallest of them (xora ero coa^aTBi 6bijih xopomo 
caoaceHHBiMH MyacuHHaMH xopomero pa3Mepa = KpynnbiMU, oh B03Bbimaaca /Ha/ 
noaroaoBBi nap caMBiM bbicokhm H3 hhx), while his enormous breadth of shoulder 
made them seem puny by comparison (b to BpeMa rcaic ero orpOMHaa mnpHHa 
naen/a/ BBiCTaBaaaa hx xmeaymiibiMH: «aeaaaa hx KaaaTbca xuj,eaymnbiMH» — 
no cpaBHeHHio /c hhm /; to make — deaamb, 3acmaejmmb). His square-cut black 
mane escaped from below the edges of his spired, turban-wound helmet (ero pobho 
noflcrpHaceHHaa nepHaa rpHBa BbiCKaab3biBaaa H3-no,zt xpaeB ero ocrpoKOHenHoro, 
odBepHyToro TiopdaHOM maeMa), and the deep-set blue eyes in his dark, scarred 
face caught glints of red from the firelight (a rayboxo nocaaceHHbie raa3a Ha ero 
TeMHOM noKpbiTOM mpaMaMH anu,e aoBHan BcnbimKH KpacHoro ot naaMeHH 
KOCTpa; to scar — noKpbieamb tupaMOMU, to catch — jioeumb). 

giant [Galqnt], although [Ll'Dqu], breadth [bredT] 

Standing with his back to the nearest of the giant redwoods, Conan wrapped 
his cloak more closely about him against the dank breeze from the heights. 
Although his troopers were well-built men of good size, he towered half a head 
over the tallest of them, while his enormous breadth of shoulder made them seem 
puny by comparison. His square-cut black mane escaped from below the edges of 
his spired, turban-wound helmet, and the deep-set blue eyes in his dark, scarred 
face caught glints of red from the firelight. 

Sunk in one of his fits of melancholy gloom, Conan silently cursed King 
Yildiz (norpyjKeHHbiH b o^hh H3 /ero/ npncTynoB MenaHxojiHHHOH ^enpeccHH, 
KoHaH 6e3MOJiBHO npoKJiHHan Kopona Hnausa), the well-meaning but weak 
Turanian monarch who had sent him on this ill-omened mission (HcnojmeHHoro 
bjiarax HaMepemm: «xopomo-no^pa3yMeBaK)mero», ho cnaSoro TypaHCKoro 
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MOHapxa, KOTOpbiii nocjian ero Ha/B 3 to npe^Bemaioiuee 6e,ny 3a,naHHe/MHCCHK>; 
to send — nocbiJiamb). Over a year had passed since he had taken the oath of 
allegiance to the king of Turan (donee ro^a nponnio c Tex nop, Kate oh ^an KJiHTBy: 
«B3an KJiaTBy» — BepHOCTH Kopojiio TypaHa; to take — 6pamb, 63nmb). Six 
months before, he had been lucky enough to earn this king’s favor (rnecTb 

MecapeB uaaan oh oica3ajica nocTaTOHno ynannuB, hto6bi npHoSpecra 
SjiarocKJiOHHOCTB Kopona); with the help of a fellow-mercenary, Juma the 
Kushite, he had rescued Yildiz’s daughter Zosara from the mad god-king of 
Meru (c noMOiubio npHaTena-HaeMHHKa, ^jKyMBi-KyuiHTa, oh cnac /torn. Hrmroa 
3ocapy ot cyMacme^mero 6ora-KOpona Mepy). He had brought the princess, 
more or less intact, to her affianced bridegroom, Khan Kujala of the nomadic 
Kuigar horde (oh npHBe3 npHHpeccy, 6ojiee-/Him/-MeHee HeTpOHyToii ee 
/obpyueHHOMy/ /c h eh/ 5Kemixy, xaHy Ky^ane kohcboh KyiirapCKOH op^Bi = 
Kydjicajie, xany opdbi KoneenuKoe-Kyueapoe). 

princess [prln'ses], enough [I'nAf], horde [hO:d] 

Sunk in one of his fits of melancholy gloom, Conan silently cursed King 
Yildiz, the well-meaning but weak Turanian monarch who had sent him on this 
ill-omened mission. Over a year had passed since he had taken the oath of 
allegiance to the king of Turan. Six months before, he had been lucky enough to 
earn this king’s favor; with the help of a fellow-mercenary, Juma the Kushite, he 
had rescued Yildiz’s daughter Zosara from the mad god-king of Meru. He had 
brought the princess, more or less intact, to her affianced bridegroom, Khan 
Kujala of the nomadic Kuigar horde. 

When Conan returned to Yildiz’s glittering capital of Aghrapur, he had found 
the monarch generous enough in his gratitude (Korna KoHaH BepHynca b 

djiHCTaiomyio CTOJiHny Haanaa — Arpanyp, oh Harneji MOHapxa meapbiM 
AOCTaTOHHO = docmamoHHo xpedpbiM b CBoeh/ero SnaroflapHOCTH). Both he and 
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Juma had been raised to captain ( 06 a — oh ii /J/Kyivia = kok oh, man u /Jjicyua 
dbijin npoH3Beaeiibi b KanjrraHbi; had been raised to — naccue e 

npednpomedmeM epejvienu — 6biJi npou3eedeH e, noebiiuen do). But, whereas 
Juma had obtained a coveted post in the Royal Guard, Conan had been rewarded 
with yet another arduous, perilous mission (ho, b to Bpeivra Kaic ^jKyMa nojiyunji 
>KejiaeMyio aojokhoctb b KOponeBCKOH CTpa>Ke, KoHaH 6bijt B03Harpa>KaeH eme 
oahoh Tpyn,HOH, onacHOH MHCCHeii). Now, as he recalled these events, he sourly 
contemplated the fruits of success (Tenepb, Koraa oh BcnoMUHan oth codbrnw, 
oh MpauHo/yrpiOMO C03epu,an nnoabi ycnexa). 

captain ['kxptln], guard [gQ:d], mission [mISn] 

When Conan returned to Yildiz’s glittering capital of Aghrapur, he had found 
the monarch generous enough in his gratitude. Both he and Juma had been raised 
to captain. But, whereas Juma had obtained a coveted post in the Royal Guard, 

Conan had been rewarded with yet another arduous, perilous mission. Now, as he 
recalled these events, he sourly contemplated the fruits of success. 

Yildiz had entrusted the Cimmerian giant with a letter to King Shu of Kusan, 
a minor kingdom in western Khitai (Hjiaro aoBepua KHMMepHHCKOMy ruraHTy 
nncbMO k Kopojno Illy /noBenHTenio/ KycaHa, Hedojibiuoro KOponeBCTBa b 
3 ana£HOM KxHTae). At the head of forty veterans, Conan had accomplished the 
immense journey (bo rnaBe copoica BeTepaHOB KoHaH coBepuiHJi decKOHeuHoe 
nyremecTBHe). He had traversed hundreds of leagues of bleak Hyrkanian steppe 
and skirted the foothills of the towering Talakma Mountains (oh npeoaojien cothh 

JTHT eypOBOH THpKaHCKOH CTCnH H oSOTHyjI UOaUO'/KHa BbICOKHX TaJiaKMHHCKHX 

rop). He had threaded his way through the windy deserts and swampy jungles 
bordering the mysterious realm of Khitai, the easternmost land of which the men 
of the West had heard (oh npOKJiaabiBan cboh nyrb nepe3 BeTpeHbie = oddyeaeMbie 
eempoM nycTbiHH h SonoTHCTbie a^yurau, rpanHwamue /c/ TaHHCTBeHHbiM 
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KoponeBCTBOM KxHTaii, cbmoh boctohhoh 3eMJieii, o KOTOpofi moan 3anaaa 
cabiinaan = cjibituajiu Jiwdu 3anada). 

forty [fO:tI], swampy [swOmpI], jungles [GANglz] 

Yildiz had entrusted the Cimmerian giant with a letter to King Shu of Kusan, a 
minor kingdom in western Khitai. At the head of forty veterans, Conan had 
accomplished the immense journey. He had traversed hundreds of leagues of 
bleak Hyrkanian steppe and skirted the foothills of the towering Talakma 
Mountains. He had threaded his way through the windy deserts and swampy 
jungles bordering the mysterious realm of Khitai, the easternmost land of which 
the men of the West had heard. 

Arrived in Kusan at last (npndbiB HaKOHeu, b KycaH; at last — HaKoneii), 
Conan had found the venerable and philosophical King Shu a splendid host 
(KoHaH Hanieji nouTemroro n (jmjiococjDCKoro = sdpaeoMbicjimpeeo Kopoaa Illy 
OTJiHHHbiM xo3aiiHOM). While Conan and his warriors were plied with exotic food 
and drink and furnished with willing concubines, the king and his advisers decided 
to accept King Yildiz’s offer of a treaty of friendship and trade (noica KoHaHa n 
ero bohhob yromajin: «6biJin yrom,aeMbi» 3K30TnnecK0H nmuen n nanuTKaMu n 
CHadacaan ncnojiHHTejibHbiMH HaaoacmmaMH, Koponb n ero cobcthhich penman 
npHHaTb npeanoacemie Kopoaa Haaroa aoroBOpa o flpyacde n TOproBae). So the 
wise old king had handed Conan a gorgeous scroll of gilded silk (noaTOMy 

m yap bill CTapbin xopoab Bpynna KoHaHy npeKpacHbiii cbhtok H3 
no3oaoneHHoro meaxa). Thereon were inscribed, in the writhing ideographs of 
Khitai and the gracefully slanted characters of Hyrkania, the formal replies and 
felicitations of the Khitan king (Ha HeM 6bian HanHcaHbi BrnmeBaTbiMH 

naeorpaMMaMH KxnTaa n rpan,no3HO HaKaoHHbiMH 6yKBaviH rnpKaHnn 
ocjDnpnaabHbie OTBeTbi n no3apaBaeHna KxnTancKoro Kopoaa; thereon — na HeM). 
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king [kIN], scroll [skrqul], character [’kxrlktq] 


Arrived in Kusan at last, Conan had found the venerable and philosophical 
King Shu a splendid host. While Conan and his warriors were plied with exotic 
food and drink and furnished with willing concubines, the king and his advisers 
decided to accept King Yildiz’s offer of a treaty of friendship and trade. So the 
wise old king had handed Conan a gorgeous scroll of gilded silk. Thereon were 
inscribed, in the writhing ideographs of Khitai and the gracefully slanted characters 
of Hyrkania, the formal replies and felicitations of the Khitan king. 

Besides a silken purse full of Khitan gold, King Shu had also furnished Conan 
with a high noble of his court (KpOMe menKOBoro Komejia, nonHoro KXHTaiicKoro 
30Ji0Ta, Kopojiu Illy Taicace cuadaHa KoHaHa BbicoKonocTaBjiei 11 ilim apncTOKpaTOM 
ero aeopa), to guide them as far as the western borders of Khitai (hto6bi npoBec™ nx 
/aac/ no: «tuk aaneKO, Kaic» — nanaanbix rpaHHH, KxHTaa). But Conan had not liked 
this guide, this Duke Feng (ho KoHaHy He noHpaBHJica 3tot npoBOAHHK, 3tot icmor. 
Osh). 

full [fVl], also ['0:lsou], court [kO:t] 

Besides a silken purse full of Khitan gold, King Shu had also furnished Conan 
with a high noble of his court, to guide them as far as the western borders of Khitai. 
But Conan had not liked this guide, this Duke Feng. 

The Khitan was a slim, dainty, foppish little man with a soft, lisping voice 
(KXHTaeu, 6bijt tohkhm, Hsaimibiivi, (J)aTOBaTbiM ManeHBKHM nenoBeKOM = nenoeenKOM 
c MenoaiiHHBiM menejHiBamHM ro.no com). He wore fantastical silken garments, 
unsuited to rugged riding and camping (oh hochji npHnyaJiHBoe mejiKOBoe 
oaeaHHe, HenoAxoaam.ee ana cypOBoii ckbukh h npHBana), and drenched his 
exquisite person in heavy perfume (h opoman CBOio/ero yTOiiHennyio nepcoHy 
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ayxaMH c T^DicejibiM 3anaxoM: «b Taacejibix ayxax»). He never soiled his soft, long- 
nailed hands with any of the camp chores (oh HHKoraa /He/ Mapan cboh Hemmie pyrcn 
C aJIHHHbIMH HOrTMMHI «aJIHHHO-HOrTeBbie» KaKHMH-JIH6o H3 narepHbix pador), but 

instead kept his two servants busy day and night ministering to his comfort and 
dignity (ho bmccto 3Toro aepacan cbohx aeyx cjiyr, 3amiTbix aeHb h hohb cnyaceHHeM 
ero yzjodcTBaM h aocroiniCTBy; to keep — depjtcamb, xpamimb). 

instead [In'sted], busy ['blzl], night [nalt] 

The Khitan was a slim, dainty, foppish little man with a soft, lisping voice. He 
wore fantastical silken garments, unsuited to rugged riding and camping, and 
drenched his exquisite person in heavy perfume. He never soiled his soft, long- 
nailed hands with any of the camp chores, but instead kept his two servants busy day 
and night ministering to his comfort and dignity. 

Conan looked down upon the Khitan’s habits with a hard-bitten barbarian’s 
manly contempt (KoHaH CMOTpen CBbicoica Ha npHBbiHKH KXHTairpa co ctohkhm 
b ap b ap ckhm MyaccKHM npe3peHHeM; to look down upon — cMompenib cebicona na, 
npe3upamb). The duke’s slanting black eyes and purring voice reminded him of a cat 
(pacKOCbie nepHbie rjia3a h MypabiKaiomiui ronoc Kima/repuora HanoMHHajiH eMy 
KOTa), and he often told himself to watch this little princeling for treachery (h oh 
H acTO roBOpHJi cede /hto ny>Kno/ cneaHTb / 3 a/ 3thm mchkhm KimbKOM ana 
BeponoMCTBa = ODicudan om nezo eeponoMcmecv, to tell — zoeopumb, paccKa3bieamb ). 
On the other hand (c apyroir CTOpOHbi: «Ha apyroir pyKe»), he secretly envied the 
Khitan his exquisitely cultivated manners and easy charm (oh Brail ne 3aBHaoBan 
rcxHTairuy ero H3biCKaHHO yTOiiHemibiM MaHepaM h ero HenpHHyacacHHOMy 
odaanmo = u3bicKanno ymoimemibiM MaHepaM u HenpimyDicdemioMy odannuTO 
Kxumaupa). This fact led Conan to resent the duke even more (otot (j)aKT npiiBen 
KoHaHa / k TOMy, hto oh CTaji/ B03Mym,aTbca KHa3eM aa>xe eme dojibme); for, 
although his Turanian service had given Conan some slight polish, he was still at 
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heart the blunt, boorish young barbarian (xoia ero TypaHCKaa cjiy>ic6a aana 
KoHaHy HeKOTOpbiii /HeSojibHioii/ jiock, oh 6bijt Bee eme b rnybHHe aymn 
npaMOJiHHeiiHbiM, rpydbiM MOJioabiM BapBapoM). He would have to be careful of 
this sly little Duke Feng (eMy cjieaoBajio 6 bi 6bitb ocTOpoacHbiM c othm KOBapHBiM 
MaJieHBKHM KH33eM 03HOMI «OH HMCJI 6bl 6bITb OCTOpO>KHbIM»; Would have — UM6JI 

6bi, ycjioenoe HcuoioHemie — would + wuftumimue). 

duke [dju:kl, slight [slalt], careful [kFqfVl] 

Conan looked down upon the Khitan’s habits with a hard-bitten barbarian’s 
manly contempt. The duke’s slanting black eyes and purring voice reminded him of 
a cat, and he often told himself to watch this little princeling for treachery. On the 
other hand, he secretly envied the Khitan his exquisitely cultivated manners and easy 
charm. This fact led Conan to resent the duke even more; for, although his Turanian 
service had given Conan some slight polish, he was still at heart the blunt, boorish 
young barbarian. He would have to be careful of this sly little Duke Feng. 

‘Do I disturb the profound meditations of the nobly born commander?’ purred a 
soft voice (/He/ Mernaio /jih/ a rnydoKHM paaMbimaennavi Snaroponno poKaemioro 
KOMaHflHpa = djiazopodnozo KOMcmdupal — npOMypjibiicaji MeaoaHHiibiii tojioc). 

Conan started and snatched at the hilt of his tulwar before he recognized the 
person of Duke Feng, wrapped to the lip in a voluminous cloak of pea-green velvet 
(KoHaH Bsapornya h cxBamjica 3a pyKOHTb CBoero TyjitBapa 1 , npe>Kae hcm oh y3Haji 
jihhhoctb KHa3a OoHa, 3aKyraHHoro po ry6 b TOJiCTbiii naam, H3 CBeTJio-3ejieHoro 
dapxaTa). Conan started to growl a contemptuous curse (KoHaH nauaa pbinaTb = 
codpcuicM npopbmanib npe3pHTeabHoe pyraTeabCTBo). Then, remembering his 
ambassadorial duties, he turned the oath into a formal welcome that sounded 
unconvincing even in his own ears (3aTeM, BcnoMHHaa = ecnoMuue lol cbohx 


i Kpursaa HipTHHCKaa ca 6jisi. 
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nocojibCKHx o6fl3aHHOCT5ix, oh npeBparaji pyraTeatCTBO b ocjmpHajibHoe npHrjiameHHe, 
HTo/xoTOpoe npo3ByHajio HeySe^HTejibHO ,na>xe b ero codcTBeHHbix yrnax). 

person [pq:sn], cloak [klouk], own [qun] 

‘Do I disturb the profound meditations of the nobly born commander?’ purred a 
soft voice. 

Conan started and snatched at the hilt of his tulwar before he recognized the 
person of Duke Feng, wrapped to the lip in a voluminous cloak of pea-green velvet. 
Conan started to growl a contemptuous curse. Then, remembering his 
ambassadorial duties, he turned the oath into a formal welcome that sounded 
unconvincing even in his own ears. 

‘Perhaps the princely captain is unable to sleep?’ murmured Feng, appearing not 
to notice Conan’s ungraciousness (mokct, 6jiaropo,HHbiH xanmaH He mojxct cnaTb? 

— npomenraji Osh, xa3anocb, He 3aMenaa: «xa>xym,HHca He 3aMenaTb» — 
HeAo6po>xejiaTejibHOCTH KoHaHa; to be unable to — ne mohu, 6bimb ne e cocmonmiu 
+ UHfpumimue). Feng spoke fluent Hyrkanian (Osh roBOpHJi 6erno no-rnpxaHCXH; 
to speak — pa32oeapueamb, zoeopumb). This was one reason for his having been 
dispatched to guide Conan’s troop (sto 6bina o^Ha npHHHHa Toro, hto ero OTnpaBHJiH 
conpoBOJx^aTb OTpa^ KoHaHa: «^jm ero bbima OTnpaBJieHHbiM»), for Conan’s 
command of the singsong Khitan tongue was little more than a smattering (Tax xax 
xoMaH,na KoHaHa jihiub oneHb noBepxHOCTHO 6biJia 3HaxoMa c neByuHM xxht anc xhm 
a3bixoM: «neBynero xxHTaiicxoro a3bixa 6bina Mano Sojibme, neM noBepxHOCTHoe 
3HaHHe»). Feng continued (Osh npOAOiDXHJi): 

‘This person is so fortunate as to possess a sovereign remedy for sleeplessness 
(3tot nenoBex Tax ya,aHJiHB, hto6bi obnaflaTb = umo obmdaem npeBoexo^HbiM 
cpe^CTBOM pirn = om 6eccoHHHtp>i). A gifted apothecary concocted it for me from an 
ancient recipe: a decoction of lily buds ground into cinnamon and spiced with poppy 
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seeds... (oflapeHHbin anTeicapb npnroTOBHJi ero ^Jia Memi no CTapHHHOMy pepenTy: 
OTBap H3 GyroHOB jihjihh, nepeMOJiOTbix c KopHuen h npnnpaBJieHHbix mbkobbimh 
ceMeHaMn)’ 

fortunate [’fO:tSnIt], possess [pq'zes], sovereign [’sOvrln] 

‘Perhaps the princely captain is unable to sleep?’ murmured Feng, appearing not 
to notice Conan’s ungraciousness. Feng spoke fluent Hyrkanian. This was one reason 
for his having been dispatched to guide Conan’s troop, for Conan’s command of the 
singsong Khitan tongue was little more than a smattering. Feng continued: 

‘This person is so fortunate as to possess a sovereign remedy for sleeplessness. A 
gifted apothecary concocted it for me from an ancient recipe: a decoction of lily buds 
ground into cinnamon and spiced with poppy seeds...’ 

‘No, nothing,’ growled Conan (hct, (cobccm) hct, — npOBOpnan KoHaH). ‘I thank 
you, Duke, but it’s something about this accursed place (/a/ dnaropapio /Te6a/, Kinrm, 
ho ecTB hto-to b 3tom npoKJMTOM MecTe). Some uncanny premonition keeps me 
wakeful when, after a long day’s ride (Kaicoe-To 3JiOBeinee npepnyBCTBne coxpamieT 
Memi SoppCTByrontHM = ne daem MHe ycnymb , Korpa nocjie CKamcH /Ha npOTajKeHnn/ 
ponroro pHa), I should be as weary as a stripling after his first night’s bout of love (a 
AOiDKeH 6 bitb /Taicon/ ycTaBumn, Kaic lOHOina nocne CBoeii hohhoh oxbutru jiio6bh = 
juo6o6hou cxeamKu).’ 

nothing ['nATIN], thank [TxNk], something [sAmTIN] 

‘No, nothing,’ growled Conan. ‘I thank you, Duke, but it’s something about this 
accursed place. Some uncanny premonition keeps me wakeful when, after a long 
day’s ride, I should be as weary as a stripling after his first night’s bout of love.’ 
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The duke’s features moved a trifle (nepTbi Aiuua/ kiihsh 
caBHHyjiHCL/HCKa3HJiHCb), as if he winced at Conan’s crudity — or was it merely a 
flicker of the firelight (icaic dynTO oh noMopmuaca ot rpybocm KoHaHa — hjth dbino 
3to Jiamt TpeneT njiaMeHH KOCTpa)? In any case, he suavely replied, ‘I think I 
understand the misgivings of the excellent commander (b jiioGom cayuae oh yuraBO 
OTBeTHa: a ayiviaio, /hto/ /a/ noHHMaio onacemui othm micro KOMaiianpa). Nor are such 
disquieting emotions unusual in this — ah — this legend-fraught valley (hh aBJiaiOTca 
TaKHe TpeBoacHbie 3moh,hh HeodbimibiMH = maKue mpeeoDfcubie 3M0i{uu enojme 
odbmHbi b 3toh — 3 — 3toh H3odHJiyioiueH JiereH,naMH aoaHHe). Many men have 
perished here (MHoro ruoAeii norndao 3aecb).’ 

‘A battlefield, eh?’ grunted Conan (none dHTBbi, ^a? — npodopMOTaa KoHaH). 

trifle [tralfl], crudity [’kru:dltl], think [TINk] 

The duke’s features moved a trifle, as if he winced at Conan’s crudity — or was it 
merely a flicker of the firelight? In any case, he suavely replied, I think I understand 
the misgivings of the excellent commander. Nor are such disquieting emotions unusual 
in this — ah — this legend-fraught valley. Many men have perished here.’ 

‘A battlefield, eh?’ grunted Conan. 

The duke’s narrow shoulders twitched beneath the green cloak (y3KHe nnemi 
room aepHynHCb no# 3eneHbiM nnainoM). ‘Nay, nothing like that, my heroic Western 
friend (hct, mmero noaodHoro /3TOMy/, moh repomrecicHH 3anaaHbiH apyr). This spot 
lies near the tomb of an ancient king of my people: King Hsia of Kusan (sto mccto 
jie>KHT = naxodumcH B03Jie Mornnbi apeBHero Kopona Moero Hapo^a: Kopona Ca 
KycaHCKoro). He caused his entire royal guard to be beheaded and their heads buried 
with him (oh Benen bcio cboio KOponeBCKyio CTpaacy ode3rjiaBHTb, a hx ronoBbi 
noxopOHHTb c hum), that their spirits should continue to serve him in the next world 
(HTodbi hx ayxu npOAOJiacajiH cjiyacHTb eMy b caeayiOLueivi = dpyzoM MHpe; that ... 
should + UHtpuHumue = umodbi ... deaajiu, cocjiazamejibuoe uajoioueHue). The 
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common superstition, however, avers that the ghosts of these guardsmen march in 
review, up and down this valley (odmenpnHaToe cyeBepne, oaHaico, yTBep)K,ziaeT, hto 
npHBnaeHHfl 3 thx CTpamnncoB MapmnpyiOT b napaae = napadoM BBepx u bhpo / 
TyAa-cioaa /no/ .nojimre).’ The soft voice dropped even lower (Mejioammbm roaoc 
noHH3HJica = email eipe muiue). ‘Legend also states that a magnificent treasure of gold 
and precious jewels was buried with him (aereHfla Taroice yTBep>K^aeT, hto 
BHymHTejibHoe coKpOBnme H3 30Ji0Ta H3 aparouemibix KaMHeii 6bijio 
noxopOHeHO c hhm); and this tale I believe to be true (n 3 to CKa3aHne a CHHTaio 
/ 6biTE>/ npaBaon).’ 

true [tru:], believe [blTi:v], that [Dxtj 

The duke’s narrow shoulders twitched beneath the green cloak. ‘Nay, nothing like 
that, my heroic Western friend. This spot lies near the tomb of an ancient king of my 
people: King Hsia of Kusan. He caused his entire royal guard to be beheaded and 
their heads buried with him, that their spirits should continue to serve him in the next 
world. The common superstition, however, avers that the ghosts of these guardsmen 
march in review, up and down this valley.’ The soft voice dropped even lower. 
‘Legend also states that a magnificent treasure of gold and precious jewels was buried 
with him; and this tale I believe to be true.’ 

Conan pricked up his ears (KoHaH HaBOCTpun /cboh/ yum; to prick up ears 
— uaeocmpumb ywu, Hacmopoatcumbcn). ‘Gold and gems, eh? ( 30 jioto n 
aparopeHHbie KaMHH, ^a?) Has it ever been found, this treasure?’ (oho 6 biJio 
KorAa-HHdyAb HaifaeHO, sto coKpOBHiue?) 

The Khitan surveyed Conan for a moment with an oblique, contemplative 
gaze (KXHTaeu, paccMaTpHBaji KoHaHa /Ha npoTjr/Kemm/ MHHyTbi 60kobl>i m/h CKOca 
3aayMHHBbiM, npHCTajibHbiM: «co3epu,aTejibHbiM» Barjumoivi; gaze 

npucmajibHbiu 632 Jind). Then, as if having reached some private decision, he 
replied (3aTeM, xax dyflTO npHHXB Kaicoe-To jiHHHoe pememie, oh OTBeTHJi; 
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having reached — docmuznye, deenpimacmue coeepuiei-niozo euda: mno cdenae?), 

‘No, Lord Conan; for the precise location of the trove is not known — save to one 
man (hct, rocnoanH KoHaH, Taic Kaic Tomroe MecTonojioaceHHe KJiaaa 
Hen3BecTHO /HHKOMy/ — KpOMe oaHoro nenoBeica).’ 

Conan’s interest was quite visible now (HHTepec KoHaHa 6biji coBepmeHHO 
oneBnaeH Tenepb). ‘To whom?' he demanded bluntly (KOMy? — oh cnpocnn 

npaMo). 


treasure [’treZq], private ['pralvlt], decision [dl’sIZn] 

Conan pricked up his ears. ‘Gold and gems, eh? Has it ever been found, this 
treasure?’ 

The Khitan surveyed Conan for a moment with an oblique, contemplative 
gaze. Then, as if having reached some private decision, he replied, ‘No, Lord 
Conan; for the precise location of the trove is not known — save to one man.’ 
Conan’s interest was quite visible now. ‘To whom?' he demanded bluntly. 


The Khitan smiled (KXHTaeu, yjibidHyjica). ‘To my unworthy self, of course.’ 
‘Crom and Erlik (MHe HeaocToiiHOMy: «Moeii HeaocTOHHoii caMOCTH», kohchho. 
KpOM n 3pjihk!)! If you’ve known where this loot was hidden, why haven’t you 
dug it up ere now?’ (ecrm tbi y3Han, rae 3to ao6po 6bijto cnpaTaHO, noneMy tbi 
He BBiKonan ero ao chx nop?) 

‘My people are haunted by superstitious fears of a curse laid upon the site of 
the old king’s tomb, which is marked by a monolith of dark stone (moii moan 
MynHMBi = moux modeu xiynam cyeBepHBie CTpaxn /nepea/ npOKJiaTHeM, 
Hano>KeHHbiM Ha mccto Monmbi CTaporo Kopona, KOTopaa /aBJiaeTca, ecTb/ 
noMeneHa mohojthtom H3 TeMHoro xaMHa). Hence I have never been able to 
persuade anyone to assist me in seizing the treasure, whose hiding place I alone 
know (noaTOMy a mncoraa /He/ 6biJi cnocodeH = ne moz yOedumb Koro-ando 
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noMOHB MHe b OBJia^eHHH coKpOBHmeM, Hte noTaeHHoe MecTO a o^hh 3Haio = 
3Hato mojibKo a).’ 

assist [q'slst], persuade [pq'sweld], alone [q'lqun] 

The Khitan smiled. ‘To my unworthy self, of course.’ ‘Crom and Erlik! If 
you’ve known where this loot was hidden, why haven’t you dug it up ere now?’ 

‘My people are haunted by superstitious fears of a curse laid upon the site of 
the old king’s tomb, which is marked by a monolith of dark stone. Hence I have 
never been able to persuade anyone to assist me in seizing the treasure, whose 
hiding place I alone know.’ 

‘Why couldn’t you do it all by yourself (noneMy He Mor tbi cnenaTB oto Bee 
caM)?’ Feng spread his small, long-nailed hands (Ooh npoTaHyn cboh 

ManeHBKHe pyKH c ^jthhhbimh norm mm). ‘I needed a trustworthy assistant to 
guard my back against any stealthy foe, human or animal, that might approach (a 
Hyncnanca /b/ HanencHOM noMonmHKe, hto6bi oxparoiTB mok> cnmiy ot moSoro 
Taimoro Bpara, nenoBeica hjth 5khbothoto, KOTOpBih Mor /6bi/ npH6nH3HTBca) 
whilst I was rapt in contemplation of the booty (b to BpeMa Kaic a 6biji nornomeH 
coaepnanneM TpocjDen). Moreover, a certain amount of digging and lifting and 
prying will be required (donee toto, onpenenemioe KonnuecTBO KonaHHa h 
non mm Man mh h nepeMeiHenna dyaeT TpedoBaTBca = nompedyemcn Konamb, 
nodnuMamb u nepenocumb ). A gentleman like me lacks the thews for such crude, 
physical efforts (nBOpaHmry, AraKOMy/ Kaic a He xBaTaeT MycrynoB nna tbkhx 
rpydnix c[)H3HHecKHx ycHnnh; to lack — ne xeamamb, mdocmaeamb, ucnumbieamb 
nedocmamoK ). 

‘Why couldn’t you do it all by yourself?’ Feng spread his small, long-nailed 
hands. ‘I needed a trustworthy assistant to guard my back against any stealthy foe, 
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human or animal, that might approach whilst I was rapt in contemplation of the 
booty. Moreover, a certain amount of digging and lifting and prying will be 
required. A gentleman like me lacks the thews for such crude, physical efforts. 


‘Now harken, gallant sir! (rcnepb cayman, aodjiecTHbiH rocnoamr!) This 
person led the honorable commander through this valley, not by happenstance but 
by design (cna jihhhoctb npoBeaa SjiaropoaHoro BoeHanajitmiKa nepe3 aojimry, 

He no cjiynaiiHOCTH, Ho/a no 3aMbicay). When I heard that the Son of Heaven 
wished me to accompany the brave captain westward, I seized upon the proposal 
with alacrity (Koraa a ycabimaa, hto Cbm Hedec'noaceaaa Memi conpoBoacaaTb 
= nojfcejiaji, nmo6bi h conpoeojtcdan SpaBoro KannTaHa Ha Sanaa, a yxBarajica 
3a npeaaoaceHne c roTOBHOCTbio). This commission came as a veritable gift from 
the divine officials in Heaven, for Your Lordship possesses the musculature of 
three ordinary men (3to nopyHenne npnmao, Kaic HacToanmn aap ot 

SoacecTBeHHbix BJiacTeh Ha Hedecax, h6o TBoa CBeTJiocTb odnaaaeT MycKyjiaTypoii 
Tpex odbmHbix My>KHnn). And, being a Western-born foreigner, you naturally do not 
share the superstitious terrors of us of Kusan (a, dyayun poacaeHHbiM Ha 3anaae 
Hyace3eMu,eM, Tbi, ecTecTBeHHO, He pa3aeaaemb cyeBepHbie CTpaxn Hac /acHTeaeii/ 
/h3/ KycaHa). Am I correct in my assumption?’ (/ecTb/ a npaB b mocm 

npeanoaoaceHHH?) 


gift [gift], foreigner [TOrlnq], share [SFq] 


‘Now harken, gallant sir! This person led the honorable commander through 
this valley, not by happenstance but by design. When I heard that the Son of 
Heaven wished me to accompany the brave captain westward, I seized upon the 
proposal with alacrity. This commission came as a veritable gift from the divine 
officials in Heaven, for Your Lordship possesses the musculature of three ordinary 


i KopoJib KycaHa. 
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men. And, being a Western-born foreigner, you naturally do not share the 
superstitious terrors of us of Kusan. Am I correct in my assumption?’ 


Conan grunted (KoHaH npOBOpuaji). ‘I fear neither god, man, nor devil, and 
least of all the ghost of a long-dead king (ft /He/ 6ok>cb hh 6ora‘, hh abaBOJia, a 
MeHee Bcero npHBHaeHHa a^bho MepTBoro/yMepmero Kopona). Speak on, Lord 
Feng (roBOpH aajibiue - npodojiDfcau, rocnoaHH Ooh; nacmuifa ‘on ’ nacmo 
o6o3Hcmaem npodojatcenue deucmeun, onucannozo znazonoM).' 

The duke sidled closer, his voice dropping to a scarcely audible whisper (kbhob 
noaomea 6iiH>Ke, ero roaoc cmnKaioiuHHca = chu3uach #0 e^Ba cjibmiHMoro 
menoTa). ‘Then, here is my plan (Toraa bot moh nnaH). As I have stated, this 
person guided you hither because I thought you might be he whom I have sought 
(icaic a 3aaBHJi, cna jiHHHOCTbdipOBejia Te6a cioaa, noTOMy hto a ayMan, /hto/ tbi 
Mor 6bi 6biTb hm = meM, kozo a HCKaji). The task will be tight for one of your 
strength, and my baggage includes tools for excavation (3aaana 6yaeT /6biTb/ 
TpyaHoii aaa oahoto = nenoeeKa TBoeii cnjibi, a moh 6araac 3aKJHonaeT / b ce6e/ 
HHCTpyMeHTbi ana Konanna). Let us go upon the instant, and within an hour we 
shall be richer than either of us has dreamed!’ (no3BOJib HaM noiiTH = daeau 
noudeM HeMeAJieHHo: «Ha momcht», h 3a nac mbi CTaHeM/dy^eM 6orane, ueM 
jiioSoh H3 Hac MeuTaii!) 

scarcely [’skQ:slI], audible [’0:dqbl], whisper [wlspq] 

Conan grunted. ‘I fear neither god, man, nor devil, and least of all the ghost of 
a long-dead king. Speak on, Lord Feng.’ 

The duke sidled closer, his voice dropping to a scarcely audible whisper. 

‘Then, here is my plan. As I have stated, this person guided you hither because I 


1 «Eor» nmiieTCfl B/tecB c \iajiein>KOH 6 yKBM, TaK KaK MH^onoriM Xaii 6 opHHCKOH 3 pu nac'iHTBiBacT miiovkcctbo 
paaiiBix 6 oroB. 

2 A3 rpeimiBiH. 
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thought you might be he whom I have sought. The task will be tight for one of 
your strength, and my baggage includes tools for excavation. Let us go upon the 
instant, and within an hour we shall be richer than either of us has dreamed!’ 

Feng’s seductive, purring whisper awoke the lust for loot in Conan’s barbaric 
heart (o6oji bCTHTen mi bi ii, MypnMKaioumii rnenoT OaHa npooyaua >Ka>Kay k 
aodbine b BapBapCKOM cepaiie KoHaHa), but a residue of caution restrained the 
Cimmerian from immediate assent (ho ocTaTOK ocTOpomrocTH yaep>KiiBa.n 
KHMMepHiiu,a ot HeMe,zyieHHoro cornacira; to awake — npodyotcdamb). 

‘Why not rouse a squad of my troopers to aid us?’ he grumbled (noneMy He 
noamiTb OTpaa mohx conaaT noMonr. HaM = e noMoufb homP — oh npOBOpnan). ‘Or 
your servants? (hjih tbohx cnyr?) Surely we shall need help in bringing the plunder 
back to camp! ’ (kohchho, mbi dyaeM Hy^KaaTbca b noMomn = hom nonadodumcH 
noMoipb b npHHeceHHH = docmaeKe ao6bihh odparao b narepb!) 

heart [hQ:t], need [ni:d], plunder [plAndq] 

Feng’s seductive, purring whisper awoke the lust for loot in Conan’s barbaric 
heart, but a residue of caution restrained the Cimmerian from immediate assent. 

‘Why not rouse a squad of my troopers to aid us?’ he grumbled. ‘Or your 
servants ? Surely we shall need help in bringing the plunder back to camp! ’ 

Feng shook his sleek head (Ooh noKauan /oTpHu,aTejir.Ho/ /cBoeii/ nocmnueHca 
ronoBoir; to shake — mpncmu, Kanamb). ‘Not so, honorable ally! (He Tax, 
SjiaropOAHBiH cok>3hhk!) The treasure consists of two small golden caskets of 
virgin gold (coKpOBHiue coctoht H3 aByx ManeHBKHx 30jiotbix HncaTynoK H3 
HHCToro: «AeBCTBeHHoro» 30Ji0Ta), each packed with exceedingly rare and precious 
gems (ica^Kaaa HadHTa Hpe3BBiuaHHO peaKHMH h aparou,eHHBiMH KaMHaM). We can 
each carry the fortune of a princedom, and why share this treasure with others? 

(mm MO>xeM Ka>K7iMH HecTH cocToaiiHe Kiia'/KecTBa, h saneM aeauTbca othm 
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coKpOBiimeM c apyrmvui?) Since the secret is mine alone, I am naturally entitled 
to half (nocKOJitKy cexpeT moh tojibko = mojibKo mou, a, ecTecTBemio, b npaBe = 

UMeto npaeo Ha nonoBHHy). Then, if you are so lavish 1 as to divide your half 
amongst your forty warriors ... well, that is for you to decide (Tor^a, ecira tbi 
Taxon meapbiu, htoGbi pannenHTb cboio/tboio nonoBHHy cpean tbohx copoxa 
bohhob ... hto >x/Hy, /to/ /ecTb/ Te6a pemaTB = me6epeiuamb).' 

honorable [’Onqrqbl], ally [’xlal], virgin ['vq: Gin] 

Feng shook his sleek head. ‘Not so, honorable ally! The treasure consists of 
two small golden caskets of virgin gold, each packed with exceedingly rare and 
precious gems. We can each carry the fortune of a princedom, and why share this 
treasure with others? Since the secret is mine alone, I am naturally entitled to half. 
Then, if you are so lavish as to divide your half amongst your forty warriors ... 
well, that is for you to decide.’ 

It took no more urging to persuade Conan to Duke Feng’s scheme (He 
noTpedoBanocb Sojibiue: <oto 3a6pano mncaicoro Sojibiue no,nroHaHHa» — 
no^romiTB, hto6m ckjiohhtb KoHaHa = nodzommb Kouaua, mnodbi cmionumb 
ezo k nnaHy kiih3h <t»3iia; to take — 6pamb, 3amiMamb; it took me 5 minutes — 

3mo 3amno y Mean 5 Muuym, ua 3mo y Mem yiujio 5 Muuym). The pay of King 
Yildiz’s soldiers was meager and usually in arrears (>xajiOBaHbe con^aT xopona 
Hji^H3a 6bijio HedojiBiuHM h odbiHiio 3 ana 3 abiBa.no; to be in arrears — UMemb 
3adojiJfceHHOcmb). Conan’s recompense for his arduous Turanian service to date 
had been many empty words of honor and precious little hard coin 
(B03Harpa>K,neHHeM KoHaHa 3a ero peBHOCTHyio cnyacdy po cero BpeMeHH 6bino 
MHOJKecTBO nycTbix cjiob nonecTH h oneHb Mano 3bohkoh MOHeTbi). 

‘I go to fetch the digging implements,’ murmured Feng (a H^y npHHecTH = 3 a 
KonanbHbiMH HHCTpyMeHTaMH = uHcmpyMenmaMU dm pumbn , — npomenTan 

1 1 [oxo/KC Ha «naB3»? noxo>Ke, ho Bceryia jih ^eni.rH o iiia'iaioT me/tpocTb? Bot b hcm Bonpoc. 
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03h). ‘We should leave the camp separately, so as not to arouse suspicion (mbi 
aoiDKHM noKHHyTb Jiarepb nop03Hb, nxodbi He Bbi3Baxb no,no3peHHH). Whilst I 
unpack the utensils, you shall don your coat of mail and your arms (noxa a 

pacnaxyio HHCTpyMeHTM, tbi aonaceH Haaexb xboio xojibnyry h TBoe opyacne).’ 

honor f'Onq], precious ['preSqs], coin [kOIn] 

It took no more urging to persuade Conan to Duke Feng’s scheme. The pay 
of King Yildiz’s soldiers was meager and usually in arrears. Conan’s recompense 
for his arduous Turanian service to date had been many empty words of honor and 
precious little hard coin. 

‘I go to fetch the digging implements,’ murmured Feng. ‘We should leave the 
camp separately, so as not to arouse suspicion. Whilst 1 unpack the utensils, you 
shall don your coat of mail and your arms.’ 

Conan frowned (KoHaH HaxMypHJica). ‘Why should I need armor, just to dig 
up a chest?’ (saneiYi flOJiaceH a uy>x,xaxbca b xornmyxe = 3cmeM mne /uyjicua/ 
KOJibuyaa, TOJibKO HTodbi BbiKonaTb cynayK?) 

‘Oh, excellent sir (o, npexpacHbiii rocnoaHH)! There are many dangers in 
these hills (ecTb MHoro onacHoexeii b 3xhx xonMax = e 3mux xojimcix mhobo 
onacHocmeu; there are — ecmb, imeemcn). Here roam the terrible tiger, the fierce 
leopard, the churlish bear (aaecb pbiinyT y>KacHbiii rarp, CBiipenbih Jieonapa, 
rpydbiii MeaBeab), and the irascible wild bull (h pa3apa>KHTeabn bi ii j\v\kwv\ SyuBOJi 
= Komopoeo jiczko pa3dpa3Humb ), not to mention wandering bands of primitive 
hunters (He roBOpa yace: «He ynoMHHaTb» — o dpo^aunx daimax nepBOObixiibix 
oxoxhhkob). Since a Khitan gentleman is not trained in the use of arms, your 
mighty self must be prepared to fight for two (nocKOJibicy KXHxaiicKHH aBOpaHHH 
He odyneH odpameHHio c opyacneM, xBoa Morynaa aHUHoexb/xBoe MorymecxBO 
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flOJDKHa/o 6bitb totobo cpajKaTBC^ 3a ^bohx). Believe me, noble captain, I know 
whereof I speak (noBepb MHe, Snaropo^HBiii KannTaH, a 3Haio, o neivr /a/ roBOpio)!’ 

‘Oh, all right,’ grumbled Conan (Hy, xopomo, — npOBOpnan KoHaH). 

‘Excellent (npeicpacHo)! I knew that so superior a mind as yours would see 
the force of my arguments (a 3Han, hto Taxon npeBOCxo^HBin yM, xax tboh = kcik y 
me6> 7 , yBuaeji 6 bi = nonm 6bi cnny mohx apryMeHTOB). And now we part, to meet 
again at the foot of the valley at moonrise (a Tenepr, mbi paccTaeMca, hto6bi 
BCTpeTHTbca CHOBa y noaHomra aoJinHbi Ha Bocxoae jiyHbi). That should occur 
about one double hour hence, which will give us ample time for our rendezvous 
(3to aojdkho np0H30HTH npn6jiH3HTejibHO nepe3 ^Ba naca: «oahh ^bohhoh nac ot 
cero MOMenra», KOTOpoe = nmo ^acT HaM AOCTaTOUHO BpeMeHH jynsi Hameii 
BCTpenn).’ 

knew [nju:l, occur [q'kq:], double [dAbl] 

Conan frowned. ‘Why should I need armor, just to dig up a chest?’ 

‘Oh, excellent sir! There are many dangers in these hills. Here roam the 
terrible tiger, the fierce leopard, the churlish bear, and the irascible wild bull, not 
to mention wandering bands of primitive hunters. Since a Khitan gentleman is not 
trained in the use of arms, your mighty self must be prepared to fight for two. 
Believe me, noble captain, I know whereof I speak!’ 

‘Oh, all right,’ grumbled Conan. 

‘Excellent! I knew that so superior a mind as yours would see the force of 
my arguments. And now we part, to meet again at the foot of the valley at 
moonrise. That should occur about one double hour hence, which will give us 
ample time for our rendezvous.’ 

The night grew darker and the wind, colder (hohb CTaHOBUJiacr. TeMHee, a 
BeTep — xono^Hee; to grow — pacmu, cmcmoeumbcx). All the eery premonitions 
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of danger, which Conan had experienced since first entering this forsaken vale at 
sundown, returned in full force (Bee Mpamibie npeaHyBCTBHH onacHOCTH, KOTOpbie 
KoHaH ucribiTbiBaa c nepBoro Bxo'/Kaenmi = c mex nop, kcik enepeue eoiueji /b/ 
3Ty Spomemryio ^onnHy Ha 3aicaTe, BepHynncb b nojiHOH CHJie). As he walked 
silently beside the diminutive Khitan, he cast wary glances into the darkness (no 
Mepe Toro, icaic oh men MOJina paaoivi c MHHHaTiopHbiM KXHTairu,eM, oh 6pocan 
HacTOponceHHbie B3rnaflbi b TeMHOTy). The steep rock walls on either side 
narrowed until there was hardly room to walk between the cliffside and the banks 
of the stream which gurgled out of the valley at their feet (KpyTbie cicanbHbie 
CTeHbi = cmenbi ckciji no odeHM CTOpOHaM cyncanncb, noica /He/ 6bino e^na 
npocTpaHCTBa = nonmu ne ocmcuiocb npocmpaucmea, hto6bi h^th Menc^y 
CTeHoii yreca h deperaivui noTOKa, KOTOpbiir ncypnan = cmpyujicn c DicypnanueM 
H3 flOnHHbl y HX HOr). 

either Br. ['alDq], Am. L'IDq], there [DFq], walk [wO:k] 

The night grew darker and the wind, colder. All the eery premonitions of 
danger, which Conan had experienced since first entering this forsaken vale at 
sundown, returned in full force. As he walked silently beside the diminutive 
Khitan, he cast wary glances into the darkness. The steep rock walls on either side 
narrowed until there was hardly room to walk between the cliffside and the banks 
of the stream which gurgled out of the valley at their feet. 

Behind them, a glow appeared in the misty sky where the heads of the cliffs 
thrust blackly up against the firmament ( 3 a hiimh 3apeBO noaBHJiocb b TyMaHHOM 
He6e, r^e/B kotopom BepimiHbi yTecoB npodiiBajiHCb nepHbiM Ha (jDOHe HedecHoro 
CBO^a; to thrust up — npodueambcn). This glow grew stronger and became a 
pearly opalescence (oto 3apeBO CTaHOBHJiocb CHJibHee = ycujiueajiocb h CTano 
>KeMny>KHOH onanecu,eHu,HeH = aiadbiM DiceMHyjicubm ceemoM ). The walls of the 
valley fell away on either hand (ctchbi ^ojihhbi noHH3HJiHCb no o6e CTOpOHbi: 
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«Ha Kaacayio pyKy»), and the two men found themselves treading a grassy sward 
that spread out on both sides (n aeoe Myacmm oica3anHCb: «HamjiH ce6a» — 
Hny iii HMH /no/ noKpbiTOMy TpaBoii aepny, KOTOpBiii npocTHpaaca no o6e 
CTOpOHBi; to spread out — pa3eepmbi6amb(cn), np o cm up am b cr ) . The stream 
angled off to the right and, gurgling, curved out of sight between banks clustered 
with ferns (noTOK/pynen OTKJiOHHJica/noBepHyn HanpaBO n, acypna, ncne3 H3 Buay 
Meacay SeperoB, 3apocmnx nanopOTHHKOM) . 

grew [gru:l, two [tu:], both [bquT] 

Behind them, a glow appeared in the misty sky where the heads of the cliffs 
thrust blackly up against the firmament. This glow grew stronger and became a 
pearly opalescence. The walls of the valley fell away on either hand, and the two 
men found themselves treading a grassy sward that spread out on both sides. The 
stream angled off to the right and, gurgling, curved out of sight between banks 
clustered with ferns. 

As they issued from the valley, the half moon rose over the cliffs behind them 
(icoryja ohh bbiiujih H3 aoamibi, noayiviecau no^muica nan yrecaMH no3aan hhx). 

In the misty air, it looked as if the viewer were seeing it from under water (b 
TyMaHHOM B03ayxe /sto/ Ka3ajiocB, Kaic 6yaTO iiadnioaaTeab bh^ht ero H3-noa 
BOflbi). The wan, illusive light of this moon shone upon a small, rounded hill, which 
rose out of the sward directly before them (SaeaHbiii, npn3panHbm cbct 3toh nyHbi 
CBeTHJi Ha Maaen bk'u id/ nedoabmou OKpyrabiii xohm, KOTOpbiii noauuMaacH H3 
aepHa npaMO nepea hiimh). Beyond it, steep-sided, forest-crested hills stood up 
blackly in the watery moonlight ( 3 a hhm onoacamibie aecoM xoaMbi c KpyrbiMH 
CKaoHaMH noaHHMaaHCb wepiibiM = uepubmu meusiMU b oaeauoM ayHHOM CBeTe = 
ceeme Jiyubr, to stand up — ecmamb, noduRmbcn). 

issue [TSu:], half [hQ:f], water [wO:tq] 
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As they issued from the valley, the half moon rose over the cliffs behind them. 
In the misty air, it looked as if the viewer were seeing it from under water. The 
wan, illusive light of this moon shone upon a small, rounded hill, which rose out of 
the sward directly before them. Beyond it, steep-sided, forest-crested hills stood 
up blackly in the watery moonlight. 

As the moon cast a powdering of silver over the hill before them, Conan forgot 
his premonitions (xor,zja nyHa ycbinana cepedpOM: «6pocnjia nocbinamie 113 
cepe6pa» — /He6o/ nan, xojimom nepen, hhmh, KoHaH 3a6biJi /o/ cbohx 
npefluyBCTBuax; to forget — 3a6bieamb). For here rose the monolith of which 
Feng had spoken (Tax xax 3,necb B03Bbimajica mohojtht, o kotopom roBOpuji Osh). 
It was a smooth, dully glistening shaft of dark stone (oto 6biJia rjia^xaa, Tycxno 
SjiecTamaa KOJiOHHa H3 TeMHoro xaMHa), which rose from the top of the hill and 
soared up (xoTOpaa noflHHManacb c BepmnHbi xonMa n ycTpeMmuiacb BBbicb) until 
it pierced the layer of mist that overhung the land (noxa /He/ npomobmana cjtoh 
flbiMXH, xoTOpbiii BHcen Ha# 3eMJieii; to overhang — naeucamb nad, ceeuiueambcn 
ho). The top of the shaft appeared as a mere blur (BepuiHHa xonoHHbi xa3anacb /xax/ 
jmmb/He donee, neM ronmoM). 

moon [mum], here [hlq], shaft [SQ:ft] 

As the moon cast a powdering of silver over the hill before them, Conan forgot 
his premonitions. For here rose the monolith of which Feng had spoken. It was a 
smooth, dully glistening shaft of dark stone, which rose from the top of the hill 
and soared up until it pierced the layer of mist that overhung the land. The top of 
the shaft appeared as a mere blur. 

Here, then, was the tomb of the long-dead King Hsia, just as Feng had 
foretold (3/tecb Tor^,a 6biJia Mornna ,a,aBHO yMepmero xopona Ca, b tohhocth, 
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KaK ripeacKaaaa Osh; to foretell — npedcKa3bieamb, npo2H03upoeamb ). The 
treasure must be buried either directly beneath it or to one side (coKpOBHine 

.HOidkho 6litl 3aKonaHO jih6o npaMO no^, hhm, jth6o cboicy). They would soon find 
out which (ohh CKOpo BBiacHaT r,ne: «KOTOpoe»). 

With Feng’s crowbar and shovel on his shoulder, Conan pushed forcefully 
through a clump of tough, elastic rhododendron bushes and (c jiomom ii nonaTon 
OaHa Ha /ero/ njiene KoHaH c chjioh npOTHCHyjica ckbo3b 3apocnH KpenKoro 
anacTHHHoro poaoaenapona) started up the hill (h nanaa /noanuMaTbca/ Ha xojim). 
He paused to give his small companion a hand up (oh ocTaHOBHJica, /hto6m/ 
no^aTB CBoeMy MaaeHBKOMy KOMnaHBOHy pyicy /HaBepx/). After a brief scramble, 
they gained the top of the slope (nocne He^ojiroro KapaSicaHba ohh ^ocTHran 
BepmHHbi CKaoHa). 

tomb [tu:m],just [GAst], shovel [SAvl] 

Here, then, was the tomb of the long-dead King Hsia, just as Feng had 
foretold. The treasure must be buried either directly beneath it or to one side. They 
would soon find out which. 

With Feng’s crowbar and shovel on his shoulder, Conan pushed forcefully 
through a clump of tough, elastic rhododendron bushes and started up the hill. He 
paused to give his small companion a hand up. After a brief scramble, they gained 
the top of the slope. 

Before them, the shaft rose from the center of the gently convex surface of the 
hilltop (nepe,n hhmh Koaomia noflHHMaaacb H3 peHTpa Marico OKpyraoii 
noBepxHOCTH BepmHHbi xoaMa). The hill, thought Conan, was probably an 
artificial mound (xojim, no^yMan KoHaH, 6bm, BepoaTHO, HCKyccTBeHHbiM 
KypraHOM), such as were sometimes piled up over the remains of great chiefs in his 
own country (tukhm, Kakaie 6binH rnioraa narpoivio>K,aeiibi = unozda 
nazpoMODJcdajiu Ha ^ ocTaHKaMH bcjihkhx BOJK^eii b ero coSctbchhoh CTpaHe). If 
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the treasure were at the bottom of such a pile, it would take more than one 
night’s digging to uncover it ( ecjin / 6bi/ coicpOBmne 6bijto Ha aHe Taxon 
Kynn , 3to 3amuio 6bi donee oaHoii hohh Konamra = yuuio 6bi donee 
odnou hohu na padomy, nmodbi oniKonamb ezo)... 

thought [TO:t], country [kAntrl], were [wq:l 

Before them, the shaft rose from the center of the gently convex surface of the 
hilltop. The hill, thought Conan, was probably an artificial mound, such as were 
sometimes piled up over the remains of great chiefs in his own country. If the 
treasure were at the bottom of such a pile, it would take more than one night’s 
digging to uncover it... 

With a startled oath, Conan clutched at his shovel and crowbar (c 

yHHBJieHHMM pyraTeuBCTBOM KoHaH cxBaTHJica 3a /cboio/ nonaTy n jiom). Some 
invisible force had seized upon them and pulled them toward the shaft (Kaxaa-TO 
HeBHAHMaa cnjia yxBaTHJiacb 3a hhx ii noTaHyna 113 k KOJiOHHe). He leaned away 
from the shaft, his powerful muscles bulging under his mail shirt (oh OTKJiOHHJica 
ot KOJiOHHbi, ero Momiibie MycKyjibi BsayjiHCb noa /ero/ Koabuyron). Inch by 
inch, however, the force dragged him toward the monolith (aiOHM 3a aiohmom, 
oaHaKO, cnjia Tamnna ero k MOHOJiHTy). When he saw that he would be drawn 
against the shaft willy-nilly, he let go of the tools, which flew to the stone (icoraa 
oh yBHaen/noHaji, hto /oh/ dyaeT npHTamyT k KOJiOHHe BoneH-HeBoneii, oh 
OTnycTHJi: «no3BOJiHJi yiiTH» — HHCTpyMeHTBi, KOTOpbie noneTejiH k KaMino; to 
draw — maipumb, nepeMemanib; to let — no3eojinmb, pa3pemamb, daeamb; to flow 
— jiemamb ). They struck it with a loud double clank and stuck fast to it (ohh 
yzjapHJiH /no/ HeMy c rpOMKHM aBOiiiibiM aaaroivi h npHKJieHJiHCb KpenKO = 
HaKpenKo npuKjiewiucb k HeMy; to strike — ydapumb; to stick — sacmpmib, 
npuKjieumbcn). 
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pull [pVl], away [q'wel], saw [sO:] 


With a startled oath, Conan clutched at his shovel and crowbar. Some invisible 
force had seized upon them and pulled them toward the shaft. He leaned away 
from the shaft, his powerful muscles bulging under his mail shirt. Inch by inch, 
however, the force dragged him toward the monolith. When he saw that he would 
be drawn against the shaft willy-nilly, he let go of the tools, which flew to the 
stone. They struck it with a loud double clank and stuck fast to it. 

But releasing the tools did not free Conan from the attraction of the 
monument (ho, oraycTHB HHCTpyMeHTbi, He ocBodoaHJica KoHaH ot npnTaaceHHa 
MOHyMeHTa), which now pulled on his mail shirt as powerfully as it had on the 
shovel and the crowbar (KOTOpbih Tenepr. TaHyji 3a ero KOJibnyry Taic ace chjtbho, 
KaK oh /TaHyn/ 3a nonaTy h jiom). Staggering and cursing, Conan was slammed 
against the monolith with crushing force (ujaTaiomniicH h pyraiounuicn KoHaH 
6biji SporneH Ha mohojtht c coKpyniHTejibHOH chjtoh). His back was pinned to the 
shaft, as were his upper arms where the short sleeves of the mail shirt covered 
them (ero cnHHa 6bina npnrBoacaeHa k KOJiOHHe, KaK /h/ ero nnenn /TaW, rae 
KOpOTKHe pyKaBa KOJibnyrn noKpbiBajm hx). So was his head inside the spired 
Turanian helmet, and so was the scabbarded sword at his waist (TaK ace /6biJia/ 

/npHrBoacaeHa/ /h/ ero ronoBa BHyrpH ocrpoKOHenHoro TypaHCKoro mjieMa, h TaK 
ace /6biJi/ /iipiiiBoacaen/ Men b no>Knax Ha ero noace; so + cjiyotcedubiu znazon + 
nodjiejfcauiee = mo.j/ce (da), mo ecmb cozaacue c n ojiodicu menoubiM 
6bicKa3bieamieM: 1 like music. — So do I. — tl juo 6 juo My3biKy. —>/ mo Dice.). 


tool [tu:l], free [fri:], cover [’kAvq] 


But releasing the tools did not free Conan from the attraction of the 
monument, which now pulled on his mail shirt as powerfully as it had on the 
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shovel and the crowbar. Staggering and cursing, Conan was slammed against the 
monolith with crushing force. His back was pinned to the shaft, as were his upper 
arms where the short sleeves of the mail shirt covered them. So was his head 
inside die spired Turanian helmet, and so was the scabbarded sword at his waist. 


Conan struggled to tear himself free but found that he could not (KoHaH 
Sopojica, hto6bi OTOpBaTbca /cBo6oam>iM/ = oceo6odumbCH , ho o6Hapy>KHJi, hto 
/oh/ He Mor = ne MOJfcem). It was as if unseen chains bound him securely to the 
column of dark stone (oto 6bijto, Kaic 6yaTO = Ka3cuiocb, /cjiobho/ neBMauMbie u,emi 
npHKOBajiH ero Haaemro k KOJiOHHe H3 TeMHoro KaMHs). 

‘What devil’s trick is this, you treacherous dog (hto oto 3 a anaBOJibCKHH 
TpKDK, tm, BeponoMHbiH nee)?’ he ground out (BbiaaBHJi oh H3 ce6a; to grind out 
— ebmynueamb U3 ce6n, ebino.mmnb c dojibumu mpydoM; to grind out — 
MOJiomb, nepeuajibieamb; pacmupamb (e nopotuoK); monoub). 


could [kVd], found [faund], column [’kOlqm] 


Conan struggled to tear himself free but found that he could not. It was as if 
unseen chains bound him securely to the column of dark stone. 

‘What devil’s trick is this, you treacherous dog?’ he ground out. 

Smiling and imperturbable, Feng strolled up to where Conan stood pinned 
against the pillar (yjibidaiomHHca h HeB03MyTHMbiH 03H noaomeji /k/ Tyaa, rae 
CToan KoHaH, npiu BO/Kaemibiii k CTOJidy). Seemingly impervious to the 
mysterious force (no-BHaHMOMy, HeBoenpHHMHHBbiii k TaHHCTBemroH CHJie), the 
Khitan took a silken scarf from one of the baggy sleeves of his silken coat 
(KXHTaeu, BbiTamiiJi mejiKOBbiii map(|) H3 oaHoro H3 MemKOBaTbix pyKaBOB ero 
menKOBoro oaeamia). He waited until Conan opened his mouth to bellow for 
help, then adroitly jammed a bunch of the silk into Conan’s mouth (oh 
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aoacaaaca, noKa KoHaH OTKpbia /cboh/ pOT, hto6bi 3aopaTb = no3eamb Ha 
noMomt., 3aTeM hobko BnHXHyn komok meaKa b pOT KoHaHa). While Conan 
gagged and chewed on the cloth, the little man knotted the scarf securely around 
Conan’s head (noKa KoHaH aaBnaca n aceBan truhe., nenoBeneic 3aBa3aa niapcj) 
Haaeamo BOKpyr toiiobbi KoHaHa). At last Conan stood, panting but silent, glaring 
venomously down into the courteous smile of the little duke (HaKOHen,, KoHaH 
CToan, Taaceao atima, ho MOJina, ycTaBacb 3jio6ho: «aaoBHTO» /cBepxy/ bhh3 b = 
na ynTHByio yabidicy MaaeHbicoro Kna3n; venom — ad). 

pillar [pllq], coat [kout], took [tYk] 

Smiling and imperturbable, Feng strolled up to where Conan stood pinned 
against the pillar. Seemingly impervious to the mysterious force, the Khitan took 
a silken scarf from one of the baggy sleeves of his silken coat. Fie waited until 
Conan opened his mouth to bellow for help, then adroitly jammed a bunch of the 
silk into Conan’s mouth. While Conan gagged and chewed on the cloth, the little 
man knotted the scarf securely around Conan’s head. At last Conan stood, panting 
but silent, glaring venomously down into the courteous smile of the little duke. 

‘Forgive the ruse, O noble savage!’ lisped Feng (npocm / 3 a/ 3Ty yaoBKy, o 

onaropoanbiH amcapb! — nponienejiaBJui ®3h). ‘It was needful that this person 
concoct some tale to appeal to your primitive lust for gold, in order to allure you 
hither alone (sto 6 bijio iieodxoaMMO, hto 6 bi cna nepcona comiHHaa KaKyio- 
HndyaB CKa3Ky, hto 6 bi B033BaTb k TBoen npnMHTHBHon >xa>Kae /a,Jia/ 30Ji0Ta, ana 
Toro hto 6 bi 3aBnenB Te6a cioaa oaHoro).’ 

Conan’s eyes blazed with volcanic fury as he hurled all the might of his 
powerful body against the invisible bonds that held him against die monolith 
(rna3a KoHaHa nbiaaan ByrncaHnnecKon apocTbio, xoraa oh dpocna Bee mouib 

1 Bh 3aMeTHJiH, hto KXHTaen roBopHT o ce6e b rpcTbcvi jiHiie? Ecjih BaM He no ,iyme «ch n nepcoHa» hjih «3Ta 
JIHHHOCTb», BOCnO-'II/iyHTCCb MOHM «a30M rpeuiHbiM». 
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CBoero Morynero Tena nporaB HeBH^HMBix y3, KOTOpbie ynepJKHBajm ero y 
MOHOJiHTa). It did no good; he was helpless (oto He npHHecjio nojiB3Bi: 

«Cfleaano HHKaKoro no6pa», oh 6bijt SecnoMomeH). Sweat trickled down his 
brow and soaked the cotton haqueton beneath his mail (noT CTpyrnica bhh3 /no/ 

ero Ji6y h nponHTbreaji xaon h ar o 6y m a>K h y io pyGaxy non ero KOJibnyron). He 
tried to shout, but only grunts and gurgles came forth (oh ribrrajica KpHnaTb, ho 
jinmb xpioicaHbe h SyabKaiibe BbipBanncb = ho eupeanucb Jiuxub xpioKcmbe u 
6yjibKcmbe\ to come forth — ebicmynamb, ebidemambcn, ebixodumb eneped ). 

brow [brau], shout [Saut], forth [fO:T] 

‘Forgive the ruse, O noble savage!’ lisped Feng. ‘It was needful that this 
person concoct some tale to appeal to your primitive lust for gold, in order to 
allure you hither alone.’ 

Conan’s eyes blazed with volcanic fury as he hurled all the might of his 
powerful body against the invisible bonds that held him against die monolith. It 
did no good; he was helpless. Sweat trickled down his brow and soaked the 
cotton haqueton beneath his mail. He tried to shout, but only grunts and gurgles 
came forth. 

‘Since, my dear captain, your life approaches its predestined end,’ continued 
Feng (nocKOJibKy, moh noporoii KamiTaii, tboji 5kh3hb npudnu’/KaeTca /k/ ee 
npenonpenejieHHOMy KOHuy, — nponoJOKaii Osht), ‘it would be impolite of me 
not to explain my actions (/sto/ 6biJio 6bi hcbokjihbo c Moeii CTOpOHbi: «ot 
M emi» — He odbacHHTb mohx .nencTBHH), so that your lowly spirit may journey 
to whatever hell the gods of the barbarians have prepared for it in full knowledge 
of the causes of your downfall (Tax HTodbi tboh npH3eMJieHHbiH pyx Mor 
oxnpaBHTbCH b KaKoii 6bi to hh 6bino an, /KOTOpbiii/ 6oth BapBapOB npnroTOBHJiH 
nna Hero, c nonHbiM 3HaHHeM npmuHi TBoeii rudejin). Know that the court of his 
amiable but foolish highness, the king of Kusan, is divided between two parties 
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(3Haii, hto flBOp ero jiio6e3Horo, ho riiynoro BbiconecTBa, Kopojia KycaHa, 
pa3aejieH MOKay = na aee napTroi). One of these, that of the White Peacock, 
welcomes contact with the barbarians of the West (oana H3 3thx = hux, Ta(KOBaa) 

= napmuH Eenoro flaBJinHa, npnBeTCTByeT KOHTaKT c BapBapaMH 3anaaa). The 
other, that of the Golden Pheasant, abominates all association with those animals 
(apyraa, Ta(KOBaa) = napmun 3ojiOToro <I>a3aHa, HeHaBHaHT Bcaicyio cbb3b c tcmh = 
3muMU 5khbothbimh); and I, of course, am one of the selfless patriots of the Golden 
Pheasant (h a, kohchho, oamt 113 caMOOTBepaceHHbix naTpHOTOB 3ojiOToro 
Oa3aHa). Willingly would I give my life to bring your so-called embassy to 
destruction (oxotho a OT^an 6bi mokd 5kh3hb, hto6bi aoBecTH TBoe TaK 
Ha3t,iBaeMoe noconbCTBO ao yHHHToaceHHa = ynunmoDfcumb meoe max 
Ha3bieaeMoe nocojibcmeo ), lest contact with your barbarous masters contaminate 
our pure culture and upset our divinely ordained social system (hto6bi KOHTaKT c 
tbohmh BapBapCKHMH xo3aeBaMH He 3apa3HJiH Hamy HHCTyio KynbTypy h He 
nepeBepHyjm Hamy SoacecTBeHHO npeAonpeAeneHHbiii odmecTBeHHbiH CTpoii; 
lest — nmo6bi He, kcik 6bi He). 

spirit ['spirit], journey [’Gq:nl], course [kO:s] 

‘Since, my dear captain, your life approaches its predestined end,’ continued 
Feng, ‘it would be impolite of me not to explain my actions, so that your lowly 
spirit may journey to whatever hell the gods of the barbarians have prepared for it 
in full knowledge of the causes of your downfall. Know that the court of his 
amiable but foolish highness, the king of Kusan, is divided between two parties. 

One of these, that of the White Peacock, welcomes contact with the barbarians of 
the West. The other, that of the Golden Pheasant, abominates all association with 
those animals; and I, of course, am one of the selfless patriots of the Golden 
Pheasant. Willingly would I give my life to bring your so-called embassy to 
destruction, lest contact with your barbarous masters contaminate our pure culture 
and upset our divinely ordained social system. 
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‘Happily, such an extreme measure seems unnecessary (k cnacTbio, Taicaa 
Hpe3BbmaHHan Mepa KaaceTca Heo6a3aTejibHOH). For I have you, the leader of his 
band of foreign devils (h6o a rnvieio Te6a = y Mena ecmb mu, npeflBOflHTeiu. 
CBoeii SaHflbi Hyace3eMHbix ^baBOJiOB), and there around your neck hangs the 
treaty the Son of Heaven signed with your uncouth heathen king (n TaM BOKpyr 
TBoeii men biicht ^oroBOp Cbma He6ec, no,a,nHcaHHbiH c tbohm HeoTecaHHbiM 
H3bI L ieCKHM KOpOaCM = KOpOJlCM-R'ibVlHllKOM) . ’ 

measure [’meZq], extreme [Iks'tri:m], around [q'raund] 

‘Happily, such an extreme measure seems unnecessary. For 1 have you, the 
leader of his band of foreign devils, and there around your neck hangs the treaty 
the Son of Heaven signed with your uncouth heathen king.’ 

The little duke pulled out from under Conan’s mail shirt the ivory tube 
containing the documents (iviaaeiibKMx KHa3b Bbi Tannin 113 -non, KOJibHyacHoii 
pybaxn KoHaHa Tpy6icy/Ty6yc, co,nepacamHH n,OKyMeHTbi). He unclasped the 
chain that secured it around Conan’s neck and tucked it into one of his 
voluminous sleeves, adding with a malicious smile (oh OTCTerayn nenomcy, 

KOTOpaa 3aKpenjiajia ee (Tpydicy) BOKpyr men KoHaHa, h 3acyHyn ee b o,ztHH H3 
npocTOpHbix pyKaBOB, ^odaBHB co 3jio6hoh yjibibicoH = yxMbiJiKou ), ‘As for the 
force that holds you prisoner, I will not attempt to explain its subtle nature to your 
childish wits (hto KacaeTca chum, KOTOpaa ^epacHT Te6a b nneny: «apecTaHTOM», 
a He 6yzty nbiTaTbca odbacHHTb ee Tomcyio npnpofly TBoeMy ^eTCKOMy yMy). 
Suffice it to explain that the substance whereof this monolith was hewn has the 
curious property of attracting iron and steel with irresistible force (^ocTaTonHO 
obbacHHTb, hto BemecTBO, H3 KOTOporo 3tot mohojiht 6bui BbiceneH, HMeeT 
juoSonbrraoe cbohctbo npHTarHBaTb acejie30 h CTanb c Henpeo/toaHMOH chjioh). 
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So fear not; it is no unholy magic that holds you captive (nooTOMy He 6 onca, 3to 
He HenecTHBoe BOJimedcTBO, /KOTOpoe/ aepacHT Teda nneHHbiH = e meny).’ 

attempt [q'tempt], explain [Iks’pleln], childish 1'tSaIldIS] 

The little duke pulled out from under Conan’s mail shirt the ivory tube 
containing the documents. He unclasped the chain that secured it around 
Conan’s neck and tucked it into one of his voluminous sleeves, adding with a 
malicious smile, ‘As for the force that holds you prisoner, I will not attempt to 
explain its subtle nature to your childish wits. Suffice it to explain that the 
substance whereof this monolith was hewn has the curious property of attracting 
iron and steel with irresistible force. So fear not; it is no unholy magic that holds 
you captive.’ 

Conan was little heartened by this news (KoHaH 6biji Mano odoapeH 3toh 
hoboctbk)). He had once seen a conjuror in Aghrapur pick up nails with a piece of 
dark-red stone (oh /yace/ oanaacari Biiaeji (jDOKycHmca b Arpanype noamiMaTb = 
nodnuMcuouiezo rB03an KycKOM TeMHO-KpacHoro KaMHa) and supposed that the 
force that held him was of the same sort (h nojiaran, hto CHJia, KOTOpaa 

yaepacHBana ero, 6buia Toro ace poaa). But, since he had never heard of magnetism, 
it was al equally magic as far as he was concerned (ho Tax Kaic oh HHicoraa He 
cjibiman o MaraeTH3Me, 3to 6 bino Bee paBHO BonuiedcTBO, HacKOJibKO 3to ero 
Kacanocb / OTHOCHJiocb k HeMy; concerned — 3annmbiu ueM-ji., ceH3anHbiu c neu-ji., 
UMewmuu omnoiuenue k uejviy-ji.). 

news [nju:z], sort [sO:t], far [fQ:] 

Conan was little heartened by this news. He had once seen a conjuror in 
Aghrapur pick up nails with a piece of dark-red stone and supposed that the force 
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that held him was of the same sort. But, since he had never heard of magnetism, it 
was all equally magic as far as he was concerned. 

‘Lest you entertain false hopes of rescue by your men,’ Feng went on, ‘I have 
thought of that, also (hto6bi tbi He jiejiean noacHbix Ha^OK^ Ha cnaceHHe tbohmh 
jhoabmh, — npoflOJUKaji Osh, — a no^yMan 06 stom Toace). In these hills dwell 
the Jagas, a primitive headhunting tribe (b othx xonMax acu ByT aacara, 

nepBodbiTHoe oxoTameeca 3a ronoBaMH nneMa 1 ). Attracted by your campfire, 
they will assemble at the ends of the valley (npHBJieneHHbie BauiHM narepHbiM 
KOCTpOM, ohh cobepyrca Ha KOHijax aojumbi) and rush your camp at dawn (h 
nadpocaTca Ha Bam Jiarepb Ha paccBeTe). It is their invariable procedure (sto hx 
HeH3MeHHBIH MCTOfl, / oSblHail). 

false [fO:ls], rush [rAS], dawn [dO:n] 

‘Lest you entertain false hopes of rescue by your men,’ Feng went on, ‘I have 
thought of that, also. In these hills dwell the Jagas, a primitive headhunting tribe. 
Attracted by your campfire, they will assemble at the ends of the valley and rush 
your camp at dawn. It is their invariable procedure. 

‘By that time I shall, I hope, be far away (k TOMy BpeMemi /a/, Haaeiocb, 
6 yay Aaneico nponr, = omcwda). If they capture me, too — well, a man must die 
some time, and I trust I shall do so with the dignity and decorum befitting one of 
my rank and culture (ecjrn ohh cxBaTST Memi Toace — xoporno = nmo dk, nenoBeK 
aonaceH yMepeTb Koraa-To, a a Bepio, /hto/ /a/ caejiaio 3to c aoctohhctbom h 
3THKeTOM, npHJiHHecTByioiHHM oaHOMy = uejioeeKy Moero paHra h KyjiBTypBi). My 
head would make a delightful ornament in a Jaga hut, I am sure (Moa roaoBa CTana 
6bi OHapOBaTejibHbiM yKpameHHeM b xnacHHe ^acara, a yBepeH). 


i Tenept-To bh, naKonen, 3HaeTe, o kom noeT Kara Jlejit b o/iiioh m cbohx neceH. 
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die [dal], trust [trAst], culture ['kAltSq] 


‘By that time I shall, I hope, be far away. If they capture me, too — well, a 
man must die some time, and I trust I shall do so with the dignity and decorum 
befitting one of my rank and culture. My head would make a delightful ornament 
in a Jaga hut, I am sure. 

‘And so, my good barbarian, farewell (HTaic, moh flodpuin BapBap, npoiuaii). 
You will forgive this person for turning his back upon you during your last 
moments (tbi npocTHHiB 3Ty = mow nepcoHy 3a to, hto /a/ noBepHycB k Te6e 
cnHHoh: «3a noBOpammaHHe CBoeii cmmoH Ha Te6a» bo BpeMa tbohx nocne^HHx 
MTHOBeHHH). For your demise is a pity in a way, and I should not enjoy 
witnessing it (h6o tboh KOHurma nenajiBHBiH (jiaKT b Kaicon-To Mepe; pity — 
jwanocmb, nenajibHbiu (panm; in a way — e neKomopoM omHouienuu, e 
u36ecmnoM CMbicae, do meecmnou cmenenu). Had you had the advantages of a 
Khitan upbringing, you would have made an admirable servant (ecim 6bi tbi hmcji 
npeiiMyrnecTBa KXHTaiicKoro BOcmiTamm, tbi CTan 6bi laMenaTeaBiibiM cjiyroii) 
— say, a bodyguard for me (cKa/KCM, TejioxpamrrejieM ana Mena). But things are 
as they are (ho aena /Taxue/, Kaic ohh ecTB = ho dejia odcmonm man, /a ne 
unane/', thing — eetgb, deno, (panm, npedMem).’’ 

pity ['pltl], servant [’sq:vqnt], say [sel] 

‘And so, my good barbarian, farewell. You will forgive this person for 
turning his back upon you during your last moments. For your demise is a pity 
in a way, and I should not enjoy witnessing it. Had you had the advantages of a 
Khitan upbringing, you would have made an admirable servant — say, a 
bodyguard for me. But things areas they are.’ 
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After a mocking bow of farewell, the Khitan withdrew to the lower slope of the 
hill (nocne HacMenniHBoro npomajibHoro noKJiOHa xxHTaeu, yuajimica k donee 
HH3KOMy CKJiOHy xojiMa). Conan wondered if the Duke’s plan was to leave him 
trapped against the shaft until he perished of starvation and thirst (KoHaH xoTen 
3iiaTb, jih naaH xmm 6biJi ocTaBHTb ero = 6ujio jiu e rnanax khr3r ocmaeumb ezo 
b aoBymKe y kojiohhbi, noxa oh /He/ norndHeT ot rojio,o,a h acaac^bi). If his men 
marked his absence before dawn, they might look for him (ecira ero jho,hh 

3aMeTHJiH 6bi ero OTcyrcTBHe ao 3apH, ohh Moran 6bi noncKaTb ero). But then, 
since he had stolen out of the camp without leaving word of his going (ho Tor^a, 
Tax xax oh npoxpaaca H3 aarepa 6e3 ocTaBJiemni caoBa = ne CKa3ae o CBoeM 
yxo^e), they would not know whether to be alarmed by his absence (ohh He 3Haan 
6bi, rpeBoacHTbca an iim H3-3a ero OTcyrcTBua: «an Sbitb BCTpeBoaceHHbiMH». If 
he could only get word to them, they would scour the countryside for him (ecan 
6bi oh Mor Toauxo nepe^aTb hm caoBeaxo, ohh 6bi npoaecaan MecTHOCTb pa^,H 
Hero) and make short work of the treacherous little duke (h Obicapo pa3aeaaancb 
6bi: «CAeaaan xopOTxyio pa6oTy» c BepoaoMHbiM xmouxoM). But how to get 
word (ho xax nepe^aTb caoBeaxo = coodiyumb )? 

slope [slqup], thirst [Tq:st], word [wq:d] 

After a mocking bow of farewell, the Khitan withdrew to the lower slope of the 
hill. Conan wondered if the Duke’s plan was to leave him trapped against the shaft 
until he perished of starvation and thirst. If his men marked his absence before 
dawn, they might look for him. But then, since he had stolen out of the camp 
without leaving word of his going, they would not know whether to be alarmed by 
his absence. If he could only get word to them, they would scour the countryside 
for him and make short work of the treacherous little duke. But how to get word? 
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Again he threw his massive strength against the force that held him crushed 
against the column, but to no avail (cHOBa oh 6pocmi cboio 6ojibinyio cmiy npoTHB 
cmibi, KOTOpaa aepacana ero npn^aBJieHHBiM k KOJiOHHe, ho 6e3 HHKaKoii = kcikou- 
jiu6o nonb3Li). He could move his lower legs and arms and even turn his head 
somewhat from side to side (oh Mor aenraTb hhjkhhmh HoraMH h pyKaMH = 
matcHUMU nacniHMU hoz u pyK h ^a>Ke BpaipaTb /cBoeii/ ronoBOH HeMHoro H3 
CTOpOHbi b CTOpOHy). But his body was firmly gripped by the iron mail that 
clothed it (ho ero Teno 6bijio KpenKO oxBaneHO acejie3HOH KOJibnyroh, KOTOpaa 
noKpbiBaaa ero). 

threw [Tru:], strength [streNT], iron ['alqn] 

Again he threw his massive strength against the force that held him crushed 
against the column, but to no avail. He could move his lower legs and arms and 
even turn his head somewhat from side to side. But his body was firmly gripped by 
the iron mail that clothed it. 

Now the moon brightened (Tenepb nyHa npoacmuiacb). Conan observed that, 
about his feet and elsewhere around the base of the monument, grisly remains of 
other victims were scattered (KoHaH 3aMeTHJi, hto y ero Hor h b apyrnx MecTax 
BOKpyr ocnoBanuH naiYumniKa 6buiH pa36pocaHbi BbiibiBaioume y>xac ocTaHKH 
apyrnx 5KepTB). Human bones and teeth were heaped like old rubbish 
(HenoBenecKHe kocth h 3y6bi 6bijih CBaneHbi Rax CTapbiii Mycop); he must have 
trodden upon them when the mysterious force pulled him up against the shaft (oh, 
AOjdkho 6biTb, HacTynHJi Ha hhx, xoraa TaHHCTBeHHaa cnna npHTaHyna ero k 
CTOJidy; must have trodden — ebipaotcenue eeponmnocmu codbimim e npoiunoM c 
noMou}bK> ModajibHoeo zmzojia must (dojijfcno dumb, naeepnoe) — must + have + 
npunacmue npomedmezo epeMenu). 

base [bels], remains [rl’melnz], rubbish [’rAblS] 
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Now the moon brightened. Conan observed that, about his feet and elsewhere 
around the base of the monument, grisly remains of other victims were scattered. 
Human bones and teeth were heaped like old rubbish; he must have trodden upon 
them when the mysterious force pulled him up against the shaft. 

In the stronger light, Conan was disquieted to see that these remains were 
peculiarly discolored (b donee chjibhom CBeTe KoHaH 6biji BCTpeBonceH yBnaeTB = 
yeudee, hto otii ocTaHKH 6lijih HeodbiHHO djieaHbiMH). A closer look showed that 
the bones seemed to have been eaten away here and there (donee npHCTajibHbiH 
B3rjiaa noKa3an, hto kocth, Ka3ajiocb, 6lijih odbeaeHbi TyT h TaM), as if some 
corrosive fluid had dissolved their smooth surfaces to expose the spongy structure 
beneath (icaic dyzjTO Kaican-TO e^icaa /KHHKOCTb pacTBopnaa hx manKyio 
noBepxHOCTB, HTodbi noKa3aTb nopncTyio CTpyKTypy non /Heir/). 

eaten [i:tn], smooth [smu:Dl, structure ['strAktSq] 

In the stronger light, Conan was disquieted to see that these remains were 
peculiarly discolored. A closer look showed that the bones seemed to have been 
eaten away here and there, as if some corrosive fluid had dissolved their smooth 
surfaces to expose the spongy structure beneath. 

He turned his head from side to side, seeking some means of escape (oh 
BepTea rojiOBoii H3 CTOpOHbi b CTOpOHy, nm,a = e noucKax Kaicoro-HHdyab cpeacTBa 
/flJifl/ nodera). The words of the smooth-tongued Khitan seemed to be true (cnoBa 
jibCTHBoro KXHTaiiu,a Ka3ajmcb /dbiTb/ npaBflOH, ho Tenepb oh Mor pa3rjiaaeTb 
KycKH >Kejie3a), but now he could discern pieces of iron held against the curiously 
stained and discolored stone of the column by the invisible force (yaep>KHBaeMbie 
Ha CTpaHHO HcnamcaHHOM h odecu,BeueHHOM Kaivme KOJiOHHbi HeBH,n,HMOH 
chjioh). To his left he sighted the shovel, the crowbar, and the rusty bowl of a 
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helmet (cneBa ot Hero: «k ero jieBOMy» oh yBH^eji jionaTy, jiom h p^xaByio c(j)epy 
nuieMa), while on the other side a time-eaten dagger was stuck against the stone 
(b to BpeMa KaK Ha npyroii CTOpOHe H3beneHHBiH BpeMeHeM KHH5Kan 6biji 
npHKJieeH k KaMHio). Yet once more he hurled his strength against this 
impalpable force... (/h/ Bce-TaKH eme pa3 oh bpocmi cboio CHJiy npoTHB 3toh 
Heoca3aeMoii chjibi. ..) 

escape [I'skelp], means [mi:nz], true [tru:] 

He turned his head from side to side, seeking some means of escape. The 
words of the smooth-tongued Khitan seemed to be true, but now he could discern 
pieces of iron held against the curiously stained and discolored stone of the column 
by the invisible force. To his left he sighted the shovel, the crowbar, and the rusty 
bowl of a helmet, while on the other side a time-eaten dagger was stuck against 
the stone. Yet once more he hurled his strength against this impalpable force... 

From below sounded an eery piping sound — a mocking, maddening tune 
(cHH3y pa3.na.jica 3JiOBeumH 3ByK CBHpenH — HacMemnHBBiH, CBonamHH c yMa 
mothb). Straining his eyes through the fickle moonlight, Conan saw that Feng had 
not left the scene after all (Hanparaa cboh rna3a ckbo3b nepeMemrHBBiH cbct 
nyHbi, KoHaH yBHnen, hto Oth He noKHHyn MecTO neiicTBHa, b KOHpe kohu,ob). 
Instead, the duke was sitting on the grass on the side of the hill, near its base 
(BMecTO 3Toro KHa3b CHneji Ha TpaBe Ha Kpaio xojiMa, B03Jie ero ocHOBamw). He 
had drawn a curious flute from his capacious garments and was playing upon it 
(oh BbrraiuHJi CTpaHHyio cfmetiTy H3 cbohx BMecTHTejiBHBix OHe>KH h nrpaji /Ha/ 
Heir). 

sound [saund], tune [tju:n], scene [si:n] 
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From below sounded an eery piping sound — a mocking, maddening tune. 
Straining his eyes through the fickle moonlight, Conan saw that Feng had not left 
the scene after all. Instead, the duke was sitting on the grass on the side of the hill, 
near its base. He had drawn a curious flute from his capacious garments and was 
playing upon it. 

Through the shrill piping, a faint, squashy sound reached Conan’s ears (ckbo3b 
npOH3HTejiBHLie 3ByKH /(j)jieHTbi/ cjiaSbiii HaBKaiommi 3ByK aocTiir ymeii KoHaHa). It 
seemed to come from above (oh Ka3ajica aoHOCHTbca = Kasanocb, donocumcn 
CBepxy). The muscles of Conan’s bullneck stood out as he twisted his head to look 
upward (MycKyjibi 6 bm bed men KoHaHa BbiCTymum, Koraa oh noBepHyn /cboio/ 
ronoBy, HTodbi nocMOTpeTb BBepx); the spired Turanian helmet grated against the 
stone as he moved (ocTpOKOHeHHbiii TypaHCKHH mneM sacKpeaceTan /o/ KaMeHb, 
Koraa oh 3ameBejiHJica). Then the blood froze in his veins (3aTeM KpOBb 3acTbiJia b 
ero BeHax; to freeze — 3aMep3amb, 3acmbieamb, Mopo3iwib). 

faint [feint], muscles [mAsklz], froze [frquz] 

Through the shrill piping, a faint, squashy sound reached Conan’s ears. It 
seemed to come from above. The muscles of Conan’s bullneck stood out as he 
twisted his head to look upward; the spired Turanian helmet grated against the stone 
as he moved. Then the blood froze in his veins. 

The mist that had obscured the top of die pylon was gone (abiMica, KOTOpaa 
3aTemuia BepniHHy nunoHa, 6bina ymeameii = nponajia/ucne3Jia/paccemacb). The 
rising half moon shone on and through an amorphous thing, which squatted obscenely 
on the summit of the column (noaHHMaioiuHHca nojiyMecau, CBeTHJi Ha h ckbo3b 
aMOp(|)Hoe cymecTBO, KOTOpoe cnaejio npOTHBHo: «HenpHCTOHHO» = ebubiean 
omepaipeHue Ha Bepmime kojiohhbi). It was like a huge lump of quivering, semi- 
translucent jelly— and it lived (oho 6bijio noaodHO orpOMHoir rnbi6e 
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no^paniBaiomero noaynpoapaHiioro CTyami — h oho jkhjio = ObiJio dicusum). Life 
— throbbing, bloated life — pulsed within it ()kh3hb — nyjiBCHpyiomaa, pacnyxmaa 
5KH3HL — dHJiacb b hcm). The moonlight glistened wetly upon it as it beat like a huge, 
living heart (jiyHHBin cbct bnecTen MOKpo = omceenuean mokpum Ha HeM, Kor^a oho 
Shjiocb, KaK orpOMHoe, nomoe cepflpe; to beat — 6umb(cn), ydapumb). 

gone [gOn], jelly [Gell], translucent [txrnz'lu:sntj 

The mist that had obscured the top of die pylon was gone. The rising half moon 
shone on and through an amorphous thing, which squatted obscenely on the summit of 
the column. It was like a huge lump of quivering, semi-translucent jelly — and it 
lived. Life — throbbing, bloated life — pulsed within it. The moonlight glistened 
wetly upon it as it beat like a huge, living heart. 

As Conan, frozen with horror, watched, the dweller on the top of die monolith sent 
a trickle of jelly groping down the shaft toward him (Kor^a KoHaH, 3acTBiBHiHH ot 
yncaca, Habmo^an, /KaK/ obHTaTejiB BepunniBi MOHOJiHTa BBinycTHJi CTpyhicy ncene, 
^BHraacB omynBio bhh3 no CTOJiby k HeMy). The slippery pseudopod slithered over 
the smooth surface of the stone (ckojib3khh nceBAonoA/no5KHOH05KKa CKOJiB3Hyn 

nepe3/no rna^Koii noBepxHOCTH KaMHa). Conan began to understand the source of 
the stains that discolored the face of the monolith (KoHaH nan an noHHMaTB hctohhhk 
miTen, KOTOpBie o6ecu,BeTHJiH jthk MOHOJiHTa). 

horror [hOrql, surface [’sq:fls], source [sO:s] 

As Conan, frozen with horror, watched, the dweller on the top of die monolith sent 
a trickle of jelly groping down the shaft toward him. The slippery pseudopod slithered 
over the smooth surface of the stone. Conan began to understand the source of the 
stains that discolored the face of the monolith. 
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The wind had changed (BeTep nepeMemuica), and a vagrant down-draft wafted a 
sickening stench to Conan’s nostrils (n ^BJOKymnnca HHCxoflamnn noTOK B03,nyxa 
AOHec ToniHOTBOpHoe 3JiOBOHne ^,o H03flpen KoHaHa). Now he knew why the bones 
at the base of the shaft bore that oddly eaten appearance (Tenepr, oh 3Han, noneMy 

KOCTH y OCHOBaHHS KOJIOHHBI HOCHJ1H /Ha CQ6d TOT CTpaHHO H3be,HeHHbIH BH#). 

With a dread that almost unmanned him, he understood that the jellylike thing 
exuded a digestive fluid (co CTpaxoM, KOTOpbih nouTH jihihhjt ero MyacecTBa, oh 
nomui, hto acejieo6pa3Hoe cymecTBO ncnycKana mnueBapHTejibHyio jkh^koctb), by 
means of which it consumed its prey (nocpeflCTBOM KOTOpon oho norjiomajio cboio 
Aobbiuy). He wondered how many men, in ages past, had stood in his place (oh 
cnpaiHHBan ce6a, ckojtbko molten b npomefliuHe BpeMeHa CToano Ha ero MecTe), 
bound helplessly to the pillar and awaiting the searing caress of the abomination 
now descending toward him (npHKOBaHHBie becnoMonmo k CTOJiby h oacH^aa 
acryueh nacKH Mep30CTH, Tenepb cnycKaBiueHca k HeMy). 

dread [dred], fluid ['flu: Id], past [pQ:st] 

The wind had changed, and a vagrant down-draft wafted a sickening stench to 
Conan’s nostrils. Now he knew why the bones at the base of the shaft bore that oddly 
eaten appearance. With a dread that almost unmanned him, he understood that the 
jellylike thing exuded a digestive fluid, by means of which it consumed its prey. He 
wondered how many men, in ages past, had stood in his place, bound helplessly to 
the pillar and awaiting the searing caress of the abomination now descending 
toward him. 

Perhaps Feng’s weird piping summoned it, or perhaps the odor of living flesh 
called it to feast (BepoaTHO npunyanuBbie 3ByKH /(jmehTbi/ <t>3ua Bbi3BanH ero, hjth, 
B03M05KH0, 3anax 5KHBOH nnoTH no3Baji ero Ha nnp). Whatever the cause, it had 
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begun a slow, inching progress down the side of the shaft toward his face (Kaicon 6m hh 
6biJia npHumra, oho Hanajio Me/tneHHoe, aiOHM 3a aiohmom aBmiceHHe bhh3 no 
CTOpOHe kojiohhbi k ero JiHu,y; inching — Medneniibiu, inch — dtouM, to inch — 
Medjienno deucambcn, deucambcn dwuM 3a djouMom). The wet jelly sucked and 
slobbered as it slithered slowly toward him (MOKpbiii CTy^eHb cocan = U3daean 
cocyigue 3eyKu h pacnycicaji cjiiohh, no Mepe Toro KaK oh ckojib3hji Me/tneHHO k 
HeMy). 

perhaps [pq'hxpsj, odor ['qudql, cause [kO:zj 

Perhaps Feng’s weird piping summoned it, or perhaps the odor of living flesh 
called it to feast. Whatever the cause, it had begun a slow, inching progress down the 
side of the shaft toward his face. The wet jelly sucked and slobbered as it slithered 
slowly toward him. 

Despair gave new strength to his cramped, tired muscles (oth amine npunano 
HOBBie chjibi ero CBeaemibiM cynoporon, ycTanbiM MycicyjiaM). Fie threw himself from 
side to side (oh Spocanca H3 ctopohm b CTOpOHy), striving with every last ounce of 
strength to break the grip of the mysterious force (6opncb Kancaon nocjie/Uien ymiHeii 
= Kanneu chjibi, hto6bi cjiomhtb 3axBaT TanHCTBeHHOH chjim). To his surprise, he 
found that, in one of his lunges, he slid to one side, partway around the column (k ero 

yHHBJieHHK) OH o6Hapy>KHJI, HTO B OHIIOM H3 CBOHX pbIBKOB OH COCKOJIb3HyjI B OHIiy 
CTOpOHy nacTHHHO /npoiina nyrb/ BOKpyr kojiohhm; to slide — CK0Jib3umb ). 

ounce [auns], break [brelk], surprise [sq'pralz] 

Despair gave new strength to his cramped, tired muscles. Fie threw himself from 
side to side, striving with every last ounce of strength to break the grip of the 
mysterious force. To his surprise, he found that, in one of his lunges, he slid to one 
side, partway around the column. 
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So the grip that held him did not forbid all movement! (mm xBairca, xoTOpaa 
^epacana ero, He 3anpem,ajia Bcaxoro aBH/xeuna!) This gave him food for thought 
(oto Aano eMy nmuy flJia mbicjih), though he knew that he could not long thus elude 
the monster of living jelly (xoia oh 3Han, hto /oh/ He Mor = He MODfcem flonro 
tukhm o6pa30M ycKOJiB3aTB /ot/ nynmua H3 >KHBoro CTyzma). 

Something prodded his mailed side (hto-to KOJiBHyno ero oxojibnyaceHHbiH 6 ok = 
6ok e KOJibnyze). Looking down, he saw the rust-eaten dagger he had glimpsed before 

(nOCMOTpeB BHH3, OH yBH^eJI H3T>e,HeHHBIH pacaBHHHOH KHHJKaJI, /KOTOpBlii/ OH 

3aMeTHJi npeacfle). His movement sideways had brought the hilt of the weapon against 
his ribs (ero ^Broxemie b6ok npiinec.no pyxoaTxy opyacna k ero pedpaivi). 

held [held], food [fu:dl, thus [DAs] 

So the grip that held him did not forbid all movement! This gave him food for 
thought, though he knew that he could not long thus elude the monster of living 
jelly. 

Something prodded his mailed side. Looking down, he saw the rust-eaten dagger 
he had glimpsed before. His movement sideways had brought the hilt of the weapon 
against his ribs. 

His upper arm was still clamped against the stone by the sleeve of his mail shirt, 
but his forearm and hand were free (ero BepxHaa pyxa = pyKa euiue noKtim 6buia 
Bee eme npnacaTa k kumiiio pyxaBOM ero xonbuyrH, ho ero npeanaenbe h KHCTb 
dbuiH CBodo^Hbi). Could he bend his arm far enough to clasp the haft of the dagger? 
(mot jih oh H3orayTb /cBOio/pyxy aocraTOHuo ,a,ajiexo, hto6bi cxBaTHTb pyxoaTxy 
Kuu>xajia?) 

He strained, inching his hand along the stone (oh Hanparca, Me^JieHHO 

npo^BHraa /cboio/ xhcth baoih, xaMHa). The mail of his arm scraped slowly over the 
surface; sweat trickled into his eyes (xojibnyra /Ha/ ero pyxe qapanajia MeflJieHHO no 
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noBepxHOCTH, noT comuica b = 3ajiuean ero rna3a). Bit by bit, his straining arm 
moved toward the handle of the dagger (noHeMHoacicy ero HanpaaceHHaa pyica 
npoflBnrajiacB k pyKoance KHHacana). The taunting tune of Feng’s flute sang 
maddeningly in his ears Cnpa3HamHH mothb (jmeiiTbi <J>3Ha next, CBoaa c yMa, b ero 
ymax), while the ungodly stench of the slime-thing filled his nostrils (b to BpeMa Kaic 
yacacHoe 3JiOBOHire cjih3hctoh TBapn 3anojmajio ero H03apn). 

along [q'lON], over ['quvq], while [wall] 

His upper arm was still clamped against the stone by the sleeve of his mail shirt, 
but his forearm and hand were free. Could he bend his arm far enough to clasp the 
haft of the dagger? 

He strained, inching his hand along the stone. The mail of his arm scraped slowly 
over the surface; sweat trickled into his eyes. Bit by bit, his straining arm moved 
toward the handle of the dagger. The taunting tune of Feng’s flute sang maddeningly 
in his ears, while the ungodly stench of the slime-thing filled his nostrils. 

His hand touched the dagger, and in an instant he held the hilt fast (ero khctb 
KOCHynacB KHHJKana, n nepe3 MraoBemie oh flepacan pyicoaTKy Kpenico). But, as he 
strained it away from the shaft, the rust-eaten blade broke with a sharp ping (ho, Koraa 
oh noTaHyn ero ot CTOJiba, robeaemioe pacaBHHHoii ne3BHe cjiOMajiocb c pe3KHM 
3bohom). Rolling his eyes downward, he saw that about two thirds of the blade, from 
the tapering point back, had broken off and lay flat against the stone (noBepHyB cboh 
rna3a bhh3, oh yBH,a,eji, hto okojio flByx TpeTeii KJHnnca ot cyacHBaiomeroca ocTpna 
Ha3a^ OTJiOMajiHCt. h neacaT ropH30HTarn>HO Ha KaMHe; to break off — onuioMambcn). 
The remaining third still projected from the hilt (ocTaBiuaaca TpeTB Bee eme 
BBiCTynajia H3 pyKoam). Since there was now less iron in the dagger for the shaft to 
attract, Conan was able, by a muscle-bulging effort, to tear the stump of the weapon 
away from the shaft (nocKOJibicy Tenepb 6bi.ro MeHbiue acejie3a b KHHacane ana 
KOJiOHHbi npHTarHBaTb = mnodbi ezo mozjio npimmuymb kojiohho, KoHaH cmot 
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b 3 xiy b a i o mii m MycKyjibi ycmmeM = ycwmeM, om Komopozo 63dyjiucb MycKyjibi, 
OTOpBaTb OSJIOMOK OpyJKHM OT CTOJlSa). 

touched [tAtSt], fast [fQ:st], effort ['efqt] 

His hand touched the dagger, and in an instant he held the hilt fast. But, as he 
strained it away from the shaft, the rust-eaten blade broke with a sharp ping. Rolling 
his eyes downward, he saw that about two thirds of the blade, from the tapering point 
back, had broken off and lay flat against the stone. The remaining third still projected 
from the hilt. Since there was now less iron in the dagger for the shaft to attract, 
Conan was able, by a muscle-bulging effort, to tear the stump of the weapon away 
from the shaft. 

A glance showed him that, although most of the blade was lost to him, the 
stump still had a couple of apparently sharp edges (B3num noKa3an eMy, hto xoth 
SojiBinafl nacTb jie3Bna 6biJia noTepaHa xyia Hero, oSjiomok Bee erne HMeji napy 
oneBHAHO ocTpbix rpaHeh). With his muscles quivering from the effort of holding 
the implement away from the stone, he brought one of these edges up against the 
leathern thong that bound the two halves of the mail shirt together (/c/ MycicyjiaMH, 
XtpoacaiuHMH ot ycHJiHA, hto6bi yaep>KaTb HHCTpyMeHT /Ha paccToanMn/ ot 
xaMHa, oh noxprec oxtHy H3 3thx rpaHeii k xoacaHOMy peMHio, KOTOpbiii CBii3biBaji 
XtBe nonoBHHbi KOJibuyrH BMecTe). Carefully, he began to saw the tough rawhide 
with the rusty blade (ocTOpomro oh Hanan nHJiHTb acecTKyio cbipOMaTHyio xoacy 
pacaBbiM jie3BiieM; to begin — Hammamb(cfi)). 

lost [lOst], sharp [SQ:p], edges ['eGIz] 

A glance showed him that, although most of the blade was lost to him, the 
stump still had a couple of apparently sharp edges. With his muscles quivering 
from the effort of holding the implement away from the stone, he brought one of 
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these edges up against the leathern thong that bound the two halves of the mail shirt 
together. Carefully, he began to saw the tough rawhide with the rusty blade. 

Every movement was agony (Ka>Kaoe aBH'/Kemie 6bijto MyKoii). The torment of 
suspense grew unbearable (MyKH ot Hen3BecTHOCTn CTajin HeBBiHOCHMBiMH). His 
hand, bent into an uncomfortable, twisted position, ached and grew numb (ero 
khctb, H3omyTaa b HeyaobHOM CKpKtneHHOM nojioaceHHH, bonejia h CTana 
OHeMeBmeii = oneMejia). The ancient blade was notched, thin, and brittle; a hasty 
motion might break it, leaving him helpless (cTapHHHbiH kjihhok bum 

3a3ybpeHHBiii, tohkhh h xpynKnii, nocnemHoe aBHaceHHe Morao cnoMaTB ero, 
ocTaBJiaa = ocmaeue ero (KoHaHa) becnoMomHBiM). Stroke after stroke he sawed 
up and down, with exquisite caution (B3Max 3a B3MaxoM, oh hhjihji BBepx h bhh3 c 
bojibmoii ocTOpoacHOCTbio). The scent of the creature grew stronger and the 
sucking sounds of its progress, louder (3anax cymecTBa CTaHOBHJiea CHJibHee, a 
HMOKaKdime 3ByKH ero nepeaBHaceHHa — rpOMne). 

numb [nAm], sawed [sO:dl, creature [’kri:tSq] 

Every movement was agony. The torment of suspense grew unbearable. His 
hand, bent into an uncomfortable, twisted position, ached and grew numb. The 
ancient blade was notched, thin, and brittle; a hasty motion might break it, leaving 
him helpless. Stroke after stroke he sawed up and down, with exquisite caution. 

The scent of the creature grew stronger and the sucking sounds of its progress, 
louder. 

Then Conan felt the thong snap (noTOM KoHaH nonyBCTBOBan TpecK peMHa). 
The next instant, he hurled his full strength against the magnetic force that 
imprisoned him (/b/ cneayuomee MraoBemie oh HiBBipHyji ero nojmyio cnjiy = 
6 CK ) ceoK) cuny npOTHB MarHHTHOH chjibi, KOTOpaa njieHHJia ero). The thong 
unraveled through the loopholes in the mail shirt, until one whole side of the 
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shirt was open (peMeHB pacnyrajica nepe3 OTBepCTna b KOJibnyre, noKa o^Ha 
u,ejiaa CTOpOHa Koamyrn = odna cmopona KOJibnyzu i^enuKOM /He/ pacKpBiJiacb). 
His shoulder and half an arm came out through the opening (ero nneno n nonoBHHa 
pyKH bbiihjih nepe3 OTBepCTHe). 

next [nekst], against [q'genst], shoulder [Squldq] 

Then Conan felt the thong snap. The next instant, he hurled his full strength 
against the magnetic force that imprisoned him. The thong unraveled through the 
loopholes in the mail shirt, until one whole side of the shirt was open. His 
shoulder and half an arm came out through the opening. 


Then he felt a light blow on the head (noTOM oh nonyBCTBOBaji jierKHH yzjap 
no ronoBe). The stench became overpowering, and his unseen assailant from 
above pushed this way and that against his helmet (bohb CTana Henpeo^orraMOH, a 
ero HeBHaHMBiH npOTHBHHK CBepxy TOjncajica TyT h TaM o ero rnneM). Conan 
knew that a jellylike tendril had reached his helmet and was groping over its 
surface, seeking flesh (KoHaH 3Han, hto 5Kejieo6pa3HBiH ycmc flocrar nnieMa h 
omynbiBaji ero noBepxHOCTB, mua = e noucKax Maca). Any instant, the corrosive 
stuff would seep down over his face (/b/ nioSoe MraoBemie eaicoe BemecTBO 
npocouHTca bhh3 Ha ero jihu,o). .. 

blow [blqu], became [bl'kelm], stuff [stAf] 

Then he felt a light blow on the head. The stench became overpowering, and 
his unseen assailant from above pushed this way and that against his helmet. 
Conan knew that a jelly like tendril had reached his helmet and was groping over 
its surface, seeking flesh. Any instant, the corrosive stuff would seep down over 
his face... 
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Frantically, he pulled his arm out of the sleeve of the unlaced side of the mail 
shirt (HencTOBO oh noTSHyji cboio pyxy H3 pyxaBa pacniHypoBaHHon CTOpOHbi 
KOJibnyrH). With his free hand, he unbuckled his sword belt and the chin strap of 
his helmet (cboSoahoh pyicon oh paccTeraya peMem. Mena h peMemox Ha 
noAdopOARe ero mneMa). Then he tore himself loose altogether from the deadly 
constriction of the mail, leaving his tulwar and his armor flattened against the stone 
(3aTeM oh OTOpBanca /cboSo^hbih/ nojiHOCTBio ot CMepTejibHoro 3axBaTa 
KOJibnyrH, ocTaBJiaa cboh TyjibBap h /cboh/ nocnexu pa3raaaceHHbiMH Ha KaMHe; to 
tear — peamb ). 

tore [tO:], loose [lu:s], armor [’Q:mq] 

Frantically, he pulled his arm out of the sleeve of the unlaced side of the mail 
shirt. With his free hand, he unbuckled his sword belt and the chin strap of his 
helmet. Then he tore himself loose altogether from the deadly constriction of the 
mail, leaving his tulwar and his armor flattened against the stone. 

He staggered free of the column and stood for an instant on trembling legs 
(oh maTanca cboSoahbih ot kojiohhbi h CToan KaKoe-TO MraoBemie Ha 
flpoacamnx Horax). The moonlit world swam before his eyes (ocBemeHHbiii ayHoii 
Miip nonjibui nepea ero rjia3aMH). 

Glancing back, he saw that the jelly-beast had now engulfed his helmet 
(nocMOTpeB Ha3a,zt, oh yBH^eji, hto CTynemiCTaa TBapb yace noraoTHaa ero nuieM). 
Baffled in its quest for flesh (cdHTaa c ToaKy b cbohx noncKax naoTH), it was 
sending more pseudopods down and outward, wavering and questing in the watery 
light (oHa BbidpacbiBaaa aoacHOHoacKH bhh3 h Hapyacy, Koabixaacb h Hiu,a = eedn 
noucK/3aHUMancb noucKaMU b Sae^HOM CBeTe). 

beast [bi:st], quest [kwestj, pseudopod ['sju:dqupOd] 
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He staggered free of the column and stood for an instant on trembling legs. 

The moonlit world swam before his eyes. 

Glancing back, he saw that the jelly-beast had now engulfed his helmet. 
Baffled in its quest for flesh, it was sending more pseudopods down and outward, 
wavering and questing in the watery light. 

Down the slope, the demoniac piping continued (BHH3y CKJiOHa 

npoaoaacaaacb aeMommecicaa nrpa /Ha (jjaeiiTe/). Feng sat cross-legged on the 
grass of the slope, tweedling away on his flute (Osh cnaea CKpecTHB Horn Ha 
TpaBe CKJiOHa, HanrpbiBaa Ha CBoeii (jDaeifre) as if absorbed in some inhuman 
ecstasy (icaic 6ynTO norpyaceHHbiii b KaKoii-TO HeHeaoBeaecKHH 3KCTa3). 

Conan ripped off and threw away the gag (KoHaH Bbipyraaca h Bbiopocna 
KJian). He pounced like a striking leopard (oh nphirayri, Kaic aTaKyiomnii 

aeonapa). He came down upon the little duke; the pair rolled down the rest of the 
slope in a tangle of silken robe and thrashing limbs (oh HaSpocnaca Ha 

ManeHbKoro Kiuna, napa noicaTHJiacb bhh3 /no/ ocTajibHOH /uacra/ CKJiOHa b 
KJiybKe mejiKOBoro oaeamia h Moaoiamnx KOHeaHOCTeh). A blow to the side of 
the head subdued Feng’s struggles (yaap b 6ok roaoBbi = Ookobou ydap e eonoey 
no^aBHH 6opb6y = conpomuejiemie OaHa). Conan groped into the Khitan’s wide 
sleeves and tore out the ivory cylinder containing the documents (KoHaH mynaa b 
mnpoKHe pyKaBa = naipynaji e mupoKuxpyKaeax KXHTaiiu,a h BbipBaa unannap H3 
caoHOBOH kocth, coaepacam,HH aoKyMeiiTbi; to tear — peamb(cn), pa3pbisamb( cr), 
cpbieamb, ompbwamU cm)). 

piping [’palpIN], grass [grQ:s], flute [flu:t] 

Down the slope, the demoniac piping continued. Feng sat cross-legged on the 
grass of the slope, tweedling away on his flute as if absorbed in some inhuman 
ecstasy. 
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Conan ripped off and threw away the gag. He pounced like a striking leopard. 
He came down upon the little duke; the pair rolled down the rest of the slope in a 
tangle of silken robe and thrashing limbs. A blow to the side of the head subdued 
Feng’s struggles. Conan groped into the Khitan’s wide sleeves and tore out the 
ivory cylinder containing the documents. 

Then Conan lurched back up the hill, dragging Feng after him (3aTeM KoHaH, 
maTaacB, BepHynca Ha xojim, Tama T>3Ha 3a co6oii; to lurch — udmu mamancb). 

As he reached the level section around the base of the monolith, he heaved Feng 
into the air over his head (icoraa oh aocTiir roprooHTajiBHoro ynacTica BOKpyr 
ocHOBamw MOHOJiHTa, oh no/tmm OaHa b B03,nyx Ha a rojiOBoii). Seeing what was 
happening to him, the duke uttered one high, thin scream as Conan hurled him at 
the shaft (bh^a = yeudee, hto nponcxoaHJio = npoucxodum c hhm, kh33b n3psci 
o^hh bbicokhh tohkhh BonjiB, Koraa KoHaH mBBipHyn ero Ha ctoji6). The Khitan 
struck the column with a thud and slid unconscious to the ground at its base 
(KXHTaeu, yaapHJica o KOJiOHHy c /rnyxHM/ CTyKOM h cocKOJiB3Hyn 6e3 coauanua Ha 
3eMJiio y ero ocHOBamia). 

air [Fq], duke [dju:k], utter [Atq] 

Then Conan lurched back up the hill, dragging Feng after him. As he reached 
the level section around the base of the monolith, he heaved Feng into the air over 
his head. Seeing what was happening to him, the duke uttered one high, thin 
scream as Conan hurled him at the shaft. The Khitan struck the column with a 
thud and slid unconscious to the ground at its base. 

The blow was merciful (yztap 6bijt mhjtocthb), for the duke never felt the slimy 
touch of the haunter of the monolith as the glassy tentacles reached his face (h6o 
kh 33 b HHKoraa = man u He nonyBCTBOBan caH3HCToro Kacamia 3aBceraaTaa 
MOHOJiHTa, Koraa upospamiBie mynajiBu,a aocTurnu ero jiHu,a). For a moment, 
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Conan grimly watched (b Tenemie MHHyTbi KoHaH Mpamro Hadmoaaji). Feng’s 
features blurred as the rippling jelly slid over them (uepTbi OoHa pacnjibuincb, 

Koraa nyjibCHpyiomHH cxyueiib CKOJir.3Hyji no hhm). Then the flesh faded away, 
and the skull and teeth showed through in a ghastly grin (3aTeM nnoTB Hcne3Jia, a 
nepen n 3y6r.i npocTynnim b >KyTKOM ocicajie). The abomination flushed pink as it 
fed (Mep30CTb = uepiKcm meapb OKpacnjiacr. b p030BBiir uBeT/noKpacneaa, Kopna OHa 
HaCBITHJiaCB). 

Conan strode back to camp on stiff legs (KoHaH 3 amaran Ha 3 aa b narepB Ha 
HerHynrnxca Horax). Behind him, like a giant’s torch, the monolith stood against the 
sky, wrapped in smoky, scarlet flames (3a hhm, Kaic rHraHTCKHH (})aKeji, mohojtht 
CToan Ha (j)OHe He 6 a, oxBaneHHBiH atiMHBiMH anbiMH a 3 BHcaMH nnaMemr). 

stiff [stlf], torch [tO:tS], scarlet [skQ:lIt] 

The blow was merciful, for the duke never felt the slimy touch of the haunter of 
the monolith as the glassy tentacles reached his face. For a moment, Conan grimly 
watched. Feng’s features blurred as the rippling jelly slid over them. Then the flesh 
faded away, and the skull and teeth showed through in a ghastly grin. The 
abomination flushed pink as it fed. 

Conan strode back to camp on stiff legs. Behind him, like a giant’s torch., the 
monolith stood against die sky, wrapped in smoky, scarlet flames. 

It had been the work of moments only to strike fire into dry tinder with his 
flint and steel (3to 6bijio padoToir HecKOJiBKHx momchtob = MunymnuM denoM 
BBiceub oroHb b = nodjtcenb cyxoii TpyT KpeMHeM h orHHBOM). He had watched 
with grim satisfaction as the oily surface of the slime-monster ignited and blazed 
(oh HaSmoaaji c MpanHbiM yaoBJieTBOpeHHeM, rcopua MacnamrcTaa noBepxHOCTb 
cnH3HCToro nynHiira 3a5KrnacB h 3anr.inana) as it squirmed in voiceless agony 
(Koryja oho H3BHBajiocB b 6e3MOJiBHOH aroHHH). Let them both burn, he thought; 
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the half-digested corpse of that treacherous dog and his loathsome pet! (no3BOJib 
hm o6ohm cropeTb = nycmb czopwn ohu 06a, ay Man oh, nojiynepeBapennbiH Tpyn 
3Toro BepoaoMHoro nca h ero OMep3HTejibHoro moduMiia!) 


fire [’falq], tinder ['tlndq], burn [bq:n] 

It had been the work of moments only to strike fire into dry tinder with his 
flint and steel. He had watched with grim satisfaction as the oily surface of the 
slime-monster ignited and blazed as it squirmed in voiceless agony. Let them both 
burn, he thought; the half-digested corpse of that treacherous dog and his 
loathsome pet! 

As Conan neared the camp, he saw that the last of his warriors had not yet 
retired (icoma KoHaH npn6jiH3HJica Ik/ Jiarepio, oh yBHaeji, hto nocneAHHe H3 ero 
bohhob eme He nerrm cnaTb; to retire — yxodumb, ydanambcn). Instead, several 
stood staring curiously at the distant firelight (bmccto 3Toro HecKOJibKO CToarm, 
BrnaabiBaacb c jho6ohbitctbom b aaneKHH cbct KOCTpa). As he appeared, they 
turned upon him, crying out: ‘Where have you been, Captain? What is that blaze? 
Where is the duke?’ (icoma oh noaBHJica, ohh noBepHynncb k HeMy, 
BOCK;umaa: me tli 6biji, KaniiTaH? hto 3to / 3 a/ oroHb? me khh3b?) 

distant ['dlstqnt], appeared [q'plqd], upon [q'pOn] 

As Conan neared the camp, he saw that the last of his warriors had not yet 
retired. Instead, several stood staring curiously at the distant firelight. As he 
appeared, they turned upon him, crying out: ‘Where have you been, Captain? What 
is that blaze? Where is the duke?’ 
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‘Ho, you gaping oafs! ’ he roared as he strode into the firelight (on, bh, 

3eBaK>mne ojiyxn! — oh npopeBen, Koraa Bonien b cbct KOCTpa; to stride — 
tuaeamb (dojibiuuMU luaeaMu)). ‘Wake the boys and saddle up to run for it 
(SyaHTe napHeii n ceanahTe KOHeii, hto6bi MuaTbca H30 Bcex cnn). The Jaga 
headhunters caught us, and they’ll be here any time (ancara — oxothhkh 3a 
ronoBaMH — 3aMaHHJin Hac, n ohh SyuyT 3aecr. b moboh momcht). They got the 
duke, but I broke free (ohh cxBaTHJiH Kmnn, ho a ocBoboaHJica; to break free — 
oceododumbcn). Khusro! Mulai! Hop to it, if you do not want your heads hung up 
in their devil-devil huts! (Kxycpo! Mynah! nomeBenHBahTecB, ecnu Bbi He 
xoTHTe, /hto6bi/ Bamn ronoBBi BHcenn b hx hchhctbix: «,nbnBonbCKHx» 
xnncHHax!) And I hope to Crom you’ve left me some of that wine!’ (h a Haaeiocb 
Ha KpOMa, /hto/ bui ocTaBHnn MHe HeMHoro Toro BHHa!) 

caught [kO:t], hope [houp], some [sAm] 

‘Ho, you gaping oafs!’ he roared as he strode into the firelight. ‘Wake the boys 
and saddle up to run for it. The Jaga headhunters caught us, and they’ll be here any 
time. They got the duke, but I broke free. Khusro! Mulai! Hop to it, if you do not 
want your heads hung up in their devil-devil huts! And I hope to Crom you’ve left 
me some of that wine! ’ 


THE CASTLE OF TERROR 
(3aMOK y^caca) 
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1. Burning Eyes 

(ropnu{ue zjiaw) 

Beyond the trackless deserts of Stygia lay the vast grasslands of Kush ( 3 a 
HenpoxoanMMMH nycTbiHHMH Cthxhh ae>KajiH orpoMHbie ayra Kynia; to lie — 
jiejtcamb). For over a hundred leagues, there was naught but endless stretches of 
thick grass (Ha npOTJDKeHHH donee cothh jinr /He/ 6bmo HHuero, KpoMe 
SecKOHeuHbix npocTOpOB rycToii TpaBbi). Here and there a solitary tree rose to 
break the gently rolling monotony of the veldt (Tyr n TaM oannoKoe aepeBO 
noAHHMajiocb, hto6bi pa3pymnTb MepHO Bormyiomyioca mohotohhoctb CTenn): 
spiny acacias, sword-leaved dragon trees (Komonne aKapiin, flpaKOHHHKH c 
MeneBHflHbiMH jmcTbaMn), emerald-spired lobelias, and thick-fingered, poisonous 
spurges (M3yivipy,zmbie 3aocTpeHHbie nobejinn n ry cto -nan bh aTbiii aaoBiiTbiii 
MOJionaii; poison — nd). Now and then a rare stream cut a shallow dell across the 
prairie (BpeMa ot BpeMemi pe^Knii pynen npope3aji MenKyio jiom,HHy nepe3 
npepmo), giving rise to a narrow gallery forest along its banks (flaBaa Hauano 
y3KOMy npnnoHMeHHOMy necKy b^ojib ero SeperoB; to give rise — daeamb 
Hcmcuio, ebi3bieamb ). Herds of zebra, antelope, buffalo, and other denizens of the 
savanna drifted athwart the veldt, grazing as they went (cTa^a 3e6p, aHTHJion, 
SynBOJiOB h flpyrnx oSHTaTeneii caBaHHbi npOHOCHjmcb nepe3 CTenb, nacacb no 
Mepe Toro, KaK ohh npoxo^njin = no xody). 


desert [dezqt], vast [vQ:st], hundred [hAndrqd] 


Beyond the trackless deserts of Stygia lay the vast grasslands of Kush. For 
over a hundred leagues, there was naught but endless stretches of thick grass. 

Here and there a solitary tree rose to break the gently rolling monotony of the 
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veldt: spiny acacias, sword-leaved dragon trees, emerald-spired lobelias, and thick¬ 
fingered, poisonous spurges. Now and then a rare stream cut a shallow dell across 
the prairie, giving rise to a narrow gallery forest along its banks. Herds of zebra, 
antelope, buffalo, and other denizens of the savanna drifted athwart the veldt, 
grazing as they went. 


The grasses whispered and nodded in the wandering winds beneath skies of 
deep cobalt (TpaBbi menecTeim n Kauajmct. Ha SpoaauHx BeTpax no# HehecaMH 
/h3/ TeMHO-Ko6anBTOBOH chhh) in which a fierce tropical sun blazed blindingly (b 
KOTOpoii HencTOBoe TponnuecKoe cormpe nBinano cjiemnne). Now and then 
clouds boiled up (HHor^a oSnaica 3aKHnarm); a brief thunderstorm roared and 
blazed with catastrophic fury (icopOTKaa rp03a paspa'/Kanacb h CBepKana ot 
rnhejiBHoro raeBa), only to die and clear as quickly as it had arisen (tojibko /ana 
Toro hto6l>i/ yMepeTB h pacceaTBca Tax /ace/ SbiCTpo, xax OHa BcnbixHyjia; to arise 
— 603HUKamb, nonemmbCR, npoucxodumb). 


fierce [flqs], clouds [klaudz], brief [bri:f] 

The grasses whispered and nodded in the wandering winds beneath skies of 
deep cobalt in which a fierce tropical sun blazed blindingly. Now and then clouds 
boiled up; a brief thunderstorm roared and blazed with catastrophic fury, only to 
die and clear as quickly as it had arisen. 

Across this limitless waste, as the day died, a lone, silent figure trudged 
(uepe3 3th 6e3rpaHHHHbie npocTOpbi, xoraa yMep ,zteHb = na ucxode dun 
oaHHOKaa 6e3MOJiBHaa (jmrypa ycTano Tanmnacb; to trudge — ycmano 
maufumbCM, udmu c mpydoM). It was a young giant, strongly built (oto 6bin 
mojioaoh riiraHT/BejiHKaH, Kpenxo cjionceHHbiii), with gliding thews that swelled 
under a sun-bronzed hide scored with the white traces of old wounds (c 
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ne p e k a t bi b a io m h m h ch MycicyjiaMH, KOTOpBie pasayBaancb no# 6pOH30Boii ot 
cojiHH,a KOJKeii, H36op05K,neHHOH SenBiMH cne^aMH ot CTapbix paH; to score — 
denamb sapyduu, Memumb, ocmaejinmb ejiydoKue cjiedbi). Deep of chest and broad 
of shoulder and long of limb was he; his scanty costume of loinclout and sandals 
revealed his magnificent physique (/c/ Monmoii rpyubio n nmpOKHMH nnenaMH n 
,Hjihhhbimh KOiieHiiocTaMH 6biJi oh, ero CKyanoe oaeaiHie H3 nadeapeiiiioii iiobaskh 
n caiinajiHH pacKpbiBajio = ne CKpuecuio ero BejiHKOJiemioro Tejiocao>KeiiHM). His 
chest, shoulders, and back were burnt nearly as black as the natives of this land (ero 
rpyzjb, nneHH h cmma 6bijih 3aropeBiuHMH nonm Tax >xe AonepHa, KaK y abopnreHOB 
3TOH 3eMJTH). 

thews [Tju:z], broad [brO:d], scanty ['skxntl] 

Across this limitless waste, as the day died, a lone, silent figure trudged. It 
was a young giant, strongly built, with gliding thews that swelled under a sun- 
bronzed hide scored with the white traces of old wounds. Deep of chest and broad of 
shoulder and long of limb was he; his scanty costume of loinclout and sandals 
revealed his magnificent physique. His chest, shoulders, and back were burnt nearly 
as black as the natives of this land. 

The tangled locks of an unkempt mane of coarse black hair framed a grim, 
impassive face (cnyraHHbie npa^H BCKJiOKoneHHOH rpHBbi rpybbix bojioc obpaMJHuiH 
MpauHoe, SeccTpacTHoe Jinpo). Beneath scowling black brows, fierce eyes of burning 
blue roamed restlessly from side to side (no# HaxMypeHHbiMH nepHbiMH SpOBaivm 
5KHBbie rna3a, ropanme chhhm, pbicicajiH HeycTaHHO H3 CTOpOHbi b CTOpOHy) as he 
marched with a limber, tireless stride across the level lands (Kor^a oh rnaraji 
SbicipbiM HeyTOMHMbiM uiaroM nepe3 nnocKHe 3eMJiH = paemmbi ). His wary gaze 
pierced the thick, shadowy grasses on either side, reddened by the angry crimson 
of sunset (ero nacTopo>Keiiiibiii BsrjHm npomobiBan rycTbie TeHHCTbie TpaBbi, 
noKpacHeBrnne ot rpo3Horo MarmHOBoro upeTa 3aKaTa). Soon night would come 
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swiftly across Kush (cKOpo hohb HacTynHT dbiCTpo Haa KyuieM); under the gloom of 
its world-shadowing wings, danger and death would prowl the waste (no# cyMpaKOM 
ee 3aTeiunomHx Mnp KpbinbeB onacHOCTb h CMepib dyayr pbiCKaxb /no/ 
npocTOpaM/nycTomn). 

coarse [kO:s], hair [hFq], level [levl] 

The tangled locks of an unkempt mane of coarse black hair framed a grim, 
impassive face. Beneath scowling black brows, fierce eyes of burning blue roamed 
restlessly from side to side as he marched with a limber, tireless stride across the 
level lands. His wary gaze pierced the thick, shadowy grasses on either side, 
reddened by the angry crimson of sunset. Soon night would come swiftly across 
Kush; under the gloom of its world-shadowing wings, danger and death would prowl 
the waste. 

Yet the lone traveler, Conan of Cunmeria, was not afraid (ho oaHHOKHH 

nyTHHK, KoHaH H3 KHMMepHH, He donncn; to be afraid — donmbcn, 6bimb 
OomijUMcn). A barbarian of barbarians, bred on the bleak hills of distant Cunmeria, 
the iron endurance and fierce vitality of the wild were his (BapBap H3 BapBapOB, 
BOCHHTaHHBIH Ha XOJIOAHBIX XOJIMaX aaneKOH KHMMepHH, >KeJie3Haa BbIHOCJIHBOCTB 
h HencTOBaa mmynecTb auKapn 6biJi /npucymu/ eMy; wild — dedpu, dumn 
Mecmnocmb, ceododnoe/ ecmecmeennoe cocmonnue (nenoeeKa)), granting him 
survival where civilized men, though more learned, more courteous, and more 
sophisticated than he, would miserably have perished (aapyn eMy BbDKHBaHHe It 2 mI, 
rae u,HBHJiH30BaHHbie moan, xotb donee yneHbie, donee yHTHBbie h donee 
HCKymeHHbie, neM oh, npe3peHHO norndnH dbi). Although the wanderer had gone 
afoot for eight days, with no food save the game he had slain with the great Bamula 
hunting bow slung across his back (xotb CTpaHHinc men neuiKOM /ynce/ BOceMb 
Hiied de3 /HHKaKoii/ ruimu 3a HCKniOHenueM aunu, /KOTOpyio/ oh yd un c - U3 
donbmoro daMynbcxoro oxoTHHHbero nyKa, nepedpomeHHoro nepe3 nneno 3a 
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/ero/ cmmy), the mighty barbarian had nowhere nearly approached the limits of his 
strength (Moumbiii BapBap hhckojtbko He npHbjiH3HJica /k/ npe^enaM ero chjibi; to 
sling — eewarnb nepe3 nneno). 

eight [elt], nearly ['nlqll], mighty [’maltl] 

Yet the lone traveler, Conan of Cunmeria, was not afraid. A barbarian of 
barbarians, bred on the bleak hills of distant Cunmeria, the iron endurance and 
fierce vitality of the wild were his, granting him survival where civilized men, 
though more learned, more courteous, and more sophisticated than he, would 
miserably have perished. Although the wanderer had gone afoot for eight days, 
with no food save the game he had slain with the great Bamula hunting bow slung 
across his back, the mighty barbarian had nowhere nearly approached the limits of 
his strength. 

Long had Conan been accustomed to the Spartan life of the wilderness 
(flaBHO KoHaH npHBBiK k enapTaHCKOH 5KH3HH /b/ ,hhkoh MecTHOCTH; to be 
accustomed to — npuebimymb k). Although he had tasted the languid luxuries of 
civilized life in half the walled, glittering cities of the world, he missed them not 
(xoTfl oh nonpoboBaji be3>KH3nemibix nacnayKaeium u,HBHJiH30BaHH0H 5kh3hh b 
nonoBHHe obHeceHHBix CTeHaMH bjiHCTaiomHx ropo,nax MHpa, oh He CKynaji no 
hhm: «CKynan hx He»). He plodded on toward the distant horizon, now obscured by 
a murky purple haze (oh bpen flajibine k .naneicoMy roproomy, Tenepb 
3aTeMHeHHOMy MpamibiM SarpOBbiM TyMaHOM). 

tasted f'telstld], languid [’lxNgwId], horizon [hq'ralznl 

Long had Conan been accustomed to the Spartan life of the wilderness. 
Although he had tasted the languid luxuries of civilized life in half the walled, 
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glittering cities of the world, he missed them not. He plodded on toward the distant 
horizon, now obscured by a murky purple haze. 

Behind him lay the dense jungles of the black lands beyond Kush ( 3 a hum 
nencann rycTLie n>KynrnM wepiibix 3e1v1e.nL, 3 a KyrneM), where fantastic orchids 
blazed amid foliage of somber dark green (rae (jDaHTacTnnecKne opxnaen 

nnaMeHejin cpean jihctbli MpanHoro TeMHO-3ejieHoro /u,BeTa/), where fierce black 
tribes hacked a precarious living out of the smothering bush (rae CBHpenbie 

nepHbie nneMeHa aoBOJibCTBOBanncb onacHon ncH3Hbio /cpean/ yaymjiHBbix 
KycTapHHKOB), and where the silence of the dank, shadowed jungle pathways was 
broken only by the coughing snarl of the hunting leopard (n rae THinnHa BnancHbix 
TeHHCTbix TpommoK b aacynrnax Hapymanacb numb KainnaiouniM pbiwaiiueM 
oxoTameroca Jieonapaa), the grunt of the wild pig, the brassy trumpeting of the 
elephant (xpiOKaHbeM aHKoii cbhhbh, rpydbiM / MeTaanHaecKHM peBOM cnoHa), 
or the sudden scream of an angered ape (nan HeoacnaaHHbiM BonneM 

pa3rHeBaHHoii /neaoBeKOo6pa3Hon/ o6e3baHbi; to hack — pyOumb, cnocumb, 
npuHUMamb, ododpnmb, mecamb, nodpe3amb ). For over a year, Conan had dwelt 
there as the war chief of the powerful Bamula tribe (/ana/ donee roaa KoHaH 
nponcHJi TaM, Rax BoeHHbiii Boacab MorymecTBeHHoro SaMyabCKoro naeMeHn). At 
length the crafty black priests, jealous of his rise to power (HaKOHeu, xmpoyMHbie 
uepHbie acpeu,bi peBHHBbie ot = k ero B03BbimeHHio k Baacra) and resentful of his 
undisguised contempt for their bloodthirsty gods and their cruel, sanguinary rites (n 
Heroayiomne Ha ero HenpmcpbiToe npe3pemie k hx KpOBoacaaHbiM SoacKaM h hx 
acecTOKHM KpOBaBbiM pHTyaaaM), had poisoned the minds of the Bamula warriors 
against their white-skinned leader (oTpaBHan yMbi SaMyabCKHx bohhob /h 
HacTponaH hx/ npOTHB hx deaoKoacero npeaBoaHTena). 

length [leNT], crafty [krQ:ftI], jealous [’Gelqs] 
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Behind him lay the dense jungles of the black lands beyond Kush, where 
fantastic orchids blazed amid foliage of somber dark green, where fierce black tribes 
hacked a precarious living out of the smothering bush, and where the silence of the 
dank, shadowed jungle pathways was broken only by the coughing snarl of the 
hunting leopard, the grunt of the wild pig, the brassy trumpeting of the elephant, or 
the sudden scream of an angered ape. For over a year, Conan had dwelt there as 
the war chief of the powerful Bamula tribe. At length the crafty black priests, 
jealous of his rise to power and resentful of his undisguised contempt for their 
bloodthirsty gods and their cruel, sanguinary rites, had poisoned the minds of the 
Bamula warriors against their white-skinned leader. 

It had come about in this wise (oto npon3omjio tukhm o6pa30M; to come about 
— npoucxodumb, cjiyuambcn). A time of long, unbroken drought had come upon 
the tribes of the jungle (BpeMa aoJiron HenpeptiBHon 3acyxn HaBajimiocb Ha 
nneMeHa /pKyHrjieH; to come upon — uanacmb ua, uaeanumbCH Ha). With the 
shrinking of the rivers and the drying up of the water holes had come red, roaring 
war (c nepecBixaHHeM peic h BBicbixamieM Bonruibix CKBanom rip mlh a a KpOBaBaa, 
apocTHaa Boima), as the ebon tribes locked in desperate battle to secure the few 
remaining sources of the precious fluid (icoraa nepHbie: <o6eHOBbie» nneMeHa 
eu,enHJiHCb b OTnaflHHOH SnTBe, HTobbi 3 am,HTHTb HeMHorae ocTaBumecfl 3anacbi 
aparoiieHHon acnaKOCTH). Villages went up in flame; whole clans had been 
slaughtered and left to rot (nocemcH cropann b nnaiYienM, u,ern>ie KJiaHbi Sbijih 
ydriTbi h ocTaBJieHbi Ha BbiMHpaHHe; to rot — zmimb, pas.mzambcx; 
dezpadupoeamb). Then, in the wake of drought, famine, and war, had come plague 
to sweep the land (3aTeM nocne 3acyxn, ronoaa h bohhbi npumna nyMa, hto6bi 
BbiMecTH 3eMJiio = npoHecmucb / npoumucb Memjiou no seMJie; to sweep — 
CMemamb, CMbieamb, "cMaxueamb", cdpacbieamb unmeHcueubm demicemieM, 
necmucb, MuambCR, nponocumbcn; in the wake of — ua noeodyy, e KUJibeamepe, 
enocnedcmeuu ). 
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drought [draut], war [wO:], famine ['fxmln] 


It had come about in this wise. A time of long, unbroken drought had come 
upon the tribes of the jungle. With the shrinking of the rivers and the drying up of 
the water holes had come red, roaring war, as the ebon tribes locked in desperate 
battle to secure the few remaining sources of the precious fluid. Villages went up 
in flame; whole clans had been slaughtered and left to rot. Then, in the wake of 
drought, famine, and war, had come plague to sweep the land. 

The malicious tongues of the cunning priests laid these terrors to Conan (3Jibie 
a3MKH xHTpoyMHBix 5Kpeu,OB CBajiHJiH 3 th yacacbi Ha KoHaHa/ npuriMcann 3 th 
yacacbi KoHaHy). It was he, they swore, who had brought these disasters upon 
Bamula (sto 6biji oh = uMenno oh, KJianHCb ohh, /kto/ npHHec 3th SeacTBHa /Ha/ 
EaMyne 1 ; to swear). The gods were angry that a pale-skinned outlander had 
usurped the ornate stool of a long line of Bamula chieftains (6orn 6bijih cepaHTbi, 
hto 6jieflH0JiHU,BiH : HH03eMeu, y3ypnHpOBan SoraTO yKpameHHoe Kpecno ^jthhhoh 
uepeati 6aMyjibCKHx BO^aeii). Conan, they persisted, must be flayed and slain 
with a thousand ingenious torments upon the black altars of the devil-gods of the 
jungle (c KoHaHa, HacTaHBanH ohh, HyacHO coapaTb Koacy h ydHTb Tbicaueii 
H3o6peTaTejiBHBix nbiTOK Ha nepimix an Tap ax ataBOJibCKHx 6o>kkob a^ynmeii; to 
flay — ceeotceeamb, cdupamb KOJicy), or all the people would perish (hjth Bee moan 
iionidnyT). 

malicious [mq’ISqls], stool [stud], disaster [dI'zQ:stq] 

The malicious tongues of the cunning priests laid these terrors to Conan. It was 
he, they swore, who had brought these disasters upon Bamula. The gods were 
angry that a pale-skinned outlander had usurped the ornate stool of a long line of 

i Ha3BaHHe rmeMeHH, no/iooiroro Havioync. 

iTaMB o6meM-To «6jie,ino kovkhh». ho HaM 6nH>Ke «6jie,iHOJiHiu.iH». 
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Bamula chieftains. Conan, they persisted, must be flayed and slain with a thousand 
ingenious torments upon the black altars of the devil-gods of the jungle, or all the 
people would perish. 

Not relishing so grim a fate, Conan had made a swift, devastating reply (He 
oaodpaa Taicon y^KacHoii ynacTH, KoHaH aaji 6bictplih pa3pyuiHTejibHbiH otbct). 

A thrust through the body with his great northern broadsword had finished the 
high priest (yaap HacKB03t> Arena/ ero orpOMHBiM ceBepHBiM nanamoM npHKOHHHJi 
BepxoBHoro ncpeua). Then he had toppled the bloodstained wooden idol of the 
Bamula deity upon the other shamans and fled into the darkness of the 
surrounding jungle (noTOM oh onpOKHHyn OKpOBaBneHHoro aepeBamioro 
naona SaMynBCKoro SoncecTBa Ha apyrnx maMaHOB h ydencan bo TbMy 
OKpyncaiomHx n>Kynrneii; to flee — ydeeamb, ucne3amb). He had groped his 
way for many weary leagues northward (oh HCKan /cboh/ nyTt. MHoro 

yTOMHTenbHBix nnr k ceBepy), until he reached the region where the crowding 
forest thinned out and gave way to the open grasslands (norca /He/ He aocTHr 
paiioHa, rae Tecmnu,HH = eycmou nec nopeaen h ycTynnn OTKpbiTbiM nyraM; to 
give way — ycmynamb, noddaeambcn, omcmynamb). Now he meant to cross the 
savanna on foot to reach the kingdom of Kush (Tenepb oh HaMepeBanca nepecenb 
caBaHHy neimcoM, htoobi aocTHHb KOponeBCTBa Kym), where his barbaric strength 
and the weight of his sword might find him employment in the service of the 
dusky monarchs of that ancient land (rae ero BapBapcicaa cnna h Bee ero Mena Moran 
HaiiTH eMy padoTy Ha cny>K6e /y/ CMyrjibix MOHapxoB toh apeBiiefi 3eMJiH; to mean — 
UMemb e eudy, nodpa3yMeeamb, Hauepesamb cr) . 

reply [rl'plal], priest [pri:st], ancient ['elnSqnt] 

Not relishing so grim a fate, Conan had made a swift, devastating reply. A 
thrust through the body with his great northern broadsword had finished the high 
priest. Then he had toppled the bloodstained wooden idol of the Bamula deity 
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upon the other shamans and fled into the darkness of the surrounding jungle. 

He had groped his way for many weary leagues northward, until he reached the 
region where the crowding forest thinned out and gave way to the open 
grasslands. Now he meant to cross the savanna on foot to reach the kingdom of 
Kush, where his barbaric strength and the weight of his sword might find him em¬ 
ployment in the service of the dusky monarchs of that ancient land. 

Suddenly his thoughts were snatched away from contemplation of the past by 
a thrill of danger (Bapyr ero mbicjih Sbijih OTOpBama ot pa3MbimjieHHH o npomaoM 
flpojKbio onacHOCTn; to snatch — cpbieamb, eupbieamb). Some primal instinct of 
survival alerted him to the presence of peril (lieKHii H3iiaHaabiibiii hhcthhkt 
BbDKHBaHns npeaynpeami ero o npncyTCTBHH onacHoern). He halted and stared 
about him through the long shadows cast by the setting sun (oh ocTaHOBHJica n 
npHCTanbHO nocMOTpen BOKpyr ce6a ckbo3b .zpraHHbie Temi, OTbpacbiBaeMbie 
3axoaautHM cormpeM; to stare — npucmanbHO CMompemb, ycmaeunibcn, 
eejindbieambcn). As the hairs of his nape bristled with the touch of unseen 
menace, the giant barbarian searched the air with sensitive nostrils and probed 
the gloom with smoldering eyes (Kor^a bojiockh /Ha/ /ero/ 3aTbimce BCTarm 
AbiSoM c = om KacaHHa hobh^hmoh yrp03bi, rHraHTCKHH BapBap nccjieAOBan 
B03/tyx HyBCTBHTejibHbiMH H03,npaMH h npoutynaji MpaK ropa ui HMH raaaaMu). 
Although he could neither see nor smell anything, the mysterious sense of 
danger of the wilderness-bred told him that peril was near (xoia oh /He/ Mor hh 
yBH^eTb, hh yuyaTb nero-imSo / mmero, TaHHCTBeHHoe nyBCTBO onacHOCTH 
AHKO-B3pam,eHHoro = ebipocuieeo cpedu duKou npupodu noBe^ano eMy, hto 
onacHOCTb /6bina/ 6jth3ko). He felt the feathery touch of invisible eyes and he 
whirled to glimpse a pair of large orbs, glowing in the gloom (oh omyTHJi Jiericoe 
KacaHHe HeBH^HMbix rjia3, h oh noBepHynca, hto6bi yBH^eTb napy SonbmHx 
rna3, nbinaiomHx bo Mpaice; to feel — nyecmeoeamb (ce6n), oipyipamb). 

primal ['pralmql], cast [kQ:st], bristle [brlsl] 
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Suddenly his thoughts were snatched away from contemplation of the past by 
a thrill of danger. Some primal instinct of survival alerted him to the presence of 
peril. He halted and stared about him through the long shadows cast by the setting 
sun. As the hairs of his nape bristled with the touch of unseen menace, the giant 
barbarian searched the air with sensitive nostrils and probed the gloom with 
smoldering eyes. Although he could neither see nor smell anything, the 
mysterious sense of danger of the wilderness-bred told him that peril was near. 

He felt the feathery touch of invisible eyes and he whirled to glimpse a pair of 
large orbs, glowing in the gloom. 

Almost in the same instant, the blazing eyes vanished (nonra b to >Ke caMoe 
MraoBemie nbuiaiomne rjia3a iicne3Jin). So short had been his glimpse and so 
utter the disappearance that he was tempted to shrug off the sight as a product 
of his imagination (TaKHM KpaTKHM 6bijt ero B3raaa, n tbrum coBepmeHHbiM 
Hcne3HOBeHne, hto oh 6bijt ckjiohch otSpochtb BHaeHHe, Kaic noponcaemie ero 
(J)aHTa 3 HH). He turned and went forward again, but now he was on the alert (oh 
noBepHynca h nomen Bnepefl CHOBa, ho Tenepr. oh 6bijt Haneicy; on the alert — 
Haneuy). As he continued his journey, flaming eyes opened again amid the thick 
shadows of dense grasses, to follow his silent progress (Koraa oh npoaojDKHJi 
cboh nyrr., nbuiaioiHHe rjia3a pacKpbuiHCb CHOBa cpean rycTbix TeHeir rycToii 
TpaBbi, HToSbi npocneaHTb / 3 a/ ero 6e3MOJiBHbiM npoaBHaceHneM). Tawny, 
sinuous forms glided after him on soundless feet (TeMHO-ncenTbie BOJiHHCTbie 
4)opMbi CKOJib3HynH 3 a hhm Ha SecmyMHbix Jianax; tawny — pbiDtceeamo- 
Kopunneebiu; meMHO-otcejimbiu). The lions of Kush were on his track, lusting for 
hot blood and fresh flesh (jibbui Kyma 6bijih Ha ero cneae = iujiu no ezo caedy, 
chjibho >Kenaa ropaneii KpOBH h CBe>Kero Maca; to be on the track of — 
npecjiedoeamb, udmu no caedy, nanacmb na cned kozo-ji., to lust for — cmpacmno 
otcenamb ). 
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almost ['0:lmoust], product ['prOdqkt], again [q’ge(I)n] 


Almost in the same instant, the blazing eyes vanished. So short had been his 
glimpse and so utter the disappearance that he was tempted to shrug off the 
sight as a product of his imagination. He turned and went forward again, but now 
he was on the alert. As he continued his journey, flaming eyes opened again amid 
the thick shadows of dense grasses, to follow his silent progress. Tawny, sinuous 
forms glided after him on soundless feet. The lions of Kush were on his track, 
lusting for hot blood and fresh flesh. 


2. The Circle of Death 
(Kpyz cMepmu) 

An hour later, night had fallen over the savanna (nacoM no3>Ke hohb 

onycTHJiacb Ha# caBaHHoii; to fall — nadamt ), save for a narrow band of sunset 
glow along the western horizon (KpOMe y3Koii nonocBi 3aicaTHoro 3apeBa b^ojib 
3anaflHoro ropH30HTa), against which an occasional small, gnarled tree of the veldt 
stood up in black silhouette (Ha (J)OHe KOTOporo cjiynaimoe ManeHBKoe 

HCKpHBJieHHoe flepeBu,e CTenn no,n,HHMajiocB nepHBiM CHJiyaTOM). And Conan 
had almost reached the limits of his endurance (a KoHaH nonra ^ocTHr npe^enoB 
CBoeii bbihocjihbocth). Thrice lionesses had rushed upon him out of the shadows to 
right or to left (tphjk^bi jtbbhh,bi HaSpacBiBarmcB Ha Hero H3 TeHeii cnpaBa hjth 
cneBa). Thrice he had driven them off with the flying death of his arrows (tphvkttbt 
oh 3acTaBJiaji hx OTCTynHTB jieTam,eH CMepTBio ero CTpen; to drive off — 
3acmaeumb omcmynumb, cdepotcueanib). Although it was hard to shoot straight in 
the gathering dark (xoth /3to/ 6bijto Tpyano CTpenaTB mctko b codupaiomeHCH 
TeMHOTe), an explosive snarl from the charging cats had thrice told him of hits 
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(Hec^epJKaHHbiH punc /ot/ nanaaaiomux KomeK tphvkttbt coo6m,aji eMy 06 
yaapax/Bbiriaaax), although he had no way of knowing whether he had slain or only 
wounded the deadly predators (xotm oh HMeji Hmcaicoro cnocoda = xonw y nezo He 
6biJio cnocoda y 3 HaTB y6nji jih oh hjih tojibko paHHJi CMepTOHOCHBix xhih,hhkob). 

hour [’auq], thrice [Trals], straight [strelt] 

An hour later, night had fallen over the savanna, save for a narrow band of 
sunset glow along the western horizon, against which an occasional small, gnarled 
tree of the veldt stood up in black silhouette. And Conan had almost reached the 
limits of his endurance. Thrice lionesses had rushed upon him out of the shadows to 
right or to left. Thrice he had driven them off with the flying death of his arrows. 
Although it was hard to shoot straight in the gathering dark, an explosive snarl from 
the charging cats had thrice told him of hits, although he had no way of knowing 
whether he had slain or only wounded the deadly predators. 

But now his quiver was empty, and he knew it was only a matter of time before 
the silent marauders pulled him down (ho TenepB ero KOJinaH 6biji nycT, h oh 3Haji, 
hto 3 to 6bijio jthihb ,n,ejiOM BpeMeHH, npe^Kne neM MOJinajiHBBie Mapo/tepBi 3aBanaT 
ero; to know — 3Hamb; to pull down — cmajiKueanib, cdpacbieamb; cdueamb c noz ) 
There were eight or ten lions on his track now, and even the grim barbarian felt a 
pang of despair (ItzlmI 6bijio boccmb hjih ^ecaTB jibbob Ha ero cjie^e = wjiu no ezo 
cjiedy TenepB, h jisljkq MpammiH BapBap now y bctb o b an 6 ojib OTiaamiH). Even if his 
mighty sword accounted for one or two of the attackers, the rest would tear him to 
gory pieces before he could slash or thrust again (^a>xe ecjin /6bi/ ero MorymiH Men 
y6nji oauoro hjih aeyx /h 3 / uanaaaiomux. ocTajiBHBie pa30pBann 6bi ero Ha 
KpOBaBBie KycKH, npejK^e neM oh Mor 6bi pySaHyru hjih y^apHTB CHOBa = nanecmu 
pydmpuu ujiu Kojuoipuu ydap\ to account for — ydumb, ynuumootcumb; to thrust — 
KOJiomb, npomamb, nanocumb KOJiwipuu ydap). Conan had encountered lions 
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before and knew their enormous strength, which enabled them to pick up and drag a 
whole zebra as easily as a cat does a mouse (KoHaH CTanKHBajica /co/ ntBaMu 

npe>Kae n 3Haji nx orpOMHyio cuay, KOTopaa no3BOJiajia hm noanaTb h noTamHTb 
ueayio 3e6py Tax ace aerKO, xax Komxa aenaeT = necem Mbinncy; does 3decb 
3dMemem CMbicnoeou znazoji, nmodu uavnonumb noemop ). Although Conan was 
one of the strongest men of his time, once a lion got its claws and teeth into him that 
strength would be no more effective than drat of a small child (xoTa KoHaH dbur 
oahhm H3 CHJitHeHuiHx jno,neH cBoero BpeMeHn, o^Haac^Bi = Koeda JieB boh3ht 
cboh Korra n 3y6bi b Hero, 3Ta cnjia dyzjeT He donee .neHCTBemroH, ueM 
pyraTenbCTBo: «npOBaimcb; hto6 Te6a» Manoro pedemca; drat — npoeanucb mu!, 
nponadu mu nponadoM!). 

quiver ['kwlvq], despair [dls'pFq], mouse [maus] 

But now his quiver was empty, and he knew it was only a matter of time before 
the silent marauders pulled him down. There were eight or ten lions on his track 
now, and even the grim barbarian felt a pang of despair. Even if his mighty sword 
accounted for one or two of the attackers, the rest would tear him to gory pieces 
before he could slash or thrust again. Conan had encountered lions before and knew 
their enormous strength, which enabled them to pick up and drag a whole zebra as 
easily as a cat does a mouse. Although Conan was one of the strongest men of his 
time, once a lion got its claws and teeth into him that strength would be no more 
effective than drat of a small child. 

Conan ran on (KoHaH node>Kaji tannine / npOAOJincaji dencaTb). Ele had been 
running now for the better part of an hour, with a long, loping stride that ate up 
the leagues (oh derail Tenepb /yace/ donbwyio wacTb waca ^jihhhbim 
pa3MauiHCTbiM rnaroM, KOTOpbih nojKHpan auru). At first he had run effortlessly 
(cHauana oh derail de3 ycnjiHii; effort — ycwiue), but now the grueling exertions of 
his flight through the black jungles and his eight-day trek across the plain began to 
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take their toll (ho Tenepr. rnnypniomiie yen,™ a ero npoSera nepes nepiibie n'/Kynr,™ 
h ero BOCbMHaHeBHtiH nepexoa no paBHHHe Hanan hmctb /hx/ nocneacTBHa = 
Hcmami CKa3bieambCR: «Hcmcmu 6panib cbojo nouuiuny / danb»). His eyes blurred; 
the muscles of his legs ached (ero raa3a 3aTyMaHHJiHCB, MycKyjiBi ero Hor done™). 
Every beat of his bursting heart seemed to drain away the strength remaining in his 
giant form (Ka^biii yaap ero paspbiBaiomeroca cepnua, Kaaanocb, 
BbicacbiBaeT/HCTomaeT cnny, ocTaBinyioca b ero niraiiTCKoii cjmrype). 

part [pQ:t], began [bl'gxn], drain [dreln] 

Conan ran on. He had been running now for the better part of an hour, with a 
long, loping stride that ate up the leagues. At first he had run effortlessly, but now 
the grueling exertions of his flight through the black jungles and his eight-day trek 
across the plain began to take their toll. His eyes blurred; the muscles of his legs 
ached. Every beat of his bursting heart seemed to drain away the strength remaining 
in his giant form. 

He prayed to his savage gods for the moon to emerge from the dense, stormy 
clouds that veiled most of the sky (oh MOJiHJica cbohm ^HKapCKHM 6oraM, hto6bi 
nyHa BBiiHJia: «aaa nyHBi bbihth» H3 nnoTHBix rp030BBix Tyw, KOTOpBie CKpMJiH 
SojiBinyio nacTB He6a; veil — noKpbieano, eyanb ). He prayed for a hillock or a tree 
to break the gently rolling flatness of the plain, or even a boulder against which he 
could set his back to make a last stand against the pride (oh mojihjicb, hto6bi 

XOJIMHK HJIH aepeBO HapyiHHJlH pOBHO THIiymyiOCH nJTOCKOCTB paBHHHBI, HJIH 
fla>Ke rjiBida, k KOTOpoii oh Mor npHCJiOHHTB cboio cnHHy, /hto6bi/ OKa3aTB 
nocne^Hee conpoTHBJieHHe /npOTHB/ npan^y 1 ). 

savage ['sxvIG], emerge [I'mq: G], stormy ['stO:mI] 

13/ieci> 3to He «rop,iocTb», a ntBHHoe ccmchctbo, b KOTopoe bxo/iht o,ihh neB h hcckojibko jibbhii. noKa rjiaBa 
ceMeiicTBa pa3MbiniJMeT o npo6neMax MHpoBoro MacniTa6a, caMKH oxotmtch. H ceHqac neB, no -bhmom y , He 
3axoTen CBH iBiBaTBca c KaKHM-TO BapBapoM jihhho, a nocnan Ha /[eno jtbbhii. 
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He prayed to his savage gods for the moon to emerge from the dense, stormy 
clouds that veiled most of the sky. He prayed for a hillock or a tree to break the 
gently rolling flatness of the plain, or even a boulder against which he could set his 
back to make a last stand against the pride. 

But the gods heard not (ho 6orn He ycnbimajiH). The only trees in this 
region were dwarfish, thorny growths (eaHHCTBeHHMMH aepeBbaMH b otom 
pairoHe 6bijih KapjnncoBBie Komomie nepeBua: «nopocjm»; dwarf — KapjiuK; 
thorn — KomoHKa, tuun), which rose to a height of six or eight feet and then spread 
their branches out horizontally in a mushroom shape (KOTOpbie noaHHMajmcb Ha 
BBicoTy mecTH hjih bocbmh (|)yTOB = wecmu-eocbMU <pymoe, a noTOM 
npocTHpajiH cboh BeTBH ropH30HTajiBHO b (j)opMe rpnba). If he managed to 
climb such a tree despite the thorns (ecjiH 6bi oh CMor 3a6paTbca Ha TaKoe 
aepeBO, HecMOTpa Ha kojhohkh), it would be easy for the first lion to reach the 
base to spring upon him from below and bear him to the ground in one leap (/oto/ 
6bijio 6bi nerKO jpm nepBoro jiBBa — aocthhb ocHOBamia, /hto6bi/ npbirHyrb Ha 
Hero CHH3y h CTam,HTB ero Ha 3eMJiio o^hhm npbDKKOM; to manage — cmoub, 
yMydpumbcri). The only hillocks were termite nests (eaHHCTBeHHbiMH xonMHKaMH 
6buiH TepMHTHbie rueaaa = mepMumnuKu), some rising several feet in height but 
too small for purposes of defense (HeKOTOpbie noaHHMajmcb /Ha/ HecKOJibKO 
(|)yTOB b BbicoTy, ho /SbiJin/ cjiHmKOM Majibi ana ueneii odopOHbi). There was 
nothing to do but run on (/TaM/ 6biJio nnwero nenaTb = dernmb 6biJio neneeo 1 , KpOMe 
Kax SeacaTb nan bme / npoaonacaTb SeacaTb). 

termite ['tq:malt], purpose ['pq:pqsl, defense [dl'fensl 

But the gods heard not. The only trees in this region were dwarfish, thorny 
growths, which rose to a height of six or eight feet and then spread their branches 

i 6 mjio BeHcpoM. HHTepecHO, C. MaxanKOB mnan o KoHaHe, hjih npocTO coBnano. 

MyjibmuH 3 biK 060 u npoeKtn Mjibu (PpcuiKci www. franklang. ru 109 




out horizontally in a mushroom shape. If he managed to climb such a tree despite 
the thorns, it would be easy for the first lion to reach the base to spring upon him 
from below and bear him to the ground in one leap. The only hillocks were termite 
nests, some rising several feet in height but too small for purposes of defense. 

There was nothing to do but run on. 

To lighten himself, he had cast aside the great hunting bow when he had spent 
his last shaft, although it wrenched his heart to throw away the splendid weapon 
(/hto6bi/ odjieruHTLca 1 , oh otSpochji / b CTOpOHy/ Sojibihoh oxothhhhh nyr, Koma 
noTpamn cboio nocne^HioK) CTpeny, xora oto npHumouio Mynemre ero cep,zmy — 
BbidpocHTB OTJiHHHoe opymie; to wrench — eueepmueamb, eupueamb; Mynumb, 
npuuummb cmpadanue, 6ojib). Quiver and straps soon followed (KOJinaH h 
peMeuiKii BCKOpe nocneflOBajiH / 3 a nyKOM/). He was now stripped to a mere loin- 
clout of leopard skin (oh 6bijt TenepB pa3^eT po oahoh Ha6e,npeHHOH noBa3KH H3 
neonapAOBOH mKypBi; loins — noncnuifa), the high-laced sandals that clad his feet 
(caH^ajiHH c bbicokoh HiHypOBKOH, KOTOpbie yKpbiBanH ero CTynHH), his goatskin 
water bag (ero Syp^Knca ^jia bo^bi), and the heavy broadsword, which he now 
carried scabbarded in one fist (h T^DKenoro nanama, KOTOpBiii oh ceirnac Hec b 
HOJKH ax b o^hom KyjiaKe; scabbard — nootcnbi). To part with these would mean 
surrendering his last hope (paccTaTBca c 3thmh = omum 03Hanajio 6bi OTKa3aTBca 
ot iiocaeaneii naae>KaBi; to surrender — cdambcn, Kanumyjiupoeamb, omKasambcn 
om ). 

bow [bqu], last [lQ:st], fist [fist] 

To lighten himself, he had cast aside the great hunting bow when he had spent 
his last shaft, although it wrenched his heart to throw away the splendid weapon. 

Quiver and straps soon followed. He was now stripped to a mere loin-clout of 
leopard skin, the high-laced sandals that clad his feet, his goatskin water bag, and 

1 B xopomeM CMbicne 3Toro enema. A bbi hto no,iy\iajiH? 
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the heavy broadsword, which he now carried scabbarded in one fist. To part with 
these would mean surrendering his last hope. 

The lions were now almost at his heels (jibbm 6mjth = iujiu Tenepb nonTii no 
roiTaM; to be at one’s heels — cnedoeamb no mmaju). He could smell the strong 
reek of their lithe bodies and hear their panting breath (oh Mor uyaTb cnjibiibiH 

/nenpmmibm/ 3anax nx nidKux Ten n cnbimaTb nx Tnncenoe/nbixTnmee nbixanue; 
to pant — uacmo u nmjice.no duiuamb, 3aduxambCR). Any moment, now, they 
would close in upon him, and he would be making his last furious fight for life 
before they pulled him down (/b/ jik>6oh momcht Tenepb ohh npudnimTCfl k HeMy, 
oh 6yaeT Becra cboh nocneAHHH npocTHbiii doii 3a 5kh3hb, npe>Kfle neM ohh 
flodepyTca po Hero; to close in upon — npu6jiu3umbcn c ijejibK) nanadenm). 

heels [hi:lz], reek [ri:k], breath [breT] 

The lions were now almost at his heels. He could smell the strong reek of their 
lithe bodies and hear their panting breath. Any moment, now, they would close in 
upon him, and he would be making his last furious fight for life before they pulled 
him down. 

He expected his pursuers to follow their age-old tactics (oh oncnaan, /hto/ ero 
npecjieAOBaTejiH nocneflOBaTt. = nocnedyjom hx bckoboh TaKTHKe). The oldest male 
— the chief of the pride — would follow directly behind him, with the younger 
males on either flank (caMBiii CTapmun caMeu, — raaBa npaifna 1 — nocneAyeT 
npaMO 3a hhm c donee mojio,hbimh caMu,aMH Ha xancaoM cj)jiaHre = na o6oux 
(paamax). The swifter lionesses would range ahead on either side in a crescent 
formation until they were far enough ahead of him to close the circle and trap him 
(donee dbiCTpBie nbBHu,Bi BbiCTponTcn /b pa#/ Bnepe^H no odeHM CTOpOHaM 


i HeT, Bce-TaKH rnaBa ce\ieHCTBa nornen Ha .neno, xoniiee Ha Teno KoHaHa, KOToptiM ohh Bee xoTeJiH 
nojiaKOMHTbca. Ho hvct Moe cep,xne. hto He oypeT BapBapcKoe «Teno» b nuiane. 
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CTpoeM b Bnpe noayMecapa, noKa ohh /He/ dynyr pocTaTOHHO paaeico Bnepepn 
Hero, hto6bi 3aMKHyTB Kpyr h noHMaTb ero; ahead of — enepedu ). Then they 
would all rush in upon him at once, making any effective defense impossible (3aTeM 
ohh Bee HadpocaTca Ha Hero cpa3y, aeaaa modyio 3(j)(})eKTHBnyio odopony 
HeB03M05KH0H). 

chief [tSi:f], flank [flxNk], range [relnG] 

He expected his pursuers to follow their age-old tactics. The oldest male — the 
chief of the pride — would follow directly behind him, with the younger males on 
either flank. The swifter lionesses would range ahead on either side in a crescent 
formation until they were far enough ahead of him to close the circle and trap him. 

Then they would all rush in upon him at once, making any effective defense 
impossible. 

Suddenly, the land was flooded with light (Bppyr 3eMaa 6biJia = 0Ka3anacb 
3ajiHTa cbctom). The round silver eye of the rising moon glared down upon the 
broad plains (Kpyrjibih cepeopmibiii raa3 BoexoaaLueii nyHbi a pro ocBemji 
mnpOKHe paBHHHbi), bathing the racing figure of the giant barbarian with her 
gaze (oMbrnaa necymyioca (jmrypy rnraHTCKoro BapBapa ee BaraaaoM) and drawing 
lines of pale silver fire along the rippling sinews of the lions (n pncya jihhhh H3 
daepHoro cepedpncToro oraa no crpyamnMca MbimpaM abBOB) as they loped at his 
heels, washing their short, silken fur with her ghostly radiance (icorpa ohh deacaan 
BnpnnpbDKKy no ero naTaM, OMbiBaa nx KOpOTKyio ineaKOBHCTyio mepCTb ee 
npn3panHbiM cnsmnQW, fur — a?ex'; ghost — npueudenue, npu3paK; dyx). 

flooded [’flAdld], round [raund], silver [’sllvq] 


i Ho mli-to 3HaeM, mto y jtijBob niepcTt, a He Mex. 
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Suddenly, the land was flooded with light. The round silver eye of the rising 
moon glared down upon the broad plains, bathing the racing figure of the giant 
barbarian with her gaze and drawing lines of pale silver fire along the rippling 
sinews of the lions as they loped at his heels, washing their short, silken fur with her 
ghostly radiance. 

Conan's wary eye caught the moonfire on rippling fur ahead to his left 
(HacTOpOKeHHbiii rna3 KoHaHa noHMan JiyHHbiii cbct Ha KonebmoineMca Mexe 
Bnepe^n cneBa ot Hero: «k ero neBOMy»), and he knew that the encirclement was 
nearly complete (h oh y3Han = nonm, hto OKpy>KeHHe 6bijto nonra 3aBepmeHo: 
«nojiHbiM»). As he braced himself to meet the charge (Kor^a oh b3hji ce6a b pyKH, 
HTodbi BCTpeTHTb aTaicy; to brace — oxeambieamb, ocpyjicamb, ononcueamb; 
nodnoncbieamb(cn); codupamb cefm e KyxaK; naupmamb), however, he was 
astounded to see the same lioness veer off and halt (o^mico oh 6biJi royMJieH, 
yBH^eTb = yeudee, Kaic Ta >Ke caMaa jibBima CBepHyna h ocTaHOBHJiacb). In two 
strides he was past her (b ^Ba mara oh 6biji mhmo Hee = oh odoznaji ee). As he 
went, he saw that the young lioness on his right had also stopped short (Kor^a oh 
npoxoAHJi, oh yBH^eji, hto Mono^aa nbBHu,a cnpaBa ot Hero Toace pe3KO 
ocTaHOBHJiacb: «ocTaHOBHJiacb kopotko»). She squatted motionless on the grass with 
tail twitching and lashing (oHa npunana Heno^BHacHO k TpaBe c xboctom 
noapariiBaiomiiM h CTeraiomiiM = nodpaeuean u cmeean xeocmoM ). A curious 
sound, half roar and half wail, came from her fanged jaws (crpaHHbiH 3Byx, 

HanonoBHHy pbmamie h HanojiOBHHy boh, BbipBanca H3 ee KJibiKacTbix HeaiocTeu; 
fang — KjibiK). 

went [wentj, young [jAN], right [ralt] 

Conan's wary eye caught the moonfire on rippling fur ahead to his left, and he 
knew that the encirclement was nearly complete. As he braced himself to meet the 
charge, however, he was astounded to see the same lioness veer off and halt. In two 
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strides he was past her. As he went, he saw that the young lioness on his right had 
also stopped short. She squatted motionless on the grass with tail twitching and 
lashing. A curious sound, half roar and half wail, came from her fanged jaws. 

Conan dared to slow his run and glance back (KoHaH ocMejiHJica 3aMeaJiHTb 
cboh 6er n orjnmyTbca Ha3a,n). To his utter astonishment, he saw that the entire 
pride had halted as if at some invisible barrier (k ero KpaimeMy royMJieHmo oh 
yBHaen, hto Beet npaifo, ocTaHOBHJica, Kaic Sy^TO y Heicoero HeBHaHMoro 
baptepa). They stood in a snarling line with fangs gleaming like silver in the 
moonlight (ohh CToaim pbinameh numieii c KJibiKaMH, SnecTamriMH, KaK cepebpo b 
jiyHHOM CBeTe). Earth-shaking roars of baffled rage came from their throats 
(co^porarommi 3eMJiio pbiK HeAoyMeHHoii apocTH pa3^ajica H3 hx tjiotok; to baffle 
— cmaeumb e mynuK; cdueamb c mojiKy ). 

glance [glQrnsj, entire [In'talq], line [lalnj 

Conan dared to slow his run and glance back. To his utter astonishment, he saw 
that the entire pride had halted as if at some invisible barrier, They stood in a 
snarling line with fangs gleaming like silver in the moonlight. Earth-shaking roars of 
baffled rage came from their throats. 

Conan's eyes narrowed thoughtfully, and his scowling brows knotted in 
puzzlement (rna3a KoHaHa cy3Hjmcb 3aayMHHBO, a ero HaxMypeHHbie 6pOBH 
conuiHCb b 3aMemaTejibCTBe). What had halted the pride at the very moment when 
they had made sure of their prey? (hto ocTaHOBHJio npaifn, b tot caMbiH momcht, 
Kor^a ohh ySeaHJiHCb b hx Aobbine = nmo ux do6bma ne ycKOJib3Heml ) What 
unseen force had annulled the fury of the chase? (Kaicaa HeBHaHMaa cnna 

noracHJia apocTb noroHH?) He stood for a moment facing them, sword in hand 
(oh CToan MTHOBeHHe jihu,om k hhm, /a,ep5Ka/ Men b pyxe), wondering if they 
would resume their charge (cnpaniHBaa ce6a, /h e/ B03o6HOBaT jth ohh aTaxy). But 
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the lions stayed where they were (ho jibBbi ocTaBaimcb It&mI, rae ohii 6bijih = na 
moM oice Mecme), growling and roaring from foam-dripping jaws (BOpna n ptma = 

U3daean eopnanue u puK H3 nemocTeH, c KOTOpBix CTexana neHa: «neHOH- 
KanaKmiHx HemocTeuv). 

puzzlement [’pAzlmqnt], sure [Suq], resume [rl'zju:m] 

Conan's eyes narrowed thoughtfully, and his scowling brows knotted in 
puzzlement. What had halted the pride at the very moment when they had made 
sure of their prey? What unseen force had annulled the fury of the chase? He 
stood for a moment facing them, sword in hand, wondering if they would resume 
their charge. But the lions stayed where they were, growling and roaring from 
foam-dripping jaws. 

Then Conan observed a curious thing (3aTeM KoHaH 3aMeTHJi ruodonbiTHyio 
Bemt). The place where the lions had halted seemed to mark a line of demarcation 
across the plain (mccto, rae jibbbi ocTaHOBHJiHCb, Ka3ajiocb, OTMenaeT 
aeMapKau,HOHHyio jthhhio nepe3 / no paBrnme). On the further side grew thick, 
long, lush grasses (Ha ^ajiBHeii CTOpOHe pocira rycTBie, anHHHbie, commie TpaBBi). 

At the invisible boundary, however, the grass became thin, stubbly, and ill-nourished 
(y HeBH,n,HMOH rpammbi, OAHaico, TpaBa CTana pe^Kon, KomoHeii h nnoxo 
BCKOpMJieHHOH = hcixjiou ; to become — cmaHoeumbcn ), with broad patches of bare 
earth (c mnpoKHMH ynacTKaMH rojioii 3eMjm). Although Conan could not clearly 
distinguish colors by moonlight alone, it seemed to him that the grasses on the hither 
side of the line lacked the normal green color of growing things (xoth KoHaH He 
Mor neTKO pa3JiHnaTB u,BeTa npn o^hom nyHHOM CBeTe, Oto/ Ka3ajiocB eMy, hto 
T paBaM Ha 3 toh / SjiHJKHeii CTOpOHe hhhhh = no omy cmopony jiuhuu 
HeaocTaeT HOpManbHoro 3eneHoro upeTa pacTeHHii: «pacTyiu,Hx Beiu,eH»; to 
lack — ne xeamamb, nedocmaeamb). Instead, the grasses around his feet 
seemed dry and gray, as if leached of all vitality (bmccto 3Toro TpaBbi BOKpyr ero 


Myji b in im 3 ti k o so it npoeKm Hjibu OpauKa www. franklang. ru 


115 



Hor Ka3ajmcb cyxHMH h cepbiMii, Kaic 6ya,TO munemibie Bceii 3KH3 h e cn oco 6n oc tm = 
ecex Jicirmetitibix cun; to leach — ebiiqenamwamb). 


across [A'krOs], clearly [’kllqll], vitality [val'txlltl] 

Then Conan observed a curious thing. The place where the lions had halted 
seemed to mark a line of demarcation across the plain. On the further side grew 
thick, long, lush grasses. At the invisible boundary, however, the grass became thin, 
stubbly, and ill-nourished, with broad patches of bare earth. Although Conan could 
not clearly distinguish colors by moonlight alone, it seemed to him that the grasses on 
the hither side of the line lacked the normal green color of growing things. Instead, 
the grasses around his feet seemed dry and gray, as if leached of all vitality. 

To either side (no o6e CTOpOHbi: «k Ka^cfloii CTOpOHe (h3 ^Byx)»), in the bright 
moonlight (b apKOM CBeTe nyHbi), he could see the region of dead grasses curve 
away into the distance (oh Mor bh^ctb, Ikslk/ paiioH MepTBBix TpaB rorndaeTca 
B^ajib), as if he stood alone in a vast circle of death (icaic Sy^To/cjiOBHO oh ctobjt o^hh 
b orpOMHOM: «o6mnpHOM» Kpyre CMepra). 

see [si:], dead [ded], circle [sq:kl] 

To either side, in the bright moonlight, he could see the region of dead grasses 
curve away into the distance, as if he stood alone in a vast circle of death. 


3. The Black Citadel 
( l lepnan numadenb) 
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Although he still ached with weariness, the brief pause had given Conan the 
strength to continue his progress (xotm oh eme 6onen = ucnbimbiean 6onb c = om 
ycTanocTH, KOpOTKaa nay3a a ana KoHaHy cnjiy npoaoiDKHTb /ero/ aBM/Kemie). 
Since he did not know the nature of the invisible line that had halted the lions (Tax 
KaK oh He 3Han npHpoaw HeBHaHMoii jihhhh, KOTOpaa ocTaHOBHJia jibBOB), he 
could not tell how long this mysterious influence would continue to hold them at 
bay (oh He Mor CKa3aTb, HacKOJibKO aonro 3to TaHHCTBeHHoe BanaHHe 6yaeT 
npoaoaacaTBca, hto6bi yaepncaTb hx nepea 3araaHHOH /b yroa, b Tyrone/ aodbmeii; 
at bay — e 6e36uxoduoM nonootcemiu, e nojioDicemm 3a2uauHou j/cepmsbi; bay — 
6yxma, 3anue; nojioDtceuue saznauiioeo e yzoji, 6e36bixodnoe nonoj/ceHue). 
Therefore he preferred to put as much distance between the pride and himself as 
possible (noaTOMy oh npeanonea ocTaBHTB KaK mokho Soatmee paccToaHHe Meacay 
npaiiaoM h co6oh; to put — Kjiacmb, nojiootcumb; as much as possible — kok 

Moofcuo dojibiue). 


pause [pO:zl, how [hau], much [mAtS] 


Although he still ached with weariness, the brief pause had given Conan the 
strength to continue his progress. Since he did not know the nature of the invisible 
line that had halted the lions, he could not tell how long this mysterious influence 
would continue to hold them at bay. Therefore he preferred to put as much 
distance between the pride and himself as possible. 


Soon he saw a dark mass take form out of the dimness ahead of him (Bcxope 
oh yBHaen TeMHyio Maccy, /KOTOpaa/ npHHHMana (|)opiviy H3 MyraocTH = Mymuou 
dbiMKU nepea hhm). He went forward even more warily than before, sword in hand 
and eyes searching the hazy immensities of this domain (oh men Bnepea aa>xe 
donee ycTano, neM npencae, Id mchom b pyice h ma3aMH, odtiCKHBaiomHMH 
iieaciibie npocTpaHCTBa 3toh TeppHTOpHH; immensity — 6e3Mepuocmb, 
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HeoO'bMmHocmb). The moonlight was still brilliant (aymibin cbct 6biJi eme 
CBepKaiomHM), but its radiance became obscure with distance as if veiled by some 
thickening haze (ho ero chmuhc cxajio TycKJibiM Ha paccToaroiH, cjiobho 

noKpbiToe KaKOH-TO crymaiomeHca abiMKoii). So, at first, Conan could make 
nothing of the black, featureless mass that lifted out of the plain before him 
(noaTOMy CHanajia KoHaH /He/ Mor pa3o6paTb imnero H3 Hepnou 

HeBBipa3HTejiBHOH Maccr.1, KOTOpaa noaiiHMajiacb H3 aonHiibi nepea krm\ feature 
— ocodennocmb, xapaKinepucm nepma; demaub, npmnaK, ceoucmeo ), save for its 
size and its stillness (xpoMe ee pa3Mepa h ee HenoafimKHOCTH) . Like some colossal 
Idol of primitive devil worship (icaic hckhh KOJioccanbHbiHHaoji nepBodbiTHoro 
HenncToro noKJiOHemia; devil — dbxeon ), hewn from a mountain of black stone by 
some unknown being in time's dawn (BbicenemibiH H3 ropbi uepHoro Kaivma KaKHM-TO 
Hen3BecTHBiM cymecTBOM Ha 3ape BpeMeH; to hew — euceKamb, eumecbieamb), the dark 
mass squatted motionless amid the dead gray grass (TeMHaa Macca cnaena 

Heno,ztBH 5 KHO cpe^n MepTBoii cepoh TpaBBi; to squat — cudemb ua KopmouKax; 
cadumbcn 

ua KopmouKu; npunadamb k 3eMJie). 

primitive [’prlmltlv], worship [wq:SIp], hewn [hju:nl 

Soon he saw a dark mass take form out of the dimness ahead of him. He went 
forward even more warily than before, sword in hand and eyes searching the hazy 
immensities of this domain. The moonlight was still brilliant, but its radiance 
became obscure with distance as if veiled by some thickening haze. So, at first, 

Conan could make nothing of the black, featureless mass that lifted out of the 
plain before him, save for its size and its stillness. Like some colossal Idol of 
primitive devil worship, hewn from a mountain of black stone by some unknown 
being in time's dawn, the dark mass squatted motionless amid the dead gray grass. 

As Conan came nearer, details emerged from the dark, featureless blur (Koraa 
KoHaH noAomea 6;m/Ke, noapodnocTH bo3hhkjth H3 tcmhbix neaciibix OHepTamm; 
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blur — KjmKca, pacruibiemeecn rmnwo; nencnbie onepmanun). He saw that it was a 
tremendous edifice, which lay partly in mins on the plains of Kush (oh yBHaen, hto 
oto 6bijio orpOMHoe coopy>KeHHe, KOTOpoe aoKaao HacTmmo b pyHHax Ha 
paBHHHax Kyma) — a colossal structure erected by unknown hands for some 
nameless purpose (mnoccajibHoe CTpoemie, B03a,BHmyToe HeH3BecTHBiMH pyicaMH 
ana KaKoii-TO HeacHoii u,ejm). It looked like a castle or fortress of some sort, but of 
an architectural type that Conan had never seen (oho Bbirjiaaejio kuk / 6bijto 
noxoace Ha 3aMOK hjih KpenocTB HeKoero BH^a, ho apxHTeKTypHoro THna, 
KOTOpBiH KoHaH mncoryja /He/ BH.zje.ji; to look like — noxodumb ua, 6bimb 
noxoDKUM ua). Made of dense black stone (c^enaHHoe H3 nnoTHoro uepHoro xaMHa), 
it rose in a complex facade of pillars and terraces and battlements (oho 
noaHHManocb cocTaBHbiM (jjaca^OM H3 kojiohh h Teppac h ctch c 6oHmm,aMH), 
whose alignment seemed oddly awry (uba BbipaBHeHHOCTb Ka3anacb CTpaHHO 
ae^opMHpOBaHHoii; awry — Kpueou, ucKajtceHHbiu). It baffled the view (oto 
nopa^Kaao: «nopa>Kajio, cbriBano c TOJiKy BHaeHHe»). The eye followed mind-twisting 
curves that seemed subtly wrong, weirdly distorted (raa3 cjieaoBan 3a 

ronoBOKpyjKHTeribHbiMH H3rn6aMH, KOTOpbie Ka3ajmcb HeyjiOBHMO HenpaBHJibHbiMH, 
CTpaHHO HCKajKeHHbiMH; mind — pa3yj\i; to twist — Kpymumb, cwiemamb(cn)). The 
huge structure gave the impression of a chaotic lack of order, as if its builders had 
not been quite sane (orpoMHoe CTpoeHHe ^aBano BneuaTJieHHe xaoTHuecKoro 
OTcyTCTBHa nopa^xa, cjiobho ero CTpOHTejiH 6bum He coBceM b cbocm yMe; sane — 
3dopo6biu ncuxunecKu, e ceoeM yMe). 

castle [kQ:sl], fortress [TO:trIs], awry [q'ral] 

As Conan came nearer, details emerged from the dark, featureless blur. He saw 
that it was a tremendous edifice, which lay partly in mins on the plains of Kush — a 
colossal structure erected by unknown hands for some nameless purpose. It looked 
like a castle or fortress of some sort, but of an architectural type that Conan had 
never seen. Made of dense black stone, it rose in a complex facade of pillars and 
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terraces and battlements, whose alignment seemed oddly awry. It baffled the view. 
The eye followed mind-twisting curves that seemed subtly wrong, weirdly distorted. 
The huge structure gave the impression of a chaotic lack of order, as if its builders 
had not been quite sane. 

Conan wrenched his gaze from the vertiginous curves of this misshapen mass of 
masonry, merely to look upon which made him dizzy (KoHaH OTOpBan /cboh/ B3rnaa 
OT r0JI0B0Kpy5KHTeJlbHBIXH3rn60B 3TOH ypOaJIHBOH rJTBldbl / H CKy cctb a/ Ka m e i n i oM 
KJiaaKH, jihuib CMOTpeTt = 632jwd na Komopyto Bbi3biBaji /y/ Hero rojiOBOKpyacemieS 
mason — KaMemifUK). He thought he could at last perceive why the beasts of the 
veldt avoided this crumbling pile (oh noayMaji, /hto/ /oh/ Mor HaKOHeu, nomiTb, 
noneMy 3BepH CTenn roderajiH stoh ocbinaiomeHca rpOMaabi; pile — Kyna, zpyda, 
uimadejib; ozpoMHoe 3danue). It somehow exuded an aura of menace and horror 
(oHa Katc-TO ncnycKana aypy yrp03bi h y^xaca). Perhaps, during the millennia that 
the black citadel had squatted on the plains (bo3mo5kho, b Tenemie TbicaneneTHH, 
KOTOpwe nepHaa miTaaeab npocToana Ha paBHHHax), the animals had come to dread 
it and to avoid its shadowy precincts (>KHBOTHbie npimiJiH = cmajiu SoaTbca ee h 
H36eraTb ee TyMamibix n peae.no b), until such habits of avoidance were now 
instinctive (noicaTaKHe npHBbiHKH inderamiii = usdezamb ee /He/ 6buiH = cmajiu 
Tenepb hhcthhkthbhbimh). 

aura [’0:rq], menace ['menqs], avoid [q’vOId] 

Conan wrenched his gaze from the vertiginous curves of this misshapen mass of 
masonry, merely to look upon which made him dizzy. He thought he could at last 
perceive why the beasts of the veldt avoided this crumbling pile. It somehow 
exuded an aura of menace and horror. Perhaps, during the millennia that the black 
citadel had squatted on the plains, the animals had come to dread it and to avoid its 
shadowy precincts, until such habits of avoidance were now instinctive. 
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The moon dimmed suddenly as high-piled storm clouds again darkened her 
ageless face (ayHa noTycKiiejia Bppyr, Korpa MHoroapycHbie rpo30Bbie Tyun CHOBa 
3aTeMHHJin ee bcuhlih jihk). Distant thunder grumbled (3arpoxoTan paneKHii rpOM), 
and Conan's searching gaze caught the sulphurous flicker of lightning among the 
boiling masses of cloud (n ninymnn B3rjw,n KoHaHa yjiOBnn 3eneHOBaTO-5KenToe 
MeppaHne CBeTa cpepn BCKnnaromnx Macc Tyn). One of those quick, tempestuous 
thunderstorms of the savanna was about to break (opHa H3 Tex Sbicrpbix, 6ypm>ix 
rp03 caBaHHBi 6biJia roTOBa paspasHTbca; to be about — cooiipambCR, 

uaMepeeambCR, 6bimb eomoebiu; tempest — 6ypsi). 

sulphurous ['sAlfqrqs], quick [kwlk], savanna [sq'vxnq] 

The moon dimmed suddenly as high-piled storm clouds again darkened her 
ageless face. Distant thunder grumbled, and Conan's searching gaze caught the 
sulphurous flicker of lightning among the boiling masses of cloud. One of those 
quick, tempestuous thunderstorms of the savanna was about to break. 

Conan hesitated (KoHaH 3aKOJie6ajica). On the one hand, curiosity and a desire 
for shelter from the coming storm drew him to the crumbled stronghold (c ophoh 
CTO pOHbi jnodonbiTCTBO n '/Kenanlie ydencmpa ot np h6ji u>Ka 10 meiica rp03bi Tany.ro 
ero k pa3pymeHHon TBepabme). On the other, his barbarian's mind held a deep- 
rooted aversion to the supernatural (c npyroh /ctopohm/ ero BapBapCKxin yM 
pep>Kaji = ucnbimbiean rnydoKO yKOpeHHBineeca OTBpamemie k 
CBepxBecTecTBeHHOMy). Toward earthly, mortal dangers he was fearless to the 
point of rashness (k 3eMHbiM, CMepTejibHbiM onacHOCTaM oh 6bm beccTpameH no 
tohkh = npedeaoe SerpaccyncTBa; fear — cmpax), but otherworldly perils could 
send the tendrils of panic quivering along his nerves (ho noTycTOpomme 

onacHOcm Mornn nocnaTb oinyineHna / BbidpocnTb ycnKn'naHHKH, BbnbiBaroinen 
pponcb Bpojib/no ero HepBaM). And something about this mysterious structure 

i UyBCTBHTejibHHe ycHKH y iieKOTopbix naceKovibix, BbiopacbiBaa KOToptie, ohh HccaepyioT oKpyvKaioiuHH MHp. 
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hinted at the supernatural (a hto-to b btom TanHCTBeHHOM coopy>KeHiiii uaBoauao 
Mbicjib Ha CBepxbecTecTBeHHoe; to hint at — naMeKamb na, naeodumb Mucnb Ha). 

He could feel its menace in the deepest layers of his consciousness (oh Mor omymaTb 
ero yrp03y b caMbix rnydoKHx cnoax = yzojiKax ero C03iianmi; conscious — 
co3HamejibHbiu, co3uaiou{uu). 

other ['ADq], aversion [q'vq:Sn], panic [’pxnlk] 

Conan hesitated. On the one hand, curiosity and a desire for shelter from the 
coming storm drew him to the crumbled stronghold. On the other, his barbarian's 
mind held a deep-rooted aversion to the supernatural. Toward earthly, mortal 
dangers he was fearless to the point of rashness, but otherworldly perils could send 
the tendrils of panic quivering along his nerves. And something about this 
mysterious structure hinted at the supernatural. He could feel its menace in the 
deepest layers of his consciousness. 

A louder rumble of thunder decided him (donee rpOMKim rpoxoT rpOMa 
3acTaBHn ero peniHTbcn). Taking an iron grip on his nerves, he strode confidently 
into the dark portal (B3nBumcb ncene3Hoii xBaTKoh 3a = o6y3dae otcejie3Hou 
xeaniKou cboh HepBbi, oh npomaran yBepeHHO b tcmhuih nopTan; to stride — 
luazanib (dojibuiuMU wazaMu)), naked steel in hand (c ronoii CTanbio = co cmajibto 
uazojio b pyice), and vanished within (h Hcne3 BHyrpH). 

thunder [’TAndq], grip [grip], steel [sti:l] 

A louder rumble of thunder decided him. Taking an iron grip on his nerves, he 
strode confidently into the dark portal, naked steel in hand, and vanished within. 
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4. The Serpent Men 
(JIwdu-3Meu) 


Conan prowled the length of the high-vaulted hall, finding nothing that lived 
(KoHaH npOBepnji npoi3DKeHHOCTb 3ana c bbicokhm cboaom, /He/ Ha nan mmero 
5KHBoro: «hto 5khjto»). Dust and dead leaves littered the black pave (nbuib h 
MepTBBie jiHCTBa 3acopHJiH nepHyio njiHTKy). Moldering rubbish was heaped in the 
corners and around the bases of towering stone columns (TJieroumii Mycop 

uaKomocH b yrnax h BOKpyr ocHOBamm BOSBbimaiomuxca KaMeHHbix kojiohh; 
heap — zpyda, i<yna, Macca; to heap — dpocamb e i<yny, cmadbieamb e Kyny, 
naepoMOJKdamb). However old this pile of masonry was, evidently no living thing 
had dwelt therein for centuries (icaic 6bi CTapa hh 6 bina 3Ta rpOMaaa H3 KaMHa, 
oneBHaHO, hh 0£H0 5KHBoe cymecTBO /He/ >khjto TaM ana = aa npomnDfceHuu bckob; 
to dwell — oteumb, odumamb). 


hall [hO:l], dust [dAst], centuries ['sentSqrlzl 


Conan prowled the length of the high-vaulted hall, finding nothing that lived. 
Dust and dead leaves littered the black pave. Moldering rubbish was heaped in the 
corners and around the bases of towering stone columns. However old this pile of 
masonry was, evidently no living thing had dwelt therein for centuries. 

The hall, revealed by another brief appearance of the moon, was two stories 
high (3an, noKa3aHHBiH eme o/jhhm KpaTKHM noaBJiemieM jiyHbi, 6bin bmcotoh b 
jsya 3Ta>xa: «^Ba 3Ta>xa bbicokhh»). A ballustraded balcony ran around the second 
floor (SajiKOH c SajunocTpaaoH npoTHiiynca BOKpyr BTOporo 3Ta>xa; to run — 
deofcamb; mnnymbCH). Curious to probe deeper into the mystery of this enigmatic 
structure (modonbiTiibiii = zopmuuu ji to 6 o n u m cm bom HCCJieaoBaTb norjiy6>Ke 
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Taimy 3Toro 3ara,noHHoro CTpoemia) which squatted here on the plain many 
leagues from any other stone building (KOTOpoe pacnojioacmiocb 3aecb Ha 

paBHHHe /3a / MHoro unr ot mo6oro flpyroro KaMeHHoro 3,o,aHHa), Conan roamed 
the corridors, which wound as sinuously as a serpent's track (KoHaH Spo^HJi /no/ 
Kopuaopaivi, KOTOpBie BHJIHCb TaK H3BHJ1HCTO, KaK 3MeHHbIH cjie,zt; to wind — 
eumbCR, u 36 U 6 ambcn). He poked into dusty chambers whose original purpose he 
could not even guess (oh coBanca b nbuiBHbie KOMHaTbi, nepBOHananbHoe 
Ha3HaneHHe KOTOpbix oh .zjaace He Mor yra/taTb; whose — ube, ueu, HbR, Hbu, 
Komopoeo, Komopou, Komopux; dust — nunb). 

floor [flO:], probe [prqub], guess [ges] 

The hall, revealed by another brief appearance of the moon, was two stories 
high. A ballustradcd balcony ran around the second floor. Curious to probe deeper 
into the mystery of this enigmatic structure which squatted here on the plain many 
leagues from any other stone building, Conan roamed the corridors, which wound 
as sinuously as a serpent's track. He poked into dusty chambers whose original 
purpose he could not even guess. 

The castle was of staggering size (3aMOK 6bin noTpacaromero pa3Mepa), even 
to one who had seen the temple of the spider-god at Yezud in Zamora and the 
palace of King Yildiz at Aghrapur in Turan (.naace pirn Toro: «o,ztHoro», kto BH^en 
xpaM 6ora-nayica b He3y^,e, b 3aMOpe, h ^Bopeu, Kopona Himroa b Arpanype, b 
TypaHe). A good part of it — one whole wing, in fact (Sojibinaa nacTb ero — 

OflHO iteaoe KpbiJio (jDaKTHuecKH) — had fallen into a featureless mass of tumbled 
black blocks (pyxHyao 6eccj)0pMeHH0H rjibidon H3 odpymeHHbix nepHbix Sjiokob), 
but the part that remained more or less intact was still the largest building that 
Conan had seen (ho nacTb, KOTOpaa ocTaBaacb Sonee-MeHee HeTpOHyroii, 6biJia 
eme caMbiM SojibiuHM 3flaHHeM, KOTOpoe KoHaH BH^ea). Its antiquity was beyond 
guessing (ero flpeBHOCTb 6biJia 3a npe,n,e.JiaMH ^oraAOK = o ezo dpeeuocmu 6buio 
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Heeo3MOJtcHO doaadambcfl). The black onyx of which it was wrought was unlike 
any stone that Conan had seen in this part of the world (nepubiH ohhkc, H3 

KOTOporo oh 6bm H3BaaH, 6biJi Henoxo>K /Ha/ jik>6oh Kaivienb, KOTopbiii KoHaH 
BHaen b 3toh nacTH CBeTa; wrought — apxauHHon cjjopMa npoiuediuezo 
epeMeuu u npuuacmm npouiediueeo epeMeuu om to work — odpadambieamb; 
eanmb, euceKamb; cmpoumb ). It must have been brought across immense 
distances — why, Conan could not imagine (ero, aoJHKHO 6bitb, npHBe3jm nepe3 
orpoMHbie npocTpaHCTBa — 3aneM, KoHaH He Mor npeacTaBHTb/BOo6pa3HTb). 

temple [tempi], whole [hqul], immense [I'mens] 

The castle was of staggering size, even to one who had seen the temple of the 
spider-god at Yezud in Zamora and the palace of King Yildiz at Aghrapur in 
Turan. A good part of it — one whole wing, in fact — had fallen into a featureless 
mass of tumbled black blocks, but the part that remained more or less intact was still 
the largest building that Conan had seen. Its antiquity was beyond guessing. The 
black onyx of which it was wrought was unlike any stone that Conan had seen in 
this part of the world. It must have been brought across immense distances — 
why, Conan could not imagine. 

Some features of the bizarre architecture of the structure reminded Conan of 
ancient tombs in accursed Zamora (HeKOTOpbie nepTbi npHuyaJiHBOH apxHTeicrypbi 
CTpoeHRa HanoMHHanH KoHaHy apeBHue Mormibi b npOKJHiTOH 3aMOpe; to curse — 
npoKMiuamb). Others suggested forbidden temples that he had glimpsed in far 
Hyrkania during his mercenary service with the Turanians (apyrne HanoMHHajiH 
3anpeTHbie xpaMbi, KOTOpbie oh BHaen b aaneKOH THpRamm bo BpeMa CBoeii 
cjiy>K6bi HaeMHHKOM y TypaimeB; to forbid — sanpeufamb; to glimpse — deejio 
632Jimymb, yeudemb MenbKOM). But whether the black castle had been erected 
primarily as a tomb, a fortress, a palace, or a temple (ho Sbiji jih B03BeaeH nepHbiH 
3aMOK nepBOHanajibHO Kaic MaB30JieH, KpenocTb, aaopeu, hjth xpaM), or some 
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combination of these, he could not tell (hjih KaKaa-HHdynb KOM6nHau,mi othx = ux, 
oh He Mor CKa3am). 

bizarre [bl'zQ:], during ['djuqrIN], tell [tel] 

Some features of the bizarre architecture of the structure reminded Conan of 
ancient tombs in accursed Zamora. Others suggested forbidden temples that he had 
glimpsed in far Hyrkania during his mercenary service with the Turanians. But 
whether the black castle had been erected primarily as a tomb, a fortress, a palace, 
or a temple, or some combination of these, he could not tell. 

Then, too, there was a disturbing alienage about the castle that made him 
obscurely uneasy (TaM TaK>Ke Itsm/ 6biJia = oipyipajiacb TpeBomraa uy^Kflocm b 
OTHomeHHH 3aMKa, KOTOpaa c^enana ero CMyrao SecnoKoimbiM = Komopan ebueana y 
nezo CMymnoe decnoKoucmeo). Even as the facades seemed to have been built 
according to the canons of some alien geometry, so the interior contained baffling 
features (aaace (jmcaabi, Ka3anocb, 6bijih nocTpoeHbi cornacHO KaHOHaM KaKoii-TO 
uyacaoH reoMeTpHH, noaTOMy BHyrpeHHaa uacm coaepacana 3ara,noHHbie: 
«c6HBaiomHe c TOJiKy, riopa/Kaiomne» uepTbi). The steps of the stairways, for 
example, were much broader and shallower than was required for human feet 
(cTynemi jiecTHHu,, HanpHMep, 6bijih ropa3,no mnpe h name, ueM TpeSoBanocb arm 
HejiOBeuecKHx CTynHeii; shallow — Memaiu, MejiKoeodnbiu; nezjiydoKuu; ruiocKuu ). 
The doorways were too tall and too narrow, so that Conan had to turn sideways to get 
through them Ozmepiibie npoeMbi Sbijih cjihihkom bbicokhmh h cjihihkom y3KHMH, 

Tax hto KoHaH HMen = Konany npuxodmocb n o b o p a h h b am ch 6okom, hto6bi 
npoiiTH uepe3 hhx; had to do — npuxodwiocb dejiamb). 

example [Ig'zQ:mpl], human [’hjmmqn], tall [tO:l] 
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Then, too, there was a disturbing alienage about the castle that made him 
obscurely uneasy. Even as the facades seemed to have been built according to the 
canons of some alien geometry, so the interior contained baffling features. The steps 
of the stairways, for example, were much broader and shallower than was required 
for human feet. The doorways were too tall and too narrow, so that Conan had to turn 
sideways to get through them. 

The walls were sculptured in low relief with coiling, geometrical arabesques of 
baffling, hypnotic complexity (ctchm 6lijih yKpamem>i SapejitecjDOM: «HH3enM 
pejiue(j)OM» co cnHpajieo6pa3HbiMH, reoMeTpnnecKHMH apabecicaMH cbHBaiomeH c 
TOJiKy, nimiOTHHecKOH cjtchkhocth; sculptured — yKpatueuHbiu CKyjibnmypaMu; to 
coil — C6epmbi6amb(cn) KOJibijOM). Conan found that he had to wrench his gaze 
away from the sculptured walls by force of will (KoHaH o6Hapy>KHJi, hto oh HMen = 
ejuy npuxodujiocb OTpbmaTb cboh B3rjia^ ot yKpameHHbix CKyjibmypaMH ctch 
BOJieBbiM ycHjmeM; to find — uaxodumb, oduapyj/cueamb; force — cum; will — 
eom), lest his mind be entrapped and held by the cryptic symbols formed by the 
writhing lines (hto6bi ero yM /He/ 6bin saxBaHeu h npHKOBaH uerioiHiTiibiMH 
CHMBOJiaMH, 06pa30BaHHbIMH 3MeeBH,H,HbIMH J1HHH3IMH; Cryptic — 3aeadOHHblU, 
mauHcmeenubiu; Henounmubiu). 

low [lqu], relief [rITi:f], hypnotic [hlp'nOtlk] 

The walls were sculptured in low relief with coiling, geometrical arabesques of 
baffling, hypnotic complexity. Conan found that he had to wrench his gaze away 
from the sculptured walls by force of will, lest his mind be entrapped and held by the 
cryptic symbols formed by the writhing lines. 

In fact, everything about this strange, baffling enigma in stone reminded Conan 
of serpents (no cyra Bee b otoh CTpaHHOH neriocTH>KHMoii sara/me b = in Kaivimi 
HanoMHHano KoHaHy o 3Meax) — the winding corridors, the writhing decoration 
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(H3BHBaiomiiec^ Kopnaopbi, BirriieBaTbie yrcpamemia), and even, he thought, a faint 
trace of a musky, ophidian odor (n aaace, oh ayMaji, caabbih caea MycxycHoro 
3MenHoro 3anaxa). 

fact [fxkt], strange [strelnG], musky ['mAskl] 

In fact, everything about this strange, baffling enigma in stone reminded Conan 
of serpents — the winding corridors, the writhing decoration, and even, he thought, a 
faint trace of a musky, ophidian odor. 

Conan halted, brows knotted (KoHaH ocTaHOBHaca, 6pOBH HaxMypeHbi). Could 
this unknown ruin have been raised by the serpent folk of ancient Valusia? (Morcro 
/JIH/ /6bITb, HTOSbl/ 3TH HeH3BeCTHbie pyHHbl SblJlH B03BeaeHbI 3MeiIHbIM HapOaOM 
apeBiieii Baay3HH?; could have been raised — eosMooicuo, 6bui 603eeden — 

eeponmnocmb no omnouienwo k deucmeuto e npoumoM eupaoKaemcn 
could/may/might + have + npmacmue npoiuediueeo epejuenu, a earn naccue, mo 
nocne have udem been + npunacmue npoiuediueeo epeuenu) The day of that pre¬ 
human people lay an unthinkable interval in the past (aem> = dmi stoh 

flonejiOBenecKoro Hapoaa aeacaan = 3anuMajiu HeBOo6pa3HMbiH HHTepBan 
/BpeMemr/ b npomaoM), before the dawn of man himself, in the dim mists of time 
when giant reptiles ruled the earth (ao hctokob caMoro neaoBeica, b HeacHbix 
TyMaHax BpeMemr, Koraa rnraHTCKne pemaiaHH npaBUJin 3eMaeii). Or ever the 
Seven Empires arose in the days before the Cataclysm (erne paHbine, hqm CeMb 
llMnepufi bobiimkhm b aim no KaTaKJiH3Ma) — even before Atlantis arose from the 
depths of the Western Ocean — the serpent people had reigned (aaace ao Toro, 
Kax ATaaiiTHaa nonnaaacb H3 raydim 3anaauoro Obeana — 3MeHHbiii napoa 
/yace/ uapcaBOBaa; to arise — eo3HUKamb, nomjwmbcn). They had vanished long 
before the coming of man — but not entirely (ohk Hcne3aH 3aaoaro ao npnxoaa 
ueaoBeica — ho He noaHOCTbio). 
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folk [fquk], people [pi:pl], depth [depTl 


Conan halted, brows knotted. Could this unknown ruin have been raised by the 
serpent folk of ancient Valusia? The day of that pre-human people lay an 
unthinkable interval in the past, before the dawn of man himself, in the dim mists of 
time when giant reptiles ruled the earth. Or ever the Seven Empires arose in the days 
before the Cataclysm — even before Atlantis arose from the depths of the Western 
Ocean — the serpent people had reigned. They had vanished long before the 
coming of man — but not entirely. 

Around the campfires in the bleak hills of Cimmeria and again in the marbled 
courts of the temples of Nemedia, Conan had heard the legend of Kull, the 
Atlantean king of Valusia (BOKpyr narepHbix koctpob Ha ctbijibix xonMax 
KnMMepHH h CHOBa b MpaMOpHBix aBOpax xpaMOB HeMeami KoHaH cjiBiinan 
jiereHay o Kynne, aTJiaHTHnecKOM Kopone Bany3HH). The snake people had 
survived here and there by means of their magic (3Mei4HbiH napoa bbdkhjt Koe-rae: 
«3aecr. h TaM» nocpeacTBOM CBoeii Marnn), which enabled them to appear to 
others as ordinary human beings (koto pan noaBoaaaa hm aBJiaTbca apyniM icaic = e 
oOjiuKe obbiHHBix jnoaeii; human beings — uejioeeuecKue cyipecmea, modu). But 
Kull had stumbled upon their secret and had purged his realm clean of their taint, 
wiping them out with fire and sword (ho Kyrui naTKiiyaca Ha hx ceicpeT h ohhcthji 
CBoe KOponeBCTBO ot hx 3apa3bi, HCTpebnaa hx oraeM h mchom; to stumble upon — 
uamKuymbCH ua; to wipe out — ucmpedjinmb, yummoofcamb). 

snake [snelk], secret ['si:krlt], taint [telnt] 

Around the campfires in the bleak hills of Cimmeria and again in the marbled 
courts of the temples of Nemedia, Conan had heard the legend of Kull, the 
Atlantean king of Valusia. The snake people had survived here and there by 
means of their magic, which enabled them to appear to others as ordinary human 
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beings. But Kull had stumbled upon their secret and had purged his realm clean of 
their taint, wiping them out with fire and sword. 

Still, might not the black castle, with its alien architecture, be a relic of that 
remote era (oanaKO, He MO>KeT jth Hep ii bin 3aMOK c ero ny>KaoH apxHTeKTypoii 6bitl 
pejiHKTOM toh flaneKOH 3pbi), when men contended for the rule of the planet with 
these reptilian survivors of lost ages (Kor^a jhoah cnopHJiH 3a npaBJiemie nnaHeTOH c 
3THMH BbDKHBIHHMII p CUTMHUHMM 3aTepaHHbIX 3nOx)? 

relic [’rellk], remote [rl'mqut], era [’Iqrq] 

Still, might not the black castle, with its alien architecture, be a relic of that 
remote era, when men contended for the rule of the planet with these reptilian 
survivors of lost ages? 


5. Whispering Shadows 
(IUenuymue menu) 


The first thunderstorm missed the black castle (nepBaa rp03a 

npOMaxHyjiacb = npouuia mumo wepnoro 3aMKa). There was a brief patter of 
raindrops on the crumbling stonework (6bijt = pa3dancn nenoHniii CTyic noacaeBbix 
Kanenb no ocbinaiomeHca KaMeHHOH KJiaaice) and a trickle of water through holes in 
the roof (h /noTemia/ CTpynica bo^m nepe3 OTBepcraa b Kpbime). Then the lightning 
and thunder diminished as the storm passed off to westward (noTOM Momma n 
rpOM yraxan, xor^a rp03a npomaa Ha 3anafl), leaving the moon to shine 
unobstructed once more through the gaps in the stone (no3BOJiaa nyHe nocBeTHTb 
SeenpenaTCTBeHHO eme pa3 nepe3 mean b xaMHe). But other storms followed, 
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muttering and flickering out of the east (ho Apyrne rp03w nocaeaoBaan / 3 a 
nepBoii/, rpoxoua h CBepKaa c BOCTOKa). 


roof [ru:f], pass [pQ:s], east [i:st] 


The first thunderstorm missed the black castle. There was a brief patter of 
raindrops on the crumbling stonework and a trickle of water through holes in the 
roof. Then the lightning and thunder diminished as the storm passed off to 
westward, leaving the moon to shine unobstructed once more through the gaps in 
the stone. But other storms followed, muttering and flickering out of the east. 


Conan slept uneasily in a corner of the balcony above the great hall, tossing 
and turning (KoHaH cnaa SecnoKoiiHO b ymy SamcoHa Ha# Sojibihhm 3anoM, 
Meuacr. h Bopouaacr.) like some wary animal that dimly senses the approach of 
danger (icaic Kaicoe-To ocTOpoaoroe acHBOTHoe, KOTOpoe CMymo uyBCTByeT 
npHdjiroKeHHe onacHOCTn). Caution had made him suspicious of sleeping in the 
hall before the wide-open doors (ocTOpomrocTB cflejraaa ero noA03pHTejrr.HbiM ko 
CHy b 3ane = cnamb e 3cme neped tuupoKo pacKpumuMU deepbMU noKcnajiocb eMy 
He6e3onacHbm; suspicious of — omHocmpuucsi c uedoeepueM k ). Even though the 
circle of death seemed to bar the denizens of the plains, he did not trust the unseen 
force that held the beasts at bay (^a>Ke xoia Kpyr CMepra, Ka3aaocB, nperpaac^aeT 
nyTt. obHTaTenaM paBmm, oh He AOBepan HeBHflHMoii cnrie, KOTOpaa y^,ep>Kana 
3Bepeii ot 3araaHHOH /b TynHK/ acepTBBi). 

slept [slept], open [’qupn], bay [bel] 

Conan slept uneasily in a corner of the balcony above the great hall, tossing 
and turning like some wary animal that dimly senses the approach of danger. 
Caution had made him suspicious of sleeping in the hall before the wide-open 
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doors. Even though the circle of death seemed to bar the denizens of the plains, he 
did not trust the unseen force that held the beasts at bay. 

A dozen times he started awake, clutching at his sword and probing the soft 
shadows with his eyes, searching for whatever had aroused him (flio>KHHy pa3 oh 
npocumajica, xBaTaacr. 3a cboh Men h Hccneflya pa3MBiTBie tchh /cbohmh/ rjia3aMH, 
mpa = e noucKax nero 6bi to hh 6bijio, hto npobyztHJio ero; awake — 
Oodpcmeyjoipuu, npocHyeiuuucn). A dozen times he found nothing in the gloomy 
vastness of the ancient wreck (,zpo5KHHy pa3 oh mmero /He/ HaxoflHJi b MpauHOM 
npoeipaHCTBe apeBiieu pa3BajiHHbi). Each time he composed himself for slumber 
again, however, dim shadows clustered around him, and he half-heard whispering 
voices (Ka>KflBiH pa3 oh yciiOKanBaacH ana CHa CHOBa = eomoewicn 3acnymb, 
oaHaKO, HeacHbie tchh cobnpajiHCb BOKpyr Hero, h oh nonra cjibiman mennymne 
rojioca; to compose oneself — ycnoKaueambcn, half — nanonoeuny, ne nojwocmbfo, 
nedocmamonno, nonmu, yjtce nonmu). 

dozen [dAzn], each [i:tS], slumber [’slAmbq] 

A dozen times he started awake, clutching at his sword and probing the soft 
shadows with his eyes, searching for whatever had aroused him. A dozen times he 
found nothing in the gloomy vastness of the ancient wreck. Each time he composed 
himself for slumber again, however, dim shadows clustered around him, and he half- 
heard whispering voices. 

Growling a weary curse to his barbaric gods, the Cimmerian damned all 
shadows and echoes to the eleven scarlet Hells of his mythology and threw himself 
down again, striving to slumber (npopbinaB ycTanoe npOKJiaTHe ero BapBapCKHM 
6oraM, KHMMepHeu, npOKJiaji Bee tchh h 3xo Ha 0flHHHa^,H,aTb anbix A^,ob ero 
MHcjDOJiorHH h SpocHJictf bhh3 CHOBa, CTpeMacb ko CHy; to throw — dpocamb). At 
length he fell into a deep sleep (HaKOHeu,, oh norpy3HJica b rayboKHH coh). And 
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in that sleep there came upon him a strange dream (n b 3tom CHe CHH3omjio: «TaM 
npnmjio» Ha Hero CTpaHHoe CHOBHaemie 1 ). 

weary [’wlqrl], damn [dxm], sleep [sli:p] 

Growling a weary curse to his barbaric gods, the Cimmerian damned all 
shadows and echoes to the eleven scarlet Hells of his mythology and threw himself 
down again, striving to slumber. At length he fell into a deep sleep. And in that 
sleep there came upon him a strange dream. 

It seemed that, although his body slept, his spirit waked and was watchful 
(Ka3anoci>, hto, xom ero Teno cnano, ero flyx npobyanjica h 6biji 
HabjiioaaiomHM = uadjuodaji). To the immaterial eyes of his ka, as the Stygians 
called it, the gloomy balcony was filled with a dim glow of blood-hued light from 
some unseen source (ana HeMaTepHajiBHbix rna3 ero Ka, kuk CTHrHHu,r>i Ha3BiBajm 
3to, MpanHbiH 6anKOH 6biji HanonHeH HeacHBiM 3apeBOM KpOBaBoro CBeTa ot 
HeKoero HeBHaHMoro HCTOHHHKa; hue — KpacKa, ommeuoK, mou, ifeem). This was 
neither the silvery sheen of the moon, which cast slanting beams into the hall 
through gaps in the stone, nor the pallid flicker of distant lightning (sto 6bijio hh 
eepebpHCToe ciraHHe nyHBi, KOTOpaa OTbpacbmajia Koctie Jiynn b 3an nepe3 meim b 
xaMHe, hh MepTBeHHO-bjieaHoe Mepnamre aaneicoH mojihhh). By this sanguine 
radiance, Conan's spirit could see drifting shadows (c noMOiHBio 3Toro KpOBaBO- 
KpacHoro cnaHHa ayx KoHaHa Mor BHaeTb njibiByirme tchh), which flitted like 
cloudy bats among the black marble columns (KOTOpBie nopxanH, rar TyMaHHBie 
jieTynHe Mbimn cpean nepHbix MpaMOpHBix kojiohh) — shadows with glaring eyes 
filled with mindless hunger (tchh c ribinaiomiiMii rnasaviH, 3anojmeHHbie 6e3yMHbiM 
rojioaoM) — shadows that whispered in an all but inaudible cacophony of mocking 
laughter and bestial cries (tchh, KOTOpbie iuenrajiHCb b nonra HecabimiiMoir 
KaKO^OHHH HacMemaiiBoro CMexa h 3BepCKHx kphkob). 

i Ho caMbiii npocTOH BapnaHT, TaK CKa’ian,. 6e3 iioothkh: «eMy npHCHHJicM CTpamibiH coh». 
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watchful 1'wOtSfVl], lightning [’laltnlN], marble [mQ:bl] 


It seemed that, although his body slept, his spirit waked and was watchful. To 
the immaterial eyes of his ka, as the Stygians called it, the gloomy balcony was 
filled with a dim glow of blood-hued light from some unseen source. This was 
neither the silvery sheen of the moon, which cast slanting beams into the hall 
through gaps in the stone, nor the pallid flicker of distant lightning. By this 
sanguine radiance, Conan's spirit could see drifting shadows, which flitted like 
cloudy bats among the black marble columns — shadows with glaring eyes filled with 
mindless hunger — shadows that whispered in an all but inaudible cacophony of 
mocking laughter and bestial cries. 

Conan's spirit somehow knew that these whispering shadows were the ghosts of 
thousands of sentient beings (a yx KoHaHa Kaic-TO 3Han, hto 3th mennymne Temi 
6mjih npu bh aen ii a mm Tbicrm HyBCTByioumx cymecTB), who had died within this 
ancient structure (KOTOpbie yMepjm b stom apeBHeM CTpoeHun). How he knew this, 
he could not say, but to his ka it was a plain fact (icaic oh y3Han 3to, oh He Mor 
CKa3aTb, ho ana ero Ka 3to 6bijto oneBHaHbiM ^^ktom). The unknown people 
who had raised this enormous ruin — whether the serpent men of Yalusian legend 
or some other forgotten race — had drenched the marble altars of the black castle 
with the blood of thousands (HeroBecTHbiH Hapoa, KOTOpBiii B03Ben 3Ty 

orpOMHyro pyHHy — jth6o JiioaH-3MeH H3 Bany3HHCKOH nereHabi, jth6o apyraa 
3a6r>rraa paca — opocnna MpaMOpHbie arrrapH wepnoro 3aMKa KpOBbio tbichh). 

The ghosts of their victims were chained forever to this castle of terror 
(ayxH/npiiBHaeHHa HX ncepTB 6 bijth npriKOBaHbi HaBceraa k 3TOMy 3aMKy y>Kaca). 
Perhaps they were held earthbound by some powerful spell of prehuman sorcery 

(B03M05KH0, OHH 6bIJTH yaepJKHBaeMbl CBa3bK) C 3eMJieH C nOMOUTblO KaKOrO-TO 

MorymecTBemroro 3aKJMTHa aonenoBenecKoro KonaoBCTBa = KOJidoecmea, 
cymecmeoeaeiuezo na 3eMJie do nonenemiH nenoeeKa). Perhaps it was the same spell 
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that kept out the beasts of the veldt (bo3mo)kho, oto 6biJio to >Ke 3aKJiaTue, KOTOpoe 
yflepJKHBaao CHapy^KH TBapeii CTenu). 


these [Di:z], ghost [gqust], serpent [’sq:pqnt] 

Conan's spirit somehow knew that these whispering shadows were the ghosts of 
thousands of sentient beings, who had died within this ancient structure. How he 
knew this, he could not say, but to his ka it was a plain fact. The unknown people 
who had raised this enormous ruin — whether the serpent men of Valusian legend 
or some other forgotten race — had drenched the marble altars of the black castle 
with the blood of thousands. The ghosts of their victims were chained forever to 
this castle of terror. Perhaps they were held earthbound by some powerful spell of 
prehuman sorcery. Perhaps it was the same spell that kept out the beasts of the veldt. 

But this was not all (ho 3to 6bijto He Bee). The ghosts of the black castle 
hungered for the blood of the living — for the blood of Conan (npHBHfleHHa 
nepHoro 3aMKa >Ka>K/iajiH KpOBH jkhboto nenoBeKa — KpOBH KoHaHa; to hunger for 

— jfcaofcdamb). 

But this was not all. The ghosts of the black castle hungered for the blood of 
the living — for the blood of Conan. 

His exhausted body lay chained in ensorcelled slumber (ero H3MO>K,neHHoe 
Teno jie>Kajio CKOBaHHoe koji^obckhm chom) while shadowy phantoms flitted 
about him, tearing at him with impalpable fingers (b to BpeiviH icax npropammie 
(JtaHTOMBi nopxanH BOKpyr Hero, Tep3aa ero HeocaaaeMBiMH najibpaMH; to tear at 

— mep3amb, pa3dupamb, nadpacbieambcn Ha). But a spirit cannot harm a living 
being unless it first manifests itself on the physical plane and assumes material 
form (ho pyx He mojkct noBpeflHTb 5KHBOMy cymecTBy, ecnn oh CHanana /h e/ 
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npo^BHT ce6a Ha (JnrannecKOM njiaHe h /He/ npHMeT MaTepnaabiiyio (jDopMy). These 
gibbering shadow hordes were weak (oth SopMonymne op,o,Bi TeHeii 6 bijih 
cnadbi). Not for years had a man defied the ancient curse to set foot within the 
black castle, enabling them to feed (/yace/ ro^Bi nenoBeK He dpocan BtooBa 
apeBiieMy npOKJiaTmo, CTynnTB = cmyncw Horoh b npeaeabi nepuoro 3aMKa, 
no3BOJiaa hm nnTaTBca; to enable — noieo.mmb, daeamb eosMOJicnocmb, 
dejiamb 603 modkhum ). Enfeebled by long starvation, they could no longer easily 
materialize into a shambling horde of ghoul-things (ocaadaemibie non him 

roaonanueM, ohh He Mornn bojiBine Jierico m aTe puan H3 ob aTB ca b mapKaiomyio opay 
BypaananoB 1 ; to shamble — uiapKamb, eononumb noeu, mauiumbcx). 

phantom ['fxntqm], finger [’flNgq], weak [wi:kl 

His exhausted body lay chained in ensorcelled slumber while shadowy 
phantoms flitted about him, tearing at him with impalpable fingers. But a spirit 
cannot harm a living being unless it first manifests itself on the physical plane and 
assumes material form. These gibbering shadow hordes were weak. Not for years 
had a man defied the ancient curse to set foot within the black castle, enabling 
them to feed. Enfeebled by long starvation, they could no longer easily 
materialize into a shambling horde of ghoul-things. 

Somehow, the spirit of the dreaming Conan knew this (icaKHM-TO odpa30M ,nyx 
cronnero KoHaHa 3Han 3to). While his body slept on, his ka observed movements 
on the astral plane and watched the vampiric shadows (noica ero Teno 

npoflojiacano cnaTB, ero Ka Habmoflano 3a ,n,BHaceHHaMH Ha acTpanBHOM nnaHe n 
cjiefliuio 3a ynbipHHBiMn TeHaMn; to sleep on — npodojiDfcamb cnamb, cnamb 
dajibiue ) as they beat insubstantial wings about his sleeping head and slashed with 
impalpable claws at his pulsing throat (Kor^a ohh 6hjih hjijik)30Phbimh 


1 MoryT 6bm> BapnaHTBi: BaMirap, ynbipt, rynt h nponaa KpoBococymaa 5Kyn>, BKJHOHaa KarurrajiHCTOB h 
5KeCTOKHX HaHajIbHHKOB. CnCIIHajIHCTIjI MoryT npOZlOJI>KHTB 3TOT CnHCOK. 
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KpbiJibflMH BOKpyr ero cuamcH ronoBw h mejncajiH SecnnoTHbiMH kotthnih y ero 
nynbCHpyiomero ropua). But for all their voiceless frenzy, they could harm him 
not (ho, HecMOTpa Ha Bee hx HeMoe hchctobctbo, ohh He Moran noBpeaHTb eMy; 
for all — xomn, necMompn Ha). Bound by the spell, he slept on (cKOBaHHbiii 

3aKJiaTHeM, oh npo/toiDKaji cnaTb). 

beat [bi:t], bound [baund], spell [spel] 

Somehow, the spirit of the dreaming Conan knew this. While his body slept 
on, his ka observed movements on the astral plane and watched the vampiric 
shadows as they beat insubstantial wings about his sleeping head and slashed with 
impalpable claws at his pulsing throat. But for all their voiceless frenzy, they 
could harm him not. Bound by the spell, he slept on. 

After an indefinite time, a change took place in the ruddy luminance of the 
astral plane (nepe3 Heonpe,nejieHHoe BpeMa H3MeHeHHe npOH3omno b 
KpacHOBaTOH apKOCTH acTpanbHoro n ji a n a/ n ji o ck oc th) . The specters were 
clustering together into a shapeless mass of thickening shadows (npropaKH 
codHpanHCb BMecTe b 6ec(j)opMeHHyio Maccy rycTeiomHx TeHeii). Mindless dead 
things though they were, hunger drove them into an uncanny affiance (xora ohh 
SbiJiH 6e3M03rnbiMH MepTBbiMH cymecTBaMH, ronoA croHan hx b 
CBepxbecTecTBeHHbiH cok>3; to drive — enamb). Each ghost possessed a small 
store of that vital energy that went toward bodily materialization (KajK^oe 
npHBHaeHHe odjiaaano HedojibimiM 3anacoM toh 5KH3HeHHoii 3Heprmi, KOTOpaa 
CTpeMHJiacb k TenecHOMy Bonnomemno; to go toward — Hanpaejinmbcn k). Now 
each phantom mingled its sum supply with that of its shadowy brethren (Tenepb 
Ka>KabiH (jmHTOM cMeman cboh cyMMapHbiii 3anac c TaxoBbiM = 3anacoM ero 
npH3pauHbix SpaTbCB; brethren — dpambfi, apxaumiaR fopua MHODicecmseimoeo 
nucjia). 
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time [talm], plane [pleln], store [stO:] 


After an indefinite time, a change took place in the ruddy luminance of the 
astral plane. The specters were clustering together into a shapeless mass of 
thickening shadows. Mindless dead things though theywere, hunger drove them into 
an uncanny affiance. Each ghost possessed a small store of that vital energy that 
went toward bodily materialization. Now each phantom mingled its sum supply 
with that of its shadowy brethren. 

Gradually, a terrible shape, fed by the life force of ten thousand ghosts, began 
to materialize (nocTeneHHO y^KacHaa (jDopMa, BCKOpMJieHHaa 5KH3HeHHoii chjioh 
^ecaTH TLican npuBH^emm, Hanana MaTepHajiH30BBiBaTBca). In the dim gloom of 
the black marble balcony, it slowly formed out of a swirling cloud of shadowy 
particles (b CMyraoM Mpaice nepHoro MpaMOpHoro SajiKOHa ohh Me/tJieHHO 
cc[)opMHpOBajiacB H3 Kpy>KamerocH odjiaica npH3panm>ix nacTHneic). 

And Conan slept on (a KoHaH npOAOiDKaji cnaTb). 

terrible ['terqbl], shape [Selp], ten [ten] 

Gradually, a terrible shape, fed by the life force of ten thousand ghosts, began 
to materialize. In the dim gloom of the black marble balcony, it slowly formed 
out of a swirling cloud of shadowy particles. 

And Conan slept on. 


6. The Hundred Heads 
(Cmo eojioe) 
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Thunder crashed deafeningly (3arpeMen orjiymaiome rpOM; to crash — 
zpoxomamb, pa36ueamb, pywumbcn ); lightning blazed with sulphurous fires above 
the darkened plain, whence the moonlight had fled again (mojihim 3acBepKana 
aflCKHMH ormiMH Ha/t noTeMHeBineH paBHHHoii, OTicyna = uad Komopou CHOBa 
ncne3 jiyHHBin cbct; to flee — ydeeamb; ucue3amb). The thick-piled storm clouds 
burst, soaking the grassy swales with a torrential downpour (njioiHbie rp030BBie 
Tynn B30pBajincB, opornaa TpaBnm>ie HH3HHbi nponHBHbiM aojk^cm; to burst — 
jionambcn, 63pbieamb(cn)). 


crash [krxS], whence [wens], torrential [tO'renSl] 


Thunder crashed deafeningly; lightning blazed with sulphurous fires above the 
darkened plain, whence the moonlight had fled again. The thick-piled storm clouds 
burst, soaking the grassy swales with a torrential downpour. 

The Stygian slave raiders had ridden all night, pressing southward toward 
the forests beyond Kush (cTuruncKne oxothhkh Ha padoB npocKaicajiH bcio 
hohb, npH>KHMaflCb romiee k necaM 3a npeaenaMH Kyrna). Their expedition had 
thus far been fruitless; not one black of the nomadic hunting and herding tribes of 
the savanna had fallen into their hands (hx BKcneanmui ao chx nop 6bura 
SecnjroflHa, hh oahh nepHbih H3 KoneBbix oxothhhbhx h nacTymecKHx nneMeH 
caBaHHbi /He/ nonan b hx pyxn; thus far — do cux nop 1 ). Whether war or 
pestilence had swept the land bare of humankind, or whether the tribesmen, warned 
of the coming of the slavers, had fled beyond reach, they did not know (Boima jih, 

MOp JIH CMeJIH C 3eMJIH HaHHCTO pOfl, JHOflCKOH: «CMeJIH 3eMJHO TOJIOH OT 
HenoBenecTBa», hjih 5Ke hjichbi po/ta = meueua, npe,aynpe>K,aeHHbie o npHxo,ae 
padoTOproBpeB, ySejKajiH 3a npeaejibi floearaeMOCTH, ohii He 3Hajin; whether — jiu, 
beyond reach — ene npedenoe docmaeMocmu ). 

i HecKOJitKO ycTapeBiuee Bi.ipa’/KCHHC. B coBpeMeHHOM jtiUKC name BCTpcvacTCJr ero chhohhm so far. 
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forest [’fOrlst], fruitless ['fru:tlls], whether ['weDq] 


The Stygian slave raiders had ridden all night, pressing southward toward 
the forests beyond Kush. Their expedition had thus far been fruitless; not one 
black of the nomadic hunting and herding tribes of the savanna had fallen into their 
hands. Whether war or pestilence had swept the land bare of humankind, or 
whether the tribesmen, warned of the coming of the slavers, had fled beyond reach, 
they did not know. 

In any case, it seemed that they would do better among the lush jungles of the 
South (b jik)6om cnyuae /oto/ Ka3anocb, hto ohh cnenaiOT nymne = um noee3em 
dojibiue cpeau dyuiibix a^ynmeu iora; to do well — xopoiuo ymimbcn / 
cnpaejimribcn, npeycneeamb, UMemb ycnexu ). The forest Negroes dwelt in 
permanent villages (necHBie Herpti 5khjih b nocToamibix nocejiKax), which the 
slavers could surround and take by surprise with a quick dawn rush (KOTOpBie 
padoToproBUbi Mornn OKpyacHTb h 3axBaTHTB neo>KHaanno SbiCTpbiM dpocxoM Ha 
paccBeTe; by surprise — neoDfcudauno; dawn — pacceem, 3apn), catching the 
inhabitants like fish in a net (noBa acHTejieii, Kaic pbi6y b ceTb). Villagers too old, 
too young, or too sickly to endure the trek back to Stygia they would slay out of 
hand (cenaH cjihuikom CTapbix, cjthuikom kdhbix hjth cjihihkom xhjtbix, hto6bi 
Bbiaep>KaTb nepexoa b Crarmo, ohh ydbiOT cpa3y; out of hand — cpa3y, 

OKcnpoMmoM, 6e3 nodeomosKu). Then they would drive the remaining wretches, 
fettered together to form a human chain, northward (3aTeM ohh noronaTb 

ocTaBiHHxca necHacTiibix, CBasamibix BMecTe, /hto6bi o6pa30BaTb/ /b/ 
HejiOBenecKyK) u,enb, Ha ceBep). 

case [kels], better [’betq], net [net] 
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In any case, it seemed that they would do better among the lush jungles of the 
South. The forest Negroes dwelt in permanent villages, which the slavers could 
surround and take by surprise with a quick dawn rush, catching the inhabitants 
like fish in a net. Villagers too old, too young, or too sickly to endure the trek 
back to Stygia they would slay out of hand. Then they would drive the remaining 
wretches, fettered together to form a human chain, northward. 

There were forty Stygians, well-mounted warriors in helms and chain-mail 
hauberks (6bijio copOK CTurrmiieB, Ha xopoumx Jiomaaax: «xopomo kohhlix» 
bohhob b uureMax h KOJiBuyjKHBix KOJibnyrax = KOJibnyzax). They were tall, 
swarthy, hawk-faced men, powerfully muscled (ohii 6bijih BbicoKiie, CMyrnbie 
MyjKHHHbi c acTpedHHbiMH jiHii,aMH, MonmoH MycicyjiaTOpOH). They were hardened 
marauders — tough, shrewd, fearless, and merciless (ohh 6bum 3aKaneHHbiMH 
MapoaepaMH — KpyTbiMH, coo6pa3HTejibHbiMH, SeccTpauiHbiMH h 
6e35KajiocTHbiMH; tough — jtcecmKuu, n.aomubiu, ynpyzuu; ueczoeopnuebiu (o 
uejioeeKe); dyunbiu ), with no more compunction about killing a non-Stygian than 
most men have about slapping a gnat (/HcnbiTbiBaiomiiMii/ He dojibiue co>icajieHH5i 
no noBoay ydniiCTBa He-CTHriiinia, neM SojibimiHCTBO moaeii HMeiOT = 
ucnbimbieawm no noBoay npuxaonbiBanmi = mozo, mno6m npuxjiotmymb KOMapa; 
about — no noeody, e onmoiuenuu, o(6)). 

marauder [mq'rO:dq], tough [tAf], shrewd [Sru:d] 

There were forty Stygians, well-mounted warriors in helms and chain-mail 
hauberks. They were tall, swarthy, hawk-faced men, powerfully muscled. They 
were hardened marauders — tough, shrewd, fearless, and merciless, with no more 
compunction about killing a non-Stygian than most men have about slapping a 
gnat. 
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Now the first downpour of the storm swept their column (Tenepb nepBurii 
jiHBeHt rpo3ti pa3MeTaji nx KOJiOHHy). Winds whipped their woolen cloaks and linen 
robes and blew their horses' manes into their faces (BeTpti ceioiH nx inepcmiibie 

njiamn n jibHaHbie oae>K.abi n 6hjih rpnBaMH /nx/ aomaaeii b hx Jinua; to blow — 
dymb). The almost continuous blaze of lightning dazzled them (nonra 

HenpepbiBHoe CBepKamie mojihhh cnenna nx). 

swept [swept], linen [llnln], blew [blu:] 

Now the first downpour of the storm swept their column. Winds whipped their 
woolen cloaks and linen robes and blew their horses' manes into their faces. The 
almost continuous blaze of lightning dazzled them. 

Their leader sighted the black castle, looming above the grasslands, for the 
blazing lightning made it visible in the rain-veiled dark (hx npeaBoauTeab 3aMemji 
nepHbiii 3aMOK, b bip h co b bi b aiomiiiica nan JiyraMH, h6o CBepKaiomaa mojihhh 
caejiana ero bh^iimbim b CKpbiToii aoacaeM TeMHOTe). He shouted a guttural 
command and drove his spurs into the ribs of his big black mare (oh npOKpHuan 
ropTaHHyio KOMaiiay h boh3hji /cboh/ rnnopbi b pe6pa CBoeii KpynHoii Hepnoii 
KodbiJibi). The others spurred after him and rode up to the frowning bastions 
(ocTajibHbie npH Tu nopHJTH 3a hhm h nocKaKanH k xMypbiM dacTHOiiaivi; to frown — 
XMypumbcn) with a clatter of hoofs, a creaking of leather, and a jingle of mail (co 
CTyKOM KonbiT, CKpnnoM Kokh h 3BHKaiibeM KOJibHym). In the blur of rain and 
night, the abnormality of the facade was not visible (b neaciibix o L iepTamiax ao>K,zm 
h hohh HenpaBHJibHOCTb cjiacaaa He 6buia Buana), and the Stygians were eager to 
get under shelter before they were soaked (h CTHruiiiibi CTpacTHO >KejianH nonacTb 
nofl KpOB, npe^e neM ohh npOMOKJiH = npoMOKHynr, to be eager — cmpacmno 
jtcaotcdamb, peambcn, cwibno xomenib; shelter — ydejicuiqe, i<poe, sainuma). 

mare [mFq], hoof [hu:f], jingle [GINgl] 


Myjitm uh 3 hi k o ho u iipoeian Mjibu (PpanKa www. franklang. ru 


142 



Their leader sighted the black castle, looming above the grasslands, for the 
blazing lightning made it visible in the rain-veiled dark. He shouted a guttural 
command and drove his spurs into the ribs of his big black mare. The others 
spurred after him and rode up to the frowning bastions with a clatter of hoofs, a 
creaking of leather, and a jingle of mail. In the blur of rain and night, the 
abnormality of the facade was not visible, and the Stygians were eager to get under 
shelter before they were soaked. 

They came stamping in, cursing and bellowing and shaking the water from 
their cloaks (ohh boiujih, Tonaa, BHyrpb, pyraacr. n pBiua, n CTpaxnBaa BO/ty co 
cbohx njiamen). In a trice, the gloomy silence of the ruin was broken with a 
clamor of noise (bmmt Mpamraa THimma pyuH 6biJia npepBaHa KpmcoM myMa = 
luyMHbiM KpuKOM\ to break — JioMamb, npepbieamb, napymamb). Brushwood and 
dead leaves were gathered (xbopoct n MepTBBie jincTBa 6bijih cobpaHbi); flint and 
steel were struck (KpeMeHB n on in bo 6bijih CTyKHyTBi = coopami xeopocm u cyxue 
jiucnibR, ydapuau KpexmeM / KpecanoM no oemiey). Soon a smoking, sputtering fire 
leaped up in the midst of the cracked marble floor, to paint the sculptured walls 
with rich orange (Bcxope abiMauumca TpecKyunii KOCTep BSMCTnyaca b cepeanne = 
nocpedu TpecHyToro MpaMOpHoro nona, hto6bi OKpacHTB yKpameHHBie 
CKyabiiTypaMH ctchm apKHM opaHaceBbiM ubctom; midst — cepeduna, in the midst 
of — cpedu, nocpedu ). 

paint [pelnt], rich [rltS], orange [’OrlnG] 

They came stamping in, cursing and bellowing and shaking the water from 
their cloaks. In a trice, the gloomy silence of the ruin was broken with a clamor of 
noise. Brushwood and dead leaves were gathered; flint and steel were struck. Soon 
a smoking, sputtering fire leaped up in the midst of the cracked marble floor, to 
paint the sculptured walls with rich orange. 
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The men flung down their saddlebags (My>KHHHbi cdpocnjin bhii3 ceaeubiibie 
bbiokh; saddle — cedno ), stripped off wet burnooses, and spread them to dry 
chjijih MOKpbie SypHycbi n paccTejimm nx coxHyrb). They struggled out of 
their coats of mail and set to rubbing the moisture from them with oily rags (ohm 
BbiCBodoauaHCb H3 /cbohx/ KOJibuyr h npnnaancb BbiTHpaTb BJiary H3 hhx 
npOMacjieHHBiMH TpanKaMn; to set to V-ing' — essimbCR 3a, npuHUMambcn 3 a — 
denamb nmo-a.). They opened their saddlebags and sank strong white teeth into 
round loaves of hard, stale bread (ohh OTKpbum /cboh/ ceaenbiibie BbiOKH n norpy3Him 
Kpenxne Senbie 3y6bi b Kpyrabie dyxaiiKii TBepaoro, uepCTBoro xjieda). 

wet [wet], spread [spred], moisture [’mOIstSq] 

The men flung down their saddlebags, stripped off wet burnooses, and spread 
them to dry. They struggled out of their coats of mail and set to rubbing the 
moisture from them with oily rags. They opened their saddlebags and sank strong 
white teeth into round loaves of hard, stale bread. 

Outside, the storm bellowed and flashed (cHapyacn rp03a SymeBana n 
CBepKaaa). Streams of rainwater, like little waterfalls, poured through gaps in the 
masonry (noTOKH aO/KaeBoii bo^bi, Kaic ManeHBKHe Boaonaabi, xnbrnyrm wepea 
rnejin b KaMeHHoii KJiaaKe). But the Stygians heeded them not (ho CTHrmiiiBi He 
o6pam,ajiH Ha hhx BHHMaHHa; to heed — odpaujanib enuManue, ynumueamb). 

Outside, the storm bellowed and flashed. Streams of rainwater, like little 
waterfalls, poured through gaps in the masonry. But the Stygians heeded them not. 


1 TaK na ibinacMas «HHroBaa» (|)op\ia. KOTopaa oopaiycTca npHoaBJicnneM -ing k hcxo.thoh / cnoBapHoii (|)op\ie 
rjiarona h nacTO ncperio/iHTCfl OTrnaroJibHbiM cymecTBHTenbHbiM: sing — singing — neTb — neHHe, draw — 
drawing — pncorsaTb — pHCOBaiine. 
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On the balcony above, Conan stood silently, awake but trembling with 
shudders that wracked his powerful body (Ha SajiKOHe HaBepxy KoHaH CToan 
MOJina, npocHyBniHHca, ho TpacymHHca c = om coaporamm, KOTOpBie pa3pymanH 
ero MOHiHoe Teno; to tremble — dpootcamb, to shudder — codpozambcn). With the 
cloudburst, the spell that held him captive had broken (c = djiaeodapn jihbhk) 
3aKJMTHe, KOTOpoe aep>Kajio ero njieHHbiM = e meuy paspyrniLiocb). Starting up, 
he glared about for the shadowy conclave of ghosts that he had seen form in his 
dream (bckohhb, oh BHHMaTejibHO ocMOTpenca b noncKax npH3pauHoro KOHKJiaBa 
npHBHaeHHH, KOTOpbiii, oh BHaeji, o6pa3yeTca b ero CHe; to glare — npucmajibuo 
CMompemb, to glare about — npucmajibuo CMompemb no cmopouaM, 

oenndbieambCH, to glare for — ebicMampueamb, ucKamb). When the lightning 
flashed, he thought he glimpsed a dark, amorphous form at the far end of the 
balcony (icoraa BcnbixHyna mojihhji, oh noayMaji = ejuy noKa3aaocb, /hto/ /oh/ 
3aMeTHJi TeMHyio aMOpcjtHyio (jtopMy b aajibHeM KOHu,e SamcoHa), but he did not care 
to go closer to investigate (ho oh He xoTen =y ueeo ue 6buio otcejiauun noaoHTH 
no6nH5Ke, hto6bi HCCJieaoBaTb = ebincuumb). 

seen [si:n], dream [dri:m], end [end] 

On the balcony above, Conan stood silently, awake but trembling with 
shudders that wracked his powerful body. With the cloudburst, the spell that held 
him captive had broken. Starting up, he glared about for the shadowy conclave of 
ghosts that he had seen form in his dream. When the lightning flashed, he thought he 
glimpsed a dark, amorphous form at the far end of the balcony, but he did not care 
to go closer to investigate. 

While he pondered the problem of how to quit the balcony without coming in 
reach of the Thing, the Stygians came stamping and roaring in (riOKa oh 

pa3Mbimjiaji /nan/ npodaeMon, xax noKHHyTb SajiKOH 6e3 nonaaanuH = ue nonae b 
npeaejibi aocaraeMOCTii CymecTBa, CTiiniiiubi boihjih, Toriaa h pbina, BOBHyrpb). 
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They were hardly an improvement on the ghosts (ohh 6lijth Bpaa jih yaynmemieM 
= Jiymue npuBHaemm). Given half a chance, they would be delighted to capture him 
for their slave gang (6yai> y hhx MHHHMajibHbiii rnaHc: «,aaHa nonoBHHa maHca», 
ohh 6bi 6bijth cnacTJiHBBi noiiMaTb ero ana CBoeii padoTOproBnecKOH SaHati = 
Oandbi padomopaoeiiee). For all his immense strength and skill at arms, Conan 
knew that no man can fight forty well-armed foes at once (HecMOTpa Ha bcio cboio 
orpOMHyio CHJiy h Boemroe HCKyccTBO KoHaH 3Han, hto hh oahh uejiOBeK He 
MO/KCT cpasiiTbCH c copOKa xopomo BOOpyaceHHbiMH BparaMH cpa3y; skill at arms 

— eoeuHoe ucKyccmeo: «ucKyccmeo eo enademiu opyDicueM»). Unless he instantly 

cut his way out and escaped, they would bring him down (ecrm /6bi/ oh 

MrHOBeHHO npopydHJi cboh = cede nyTb h ydeacan, ohh /6bi/ 3aBanHJiH; to cut out 

— eupydumb, npopydumb, ebipe3amb ). He faced either a swift death or a bitter life 
of groaning drudgery in a Stygian slave pen (oh CToan nepea jthiiom jth6o dbiCTpoii 
CMepra, jih6o MyuHTejibHOH 5KH3HH CTpa/jaa = e cmpadammx /ot/ iienocuabnoH 
padoTbi b CTHrHHCKOM 3aroHe / Ha crarnHCKOH naaHTau,HH / (|)epMe ana padoB; to 
groan — cmouanib, cmpadamb). He was not sure which he preferred (oh He 6biJi 
yBepeH, KOTOpoe oh npeanouHTaeT = oh ne 3Han mouno, umo 6bi npednouen). 

ponder ['pOndq], quit [kwlt], chance [tSQ:ns] 

While he pondered the problem of how to quit the balcony without coming in¬ 
reach of the Thing, the Stygians came stamping and roaring in. They were hardly 
an improvement on the ghosts. Given half a chance, they would be delighted to 
capture him for their slave gang. For all his immense strength and skill at arms, 
Conan knew that no man can fight forty well-armed foes at once. Unless he 
instantly cut his way out and escaped, they would bring him down. He faced either 
a swift death or a bitter life of groaning drudgery in a Stygian slave pen. He was not 
sure which he preferred. 
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If the Stygians distracted Conan's attention from the phantoms, they likewise 
distracted the attention of the phantoms from Conan (ecjin CTiinumbi otbuckhh 
BHHMaHHe KOHaHa OT (|)aHTOMOB, OHH TaiOKe OTBJieKJTH BHHMaHHe (jjaHTOMOB OT 
KoHaHa). In their mindless hunger, the shadow-things ignored the Cimmerian in 
favor of the forty Stygians encamped below (b cbocm Hepa36npaiomeM / 6e3yMHOM 
ronoae TeHH-cyn;ecTBa npeHedperjiH KHMMepHHu,eM b nojib3y copoxa CTHrimiieB, 
pacnojio'/KHBmHxcH jiarepeM BHH3y; in favor of — e noab3y, to encamp — 

pacnojiojfcunibcn nazepeM). Here was living flesh and vital force enough to glut 
their phantasmal lusts thrice over (3aecb 6bijto jkhboh nnoTH n >KH3HeHHOH chjibi 
aocTaTOHiio, /hto6bi/ HacBiTHTB hx npropanHyio >Ka-/Kay donee, hcm BTpoe). Like 
autumn leaves, they drifted over the balustrade and down from the balcony into the 
hall below (icaic oceHHne jihctm, ohh noHecimcb nepe3 SajunocTpaay n bhh3 c 
SamcoHa b 3an BHH3y). 

attention [q'tenSn], hunger [’hANgq], favor [’felvq] 

If the Stygians distracted Conan's attention from the phantoms, they likewise 
distracted the attention of the phantoms from Conan. In their mindless hunger, the 
shadow-things ignored the Cimmerian in favor of the forty Stygians encamped 
below. Here was living flesh and vital force enough to glut their phantasmal lusts 
thrice over. Like autumn leaves, they drifted over the balustrade and down from 
the balcony into the hall below. 

The Stygians sprawled around their fire, passing a bottle of wine from hand to 
hand and talking in their guttural tongue (cTuraniibi pa3BajiHJiHCB BOKpyr KOCTpa, 
nepeaaBaa SyTbiJiKy Brma H3 pyx b pyicn n pa3roBapHBaa Ha hx ropTaHHOM a3bnce). 
Although Conan knew only a few words of Stygian, from the intonations and 
gestures he could follow the course of the argument (xora KoHaH 3Han jthihb 

HeCKOJIBKO CJIOB nO-CTHrHHCKH, nO HHTOHaiimiM H 5KeCTaM OH MOr nOCJieAOBaTB = 

noHRmb xop cnopa). The leader — a clean-shaven giant, as tall as the Cimmerian 
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— swore that he would not venture into the downpour on such a night 
(npeaBoanTejib, Harono SpHTbiii rnraHT, TaKoii >xe bmcokhh, KaK KHMMepnen,, 
KJiajica, hto oh He OTBa>KHTca /bbihth/ b jiHBeHb b TaKyio hohb; to swear — 
KjiRcmbcri). They would await the dawn in this crumbling ruin (ohh ao>K,ayTCH 
paccBeTa b 3thx ocbinaioiHHxai pa3BanHHax). At least, the roof seemed to be still 
sound in places, and a man could lie here out of the drip (no KpaimeH Mepe, 

Kpbirna Ka3ajiacb /6biTb/ eme KpenKoii b MecTax = MecmaMU, h nenoBeK Mor 
jioxaTb 3aecb BHe Kanenn = m nonadan nod Karnu dootcdn). 

tongue [tAN], few [fju:], argument ['Q:gjumqntl 

The Stygians sprawled around their fire, passing a bottle of wine from hand to 
hand and talking in their guttural tongue. Although Conan knew only a few words of 
Stygian, from the intonations and gestures he could follow the course of the 
argument. The leader — a clean-shaven giant, as tall as the Cimmerian — swore 
that he would not venture into the downpour on such a night. They would await the 
dawn in this crumbling ruin. At least, the roof seemed to be still sound in places, 
and a man could lie here out of the drip. 

When several more bottles had been emptied, the Stygians, now warm and 
dry, composed themselves for sleep (xoraa eme HecKOJibKO SyTbiJiOK 6biJio 
onycTomeHO = ebinumo, CTHraiumi, Tenepb Tenjibie = coepeemuecn h cyxne, 
yenoKOHJiHCb = npueomoewiucb ko CHy). The fire burned low, for the brushwood 
with which they fed it could not long sustain a strong blaze (KOCTep ropen 
HeBbicoKHM /nnaMeHeM/, Tax xax xbopoct, KOTOpbiM ohh nomcapMJiHBajiH ero = 
Komopbiu ohu nodOpacbieanu e neeo, He Mor aonro nomtepJKHBaTb CHJibHoe njiaMa). 
The leader pointed to one of his men and spoke a harsh sentence (npeaBoaHTenb 
noKa3aji Ha o,zmoro H3 cbohx moaeii h H3pex cypOBbiii npnroBOp). The man 
protested, but after some argument he heaved himself up with a groan and pulled 
on his coat of mail (My^Kmma 3anpOTecTOBaji, ho nocne /Hexoero/ cnopa oh 
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no^mmca co ctohom ii naTanyji Ha /ce6a/ /cbok)/ KOJibnyry). He, Conan realized, 
had been chosen to stand the first watch (oh, nomui KoHaH, 6biJi BbidpaH, /hto6bi/ 
CToaTb nepByio CTpaacy; to choose — ebidpamb). 

sustain [sq'steln], harsh [hQ:S], groan [grqun] 

When several more bottles had been emptied, the Stygians, now warm and 
dry, composed themselves for sleep. The fire burned low, for the brushwood with 
which they fed it could not long sustain a strong blaze. The leader pointed to one of 
his men and spoke a harsh sentence. The man protested, but after some argument 
he heaved himself up with a groan and pulled on his coat of mail. He, Conan 
realized, had been chosen to stand the first watch. 


Presently, with sword in hand and shield on arm, the sentry was standing in 
the shadows at the margin of the light of the dying fire (ceimac c mchom b pyice h 
iit htom Ha pyice nacoBoii ctojiji b TeHH y Kpaa = hci zpanui^e CBeTa yMHpaiomero 
Kocipa). From time to time he walked slowly up and down the length of the hall 
(BpeMa ot BpeMeHH oh npoxammajica Me/tJieHHO /no/ ^Jimie 3ana; to walk up and 
down — npoxajtcueambcn, pacxajicueamb, luaeamb), pausing to peer into the 
winding corridors or out through the front doors, where the storm was in retreat 
(oCTaii a b a hb aacb, htoSbi larmmyTb b ini iidaiomiieca Kopimopbi hjth Hapy>Ky nepea 
BxoflHbie flBepn /ryzta/, r^e rp03a OTCTynana; to be in retreat — omcmynamb). 


sentry fsentrl], peer [plq], front [frAnt] 


Presently, with sword in hand and shield on arm, the sentry was standing in 
the shadows at the margin of the light of the dying fire. From time to time he 
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walked slowly up and down the length of the hall, pausing to peer into the 
winding corridors or out through the front doors, where the storm was in retreat. 

While the sentry stood in the main doorway with his back to his comrades, a 
grim shape formed among the snoring band of slavers (noica KapayjibHbiii CToaji b 
rnaBHOM flBepHOM npoeMe /cBoeii/ cmmon k ero TOBapmuaM, 3JiOBem,aa (f)opMa 
o6pa30BanacB cpe^n xpanam,eii SaH^bi padoTOproBueB / oxothhkob 3a padaMn). It 
grew slowly out of wavering clouds of insubstantial shadows (oh Bbipocna 

MeAJieHHO H3 KOJie6jiK>in,Hxca KJiydoB HJiJiio30pHbix TeHeii). The compound 
creature that gradually took shape was made up of the vital force of thousands of 
dead beings (cocTaBHoe C03,naHHe, KOTOpoe nocTeneHHO npHmmo (jtopMy, 6bino 
cocTaBJieHO = cocmomo H3 >KH3HeHHOH CHJibi Tbican MepTBbix cymecTB; to make 
up — cocmaejinmb, codupamb, eo3Meipamb). It became a ghastly form — a huge 
bulk that sprouted countless malformed limbs and appendages (oho CTano /KyTKoii 
cfmrypOH — orpoMiiaa rnbi6a, KOTOpaa Bbidpocnna SecHHcnemibie ypoanuBbie 
KOHeuHOCTH h npH^aTKH; to become — cmanoeumbcn). A dozen squat legs 
supported its monstrous weight (flKHKHHa kopotkhx h tojictbix Hor noAflepacHBana 
ee orpoMHbiii Bee). From its top, like grisly fruit, sprouted scores of heads (ot ee 
Bepxneii uaera, kbk BbisbiBaiomae y>xac nnoabi, Bbipocao mhokcctbo toiiob): some 
lifelike, with shaggy hair and brows (HeKOTOpbie Kaic acHBbie — c jioxMaTbiMii 
BOJiocaMH n 6pobhmh); others mere lumps in which eyes, ears, mouths, and nostrils 
were arranged at random (^pyrne — jihhib ihhihkh, b KOTOpbix rna3a, yum, pTbi h 
H03^pH 6buiH pacnonoaceHbi naodyivi; scores — MHOJtcecmeo, at random — naodyu, 
nay ear), e cjiyuaunoM nopm)i<e). 

grew [gru:], weight [welt], mouth [mauT] 

While the sentry stood in the main doorway with his back to his comrades, a 
grim shape formed among the snoring band of slavers. It grew slowly out of 
wavering clouds of insubstantial shadows. The compound creature that gradually 
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took shape was made up of the vital force of thousands of dead beings. It became a 
ghastly form — a huge bulk that sprouted countless malformed limbs and 
appendages. A dozen squat legs supported its monstrous weight. From its top, like 
grisly fruit, sprouted scores of heads: some lifelike, with shaggy hair and brows; 
others mere lumps in which eyes, ears, mouths, and nostrils were arranged at 
random. 

The sight of the hundred-headed monster in that dimly firelit hall was enough 
to freeze the blood of the stoutest with terror (BH^a CTornaBoro MOHCTpa b otom 
HeaCHO OCBeiUeHHOM KOCTpOM 3aJie 6bIJTO .ZJOCTaTOHHO, /hT06bi/ 3aM0p03HTB = 
3acmbiJia KpOBB caMBix OTBammix — ot yacaca). Conan felt his nape hairs rise and 
his skin crawl with revulsion as he stared down upon the scene (KoHaH 

nonyBCTBOBan, Kaic BCTarm ^bi6om bojiocbi Ha 3aTBiJiKe, a no ero xoace nodeacaim 
ot OTBpaiueHHa MypauiKH: «ero 3aTBiJiOHHBie bojiocbi noflHHMaTBca, a ero Koaca 
nodeacaTB MypamKaMH c OTBpaiu,eHHeM», Kor^a oh ycTaBHJica bhh3 Ha 3pejinme; 
to feel — nyecmeoeamb; to crawl — Kuiuemb; npooeeamb (o MypauiKax)). 

monster ['mOnstq], terror L'terq], crawl [krO:ll 

The sight of the hundred-headed monster in that dimly firelit hall was enough 
to freeze the blood of the stoutest with terror. Conan felt his nape hairs rise and his 
skin crawl with revulsion as he stared down upon the scene. 

The thing lurched across the floor (cymecTBO nomno, nomaTBiBaacB, no nony; 
to lurch — udmu wamancb, noiuambieambcn). Leaning unsteadily down, it 
clutched one of the Stygians with half a dozen grasping claws (HaKJiOHHBHiHCB 

HeyCTOHHHBO BHH3, OHO CXBaTHJIO OAHOTO H3 CTHTHHII,eB nOJiy^KHKHHOH U,enKHX 

Korreii). As the man awoke with a scream, the nightmare Thing tore its victim apart, 
spattering his sleeping comrades with gory, dripping fragments of the man (Kor^a 
My>KHHHa npocHyjica c BonneM, KOiHMapHoe CymecTBO pa30pBano cboio 5KepTBy Ha 
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nacTH, 3a6pM3riiBaa ero cnamiix to Bap h men OKpOBaBJieHHbiMH coHami iMi ica 
KycKaMH; to tear apart — pa3pbieamb na Kyciai / na nacmu). 

lurch [lq:tS], one [wAn], scream [skri:m] 

The thing lurched across the floor. Leaning unsteadily down, it clutched one of 
the Stygians with half a dozen grasping claws. As the man awoke with a scream, the 
nightmare Thing tore its victim apart, spattering his sleeping comrades with gory, 
dripping fragments of the man. 


7. Flight from Nightmare 
(Eeecmeo om KouiMapa) 


In an instant, the Stygians were on their feet (bmmx cththhubi 6bijih Ha 
Horax). Hard-bitten ravagers though they were, the sight was frightful enough to 
wring yells of terror from some (xoTa ohh 6bijih ctohkhmh uaaeTHUKaMn. 
3pejmin,e 6bijto ^ocTaTOUHO yacacaioumM, hto6bi HCTOprayTt Bomm yacaca H3 
HeKOTOpBix; to wring — sbuicuMamb). Wheeling at the first scream, the sentry 
rushed back into the hall to hack at the monster with his sword (odepHyBumcb 
npn nepBOM Kpmce, nacoBoii Spocnjica uaaaa b 3an, hto6bi pa3py6HTB Hyrmue 
cbohm MenoM). Bellowing commands, the leader snatched up the nearest weapon 
and fell to (BbiKpmcHBaa KOMaH^Bi, npeaBoanTenb BbixBaTHJi djiHacaiimee 
opyacne h SpocHJica b 6oii; to fall to — 'mepzimno npunuMambcn 3a (mno-ji.), 
Haminanib deaamb (nmo-Ji.); nadpacbieambcn na (nmo-ji.)). The rest, although 
unarmored, disheveled, and confused (ocTajiBHBie, xoTa h 6e3 ^ocnexoB: 
«HeAOcnemHbie», pacTpenaHHbie h cdHTbie c TOJiKy / pacTepaBumeca; armor — 
KOJibnyza, Jiambi, uuieM, docnexu), seized sword and spear to defend themselves 


Myjihm uh 3hi k osou npoeKm Hjibu Opanra www. franklang. ru 


152 



against the shape that shambled and slew among them (cxBaTHim Men n Konue, 
/hto6bi/ samHTHTbca ot (j)opMbi = (pueypu, Koxopaa LuaTajiacb n ybHBana cpe/m 
hhx; to slay — ydueamt, ymimnojicamb). 


feet [fid], weapon ['wepqn], slew [slu:] 

In an instant, the Stygians were on their feet. Hardbitten ravagers though 
they were, the sight was frightful enough to wring yells of terror from some. 
Wheeling at the first scream, the sentry rushed back into the hall to hack at the 
monster with his sword. Bellowing commands, the leader snatched up the nearest 
weapon and fell to. The rest, although unarmored, disheveled, and confused, 
seized sword and spear to defend themselves against the shape that shambled and 
slew among them. 

Swords hacked into misshapen thighs; spears plunged into the swollen, swaying 
belly (Menu Bpybanncb b 6eccf)opMeHHbie 6eapa, Konun norpyncanHCb b pa3ayToe, 
KOJiebmomeeca 6pioxo). Clutching hands and arms were hacked away to thud, 
jerking and grasping, to the floor (xBaTaioume khcth h pyKH = pym OTpySanncb: 
«6bijih OTpy6jieHbi», /htoSbi/ ynacTb c rnyxHM CTyKOM, nepraacb n uenaancb, Ha 
non = xeamafoiijue pym pydunu, u ohu, depzancb u uen.wRCb, nadanu c znyxuM 
cmyxoM na non). But, seeming to feel no pain, the monster snatched up man after 
man (onuaKO, Ka3anocb, He nyBCTByn HHicaKOH 6onn, wynoBiime xBaTano 
nenoBeica 3a nenoBeKOM). Some Stygians had their heads twisted off by strangling 
hands (HeKOTOpbie CTHranpui HMenn cboh ronoBbi OTKpyneHHbiMH aaBnmHMH 
pyicaMH = y neKomopux cmuzuiipee cjicimaHnuiie pym omKpymunu zonoeu; to 
have something done — to have + dononHenue + npmacmue npomediuezo 
epejvienu — cdenamb nmo-mo HyjfcuMU pynaMU, mo ecmb deucmeue, nomopoe 
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ebinojinnemcn KeM-jiu6o no npocbde nodneotcamezo'). Others were seized by the 
feet and battered to gory remnants against the pillars (apyrne 6 bijih cxBaneHbi 3a 
Horn h pa36im>i Ha KpOBaBbie ocTaHKH o kojiohhbi). 

thigh [Tal], thud [TAd], pain [peln] 

Swords hacked into misshapen thighs; spears plunged into the swollen, swaying 
belly. Clutching hands and arms were hacked away to thud, jerking and grasping, to 
the floor. But, seeming to feel no pain, the monster snatched up man after man. 

Some Stygians had their heads twisted off by strangling hands. Others were seized 
by the feet and battered to gory remnants against the pillars. 

As the Cimmerian watched from above, a dozen Stygians were battered or torn 
to death (noica KHMMepHeu, nadmoaan CBepxy, mo'/Kima CTiiniiiueB 6biJia mbuTa 
hjth pacTep3aHa ao CMepra). The ghastly wounds inflicted on the monster by the 
weapons of the Stygians instantly closed up and healed (oTBpaTHTejibHbie pam>i, 
HaHeceHHBie MOHCTpy opyacneM CTuniimeB MraoBemro 3aTarnBanucb h 
3a5KHBanH). Severed heads and arms were replaced by new members, which 
sprouted from the bulbous body (oTpybjieHHbie ronoBbi h pyKH 6bum 3aMeHem>i 
HOBbIMH KO IIeHIIOCT5I M M, KOTOpbie BblpaCTaJIH H3 BbinyKJioro TeJia). 

torn [tO:n], wound [wVnd], heal [hi:lj 

As the Cimmerian watched from above, a dozen Stygians were battered or torn 
to death. The ghastly wounds inflicted on the monster by the weapons of the 
Stygians instantly closed up and healed. Severed heads and arms were replaced by 
new members, which sprouted from the bulbous body. 


1 3^ect CTHTHHIJbl BOBCe He XOT5IT H He npOCHT, HT06bI MOHCTp OTKpyHHBaJI HM TOJIOBBI 6e3 OTBepTKH, a TOBap# 
npocTO-HanpocTO Hcnojib3yeT 3Ty CTpyKTypy b KanecTBe 3aMeHHTena CTpa/faTejibHoro 3ajiora. 
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Seeing that the Stygians had no chance against the monster, Conan resolved to 
take his leave while the Thing was still occupied with the slavers and before it 
turned its attention to him (mma, wto CTuniMUbi /He/ hmcjih = hie/ umeiom 
HHKaKHx rnaHCOB npOTHB MOHCTpa, KoHaH peuiHJi yiiTH, noxa TBapr. 6bina eme 
3aiiHTa c paGoToproBuaMH, w noxa OHa He odpaTHJia CBoero BHHMaHna Ha Hero; to 
take leave — yumu, npouiambCR). Thinking it unwise to enter the hall, he sought a 
more direct exit (cuHTaa /oto/ Hepa3yMHBiM BxoaHTb b 3an, oh noHCKaji donee 
npaMoir Bbixoa; to seek — ucKamb). He climbed out through a window (oh 
Bbidpanca Hapyjxy nepe3 okho). This let on to a roof terrace of broken tiles (3to = 
oho BbinycKano = euxoduno Ha Teppacy Kpbimn H3 nojiOMaHHoir neperombi), where 
a false step could drop him through a gap in the pavement to ground level (rae 
jio>KHbiH mar Mor ypOHHTb ero nepe3 meab b noKpbiTHH Ha nepBbiii ypOBeHb = 
omaoie). 

leave [li:v], enter [’entq], sought [sO:t] 

Seeing that the Stygians had no chance against the monster, Conan resolved to 
take his leave while the Thing was still occupied with the slavers and before it 
turned its attention to him. Thinking it unwise to enter the hall, he sought a more 
direct exit. He climbed out through a window. This let on to a roof terrace of 
broken tiles, where a false step could drop him through a gap in the pavement to 
ground level. 

The rain had slackened to a drizzle (aojK^b yMeHbiuHnca ao H3MOpocH). The 
moon, now nearly overhead, showed intermittent beams again (nyHa, Tenepb iiohth 
Haa ronoBOH, noKa3biBajia nepHoannecKHe Jiynn onaTb = cnoea nepuodunecKu 
nocbuiajia Jiynu). Looking down from the parapet that bounded the terrace, Conan 
found a place where the exterior carvings, together with climbing vines, provided 
means of descent (rnaaa bhh3 c napaneTa, KOTOpbiir orpamiMiiBaa Teppacy, KoHaH 
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Hamejio MecTO, ryte BHenmnii pe3HOH opHaMeHT BMecTe c BbiomiiMHca ji03aMH 
aaBaji: «npeaocxaBJiaa» bosmojkhoctb /ana/ cnycxa). With the lithe grace of an ape, 
he lowered himself hand over hand down the weirdly carven facade (c ™6 koh 

rpauneii oSetbaiibi oh cnycTHJi ceoa = cnycmuncn npOBOpHO bhh3 no npHnyaJiHBO 
BbicewennoMy c|)acayy; hand over hand — dbicmpo, npoeopno: «pyKa noeepxpyKu »). 

drizzle [drzl], beam [bi:m], facade [fq'sQ:d] 

The rain had slackened to a drizzle. The moon, now nearly overhead, showed 
intermittent beams again. Looking down from the parapet that bounded the terrace, 
Conan found a place where the exterior carvings., together with climbing vines, 
provided means of descent. With the lithe grace of an ape, he lowered himself hand 
over hand down the weirdly carven facade. 

Now the moon glazed out in full glory (Tenepb nyHa SjiHCTana bo Been 
cnaBe / KpacoTe), lighting the courtyard below where the Stygians’ horses stood 
tethered (ocBemaa BHyTpemnm flBOp Biuny, ryte Jioiuap cxiinniueB CToarm 
npHBa3aHHbiMn; to tether — npu6M3amb /nacyipeecn otcueomnoe/), moving 
and whinnying uneasily at the sounds of mortal combat that came from the great 
hall (^BHraacb = nepeemynan u p>xa SecnoKoimo = U3daean OecnoKounoe 
pofcamie npH 3Byicax CMepTenbHoro 6oa, KOTOpbie aohochjihcb H 3 Sojibmoro 
3ana). Over the roar of battle sounded screams of agony as man after man was 
torn limb from limb (Ha,n uiyMOM 6 htbbi = saraymaa myM 6 htbbi 3Bynajm BonjiH 
aroHHH, Koryta nejiOBeKy3a nenoBeKOM OTpbiBajm: «6 biji OTpbiBaeM» 

KOHeHHOCTb 3a 
KOHeHHOCTbK)). 

glory [’glO:rI], below [bl’lqu], agony ['xgqnl] 

Now the moon glazed out in full glory, lighting the courtyard below where 
the Stygians’ horses stood tethered, moving and whinnying uneasily at the sounds 
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of mortal combat that came from the great hall. Over the roar of battle sounded 
screams of agony as man after man was tom limb from limb. 

Conan dropped, landing lightly on the earth of the courtyard (KoHaH 
npuimyn bhh3, nerico nproeMJTHBHiHCb Ha 3eMruo BHyTpeHHero a,BOpa). He 
sprinted for the great black mare that had belonged to the leader of the slavers (oh 
bpocHjrca k SojTBinoH nepHoh Kodbure, KOTOpaa npnnaaae>Kaaa npeaBoauTemo 
padoTOproBiieB). He would have liked to linger to loot the bodies, for he needed 
their armor and other supplies (oh 6bi xoTen 3aaep>KaTbca, hto6bi orpa6HTB 
Tea a, Tax KaK oh ny>Kaaaca b hx aocnexax h apyrnx npiinacax). The mail shirt 
he had worn as Belit's piratical partner had long since succumbed to wear and 
rust (KOJibnyra, /KOTOpyio/ oh hochjt, KaK inipaT, napraep BeauT, y>xe hub no 
noaaanacB H3HOcy h pace), and his flight from Bamula had been too hasty to 
allow him to equip himself more completely (a ero noder H3 EaiYiynbi 6bin cjihhikom 
nocnemeH, /uTodbi/ no3BoaHTb eMy SKHnupOBaTbca donee ocHOBaTeabHo). But no 
force on earth could have drawn him into that hall (ho mncaKan cuaa Ha seivine /He/ 
Moraa dbi 3aTamHTb ero b tot 3an), where a horror of living death still stalked and 
slew (rae yncac xchboh CMepTH Bee erne BbimarHBan h ydHBan). 

worn [wO:n], drawn [drO:n], completely [kqm'pli:tll] 

Conan dropped, landing lightly on the earth of the courtyard. He sprinted for 
the great black mare that had belonged to the leader of the slavers. He would have 
liked to linger to loot the bodies, for he needed their armor and other supplies. The 
mail shirt he had worn as Belit's piratical partner had long since succumbed to 
wear and mst, and his flight from Bamula had been too hasty to allow him to 
equip himself more completely. But no force on earth could have drawn him into 
that hall, where a horror of living death still stalked and slew. 
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As the young Cimmerian untethered the horse he had chosen (icoraa mojtoaoh 
K oHaH OTBflsaji noniaab, /KOTopyro/ oh Bbidpan), a screaming figure burst from the 
entrance and came pelting across the courtyard toward him (Bonamaa <|)Hrypa 

BHe3anHO noaBHjiacb ot Bxoaa h dpocmiacb: «npHinna 6pocaacb» k HeMy). Conan 
saw that it was the man who had stood the first sentry-go (KoHaH yBHaen, hto oto 
6biji MyacHHiia, KOTOpbiir CToan nepBbiM b xapayne; to stand sentry-go — cm on mb e 
Kapayae, necmu Kapayn). The Stygian's helmet and mail shirt had protected him 
just enough to enable him to survive the massacre of his comrades (nureM n Kontnyra 
CTHmiiua 3amHTHJiH ero kbk pa3 aocTaTOHiio, htoobi no3BOimTb eMy nepeacHTb pe3Hio ero 
TOBaprimeii). 

chosen [tSquzn], survive [sq'valv], massacre [’mxsqkq] 

As the young Cimmerian untethered the horse he had chosen, a screaming 
figure burst from the entrance and came pelting across the courtyard toward him. 
Conan saw that it was the man who had stood the first sentry-go. The Stygian's 
helmet and mail shirt had protected him just enough to enable him to survive the 
massacre of his comrades. 

Conan opened his mouth to speak (KoHaH OTKpbin /cboh/ pOT, /hto6bi/ 
3aroBOpHTb). There was no love lost between him and the Stygian people (Mencay 
hum n cththhckhm HapoaoM He 6bino jtk>6bh: «He 6bino noTepaHO jho6bh Mencay 
hhmh»); nevertheless, if this Stygian were the only survivor of his party, Conan 
would have been willing to form a rogues' alliance with him (tcm He MeHee, ecnn 
3tot CTHrHeu, 6bin eanHCTBeHHMM BbDKHBmHM H3 ero OTpaaa, KoHaH oxotho 
o6pa30Bajr 6bi: «6bur 6bi oxothbim o6pa30BaTb» coro3 6poaar c hhm), however 
temporary, until they could reach more settled country (xoth h BpeMeHHbiH, noxa 
ohh /He/ Moran = cMoeym aodpaTbca ao donee HaceneHHOH mccthocth; would have 
been — 6biJi 6bi). 
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love [lAv], been [bi:n], temporary [’tempqrqrl] 


Conan opened his mouth to speak. There was no love lost between him and 
the Stygian people; nevertheless, if this Stygian were the only survivor of his party, 
Conan would have been willing to form a rogues' alliance with him, however 
temporary, until they could reach more settled country. 

But Conan had no chance to make such a proposal, for the experience had 
driven the burly Stygian mad (ho KoHaH He HMen rnaHca = Kouauy ne 
npedcmaeujicR mane CflenaTB. Taicoe npeano>KeHHe, Tax Kaic cobniTHe CBeno 
Sojibiuoro h CHrrbHoro CTHrHHu,a c yMa; to drive mad — ceodumb c yMa; burly — 
KpenKuu, dojibtuou u cujibHbiu). His eyes blazed wildly in the moonlight, and foam 
dripped from his lips (ero rjia3a CBepKann amco b nyHHOM CBeTe, a neHa CTercana H3 
ero ry6). He rushed straight upon Conan, whirling a scimitar so that the moonlight 
flashed upon it and shrieking, 'Back to your hell, O demon (oh SpocHJica npaMO Ha 
KoHaHa, Bpaiu,aa CHMHTapOM TaK, hto nyHHBiH cbct CBepKan Ha HeM, h Bonn: 
/ybHpairca/ Ha3aa b cboh aa, o aeMOH)!' 

driven [drlvn], mad [mxd], foam [fqum] 

But Conan had no chance to make such a proposal, for the experience had 
driven the burly Stygian mad. His eyes blazed wildly in the moonlight, and foam 
dripped from his lips. He rushed straight upon Conan, whirling a scimitar so that 
the moonlight flashed upon it and shrieking, 'Back to your hell, O demon!' 

The primitive survival instinct of the wilderness-bred Cimmerian flashed into 
action without conscious thought (nepBo6r.iTHt.iH hhcthhkt BBDKHBamM Bbipocmero 
epean aHKoii npHpoaBi KHMMepHHu,a mthobchho BCTynHJi b 6oh 6e3 co3HaTejrr.HOH 
mbicjih — ueoco3HaHHO / aemoMamuuecKW, to flash — nponecmucb, dbicmpo 

i Kpuriafl TypciiKaa ca6 jih. 
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npoMejibKHymb, pe3K0 nepeumu k dpyzoMy deucmewo). By the time the man was 
within striking distance, Conan's own sword had cleared its scabbard (k TOMy 
BpeMeHH, /Korna/ iviy/KHnna 6biji Ha paccToainui y,n,apa / b npeaenax 
aoearaeMOCTH, codcTBeHHBiH Men KoHaH /yace/ ocBo6oa,HJica ot HoaceH). Again 
and again, steel clanged against steel, striking sparks (cHOBa h CHOBa CTajiB 3BeHena 
o CTajiB, BBiceKaa HCKpBi). As the wild-eyed Stygian swung back for another slash 
(Kor,na crarHeu, c an k n mh rna3aMH saMaxiiyaca ana eme oaHoro yaapa; slash — 
pa3pe3; npope3b; ydap mchom), Conan drove his point into the madman's throat 
(KoHaH boh3hji: «BorHan» /cBoe/ ocTpne /KJiHmca/ b ropjio 6e3yMu,a; to drive — 
znamb). The Stygian gurgled, swayed, and toppled (cTHraep 3a6yjiBKan, 

noKauHyjica h ynan rojiOBoii bhh3; to topple — eanumbcn, nadamb (zonoeou earn); 
onpoKudbieamb( ch)). 

action [’xkSn], slash [slxS], throat [Trqut] 

The primitive survival instinct of the wilderness-bred Cimmerian flashed into 
action without conscious thought. By the time the man was within striking distance, 
Conan's own sword had cleared its scabbard. Again and again, steel clanged 
against steel, striking sparks. As the wild-eyed Stygian swung back for another slash, 
Conan drove his point into the madman's throat. The Stygian gurgled, swayed, and 
toppled. 

For an instant, Conan leaned on the mare’s saddle bow, panting (Ha MraoBemie 
KoHaH onepca Ha Jiyxy ceana koSbijibi, Taxceno ABirna). The duel had been short 
but fierce, and the Stygian had been no mean antagonist OtyaiiB driaa KOpOTKOH, ho 
apocTHoii, a CTHrueu, 6bijt He acanKHM / yborriM conepHHKOM). 

duel [dju: ql], short [SO:t], mean [mi:n] 
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For an instant, Conan leaned on the mare’s saddle bow, panting. The duel had 
been short but fierce, and the Stygian had been no mean antagonist. 

From within the ancient pile of stone, no more cries of terror rang (n3HyTpn 
apeBiieu rpOMa^bi H3 Kaivimi Sojitme He pasaaBanucb KpHKH y>Kaca; to ring — 
3eynamb, pa3daeambcn ). There was naught but an ominous silence (/He/ 6bijto 
HH uero, KpoMe 3JiOBemeH th ttt hhm). Then Conan heard slow, heavy, shuffling 
footsteps (3aTeM KoHaH ycntiman MeAJieHHbie, T^DKejibie, mapKaiomne marn). Flad 
the ogreish thing slaughtered them all (BenHicaHCKaa TBapb ydnna hx Bcex; ogre — 
eenuKan-modoed )? Was it dragging its misshapen bulk toward the door, to emerge 
into the courtyard (oHa Tamiiaa cboio SeccjDOpMeHHyio Tymy k /mepaivi, /hto6bi/ 
BbIHTH BO BHyTpeHHHH flBOp)? 

rang [rxN], naught [nO:t], heavy ['hevl] 

From within the ancient pile of stone, no more cries of terror rang. There was 
naught but an ominous silence. Then Conan heard slow, heavy, shuffling footsteps. 
Had the ogreish thing slaughtered them all? Was it dragging its misshapen bulk 
toward the door, to emerge into the courtyard? 

Conan did not wait to find out (KoHaH He 5K^aji = ne cmcui doofcudambcn, 
HTobbi BbiacHHTb /oto/). With trembling fingers he unlaced the dead man’s hauberk 
and pulled the mail shirt off (flpmicaiuHMH najibu,aMH OHa paaBasaa KOJibnyry 
MepTBoro iviy'/KHiuibi = Mepmeeua h CTanya KOJibnyjKHyio pydaxy). He also collected 
the Stygian's helmet and shield, the latter made from the hide of one of the great, 
thick-skinned beasts of the veldt (oh TaioKe cobpan = nododpan rnneM h iuht 
CTHrmiiia, nocneflHHH /6bin/ caenan H3 imcypbi o^hoh H3 orpOMHbix tojictokojkhx 
TBapeir Bejib^a 1 ). He hastily tied these trophies to the saddle, vaulted upon the 
steed, wrenched at the reins, and kicked the mare's ribs (oh nocneumo npHBa3an 

i Crem,. 
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3th Tpoc|)en k ce^Jiy, bckohhji Ha Jionia^b, aepuyn y^HJia h yzjapHJi HoraMH Kodbuiy 
nop, pe6pa; to kick — dumb nozou). He galloped out of the mined courtyard into the 
region of withered grass (oh BbuieTea ranonoM H3 pa3pymeHHoro aBopa b 
MecTHOCTb c 3acoxmeH TpaBoii; to gallop — CKanamb / uecmucb zanonoM). With 
every stride of the flying hoofs, the castle of ancient evil fell behind (c KaacatiM 
ckokom jieTamHx KonbiT 3aMOK apeBiiero 3Jia OTCTaBan = omdcumncn', to fall behind 
— omcmaeamb). 

latter [lxtq], steed [sti:d], grass [grQ:sl 

Conan did not wait to find out. With trembling fingers he unlaced the dead 
man's hauberk and pulled the mail shirt off. He also collected the Stygian's helmet 
and shield, the latter made from the hide of one of the great, thick-skinned beasts of 
the veldt. He hastily tied these trophies to the saddle, vaulted upon the steed, 
wrenched at the reins, and kicked the mare's ribs. He galloped out of the ruined 
courtyard into the region of withered grass. With every stride of the flying hoofs, 
the castle of ancient evil fell behind. 

Somewhere beyond the circle of dead grass, perhaps the hungry lions still 
prowled (ryie-TO 3a KpyroM MepTBOH TpaBbi, bo3mo)kho, Bee eme pbicicajiH 
rojioflHbie jibBbi). But Conan did not care (ho KoHaHy 6bino HanneBaTb: «KoHaH 
He 3a6oTHJica / TpeB05KHJica»). After the ghostly horrors of the black citadel, he 
would gladly take his chances with mere lions (nocne npuspaunbix y>xacoB uepnoii 
PHTa^ejiH oh c paaocTbio noMepHJica 6bi CHJiaMH c npocTbiMH jibBaMH; to take one’s 
chance with — noMepumbcn cujiou c, ucnpodoeamb ceou mancu, nonumamb ydany; 
mere — npocmou, ne donee neM, ecezo numb). 

prowl [praul], care [kFq], mere [mlq] 
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Somewhere beyond the circle of dead grass, perhaps the hungry lions still 
prowled. But Conan did not care. After the ghostly horrors of the black citadel, he 
would gladly take his chances with mere lions. 


Robert Ervin Howard 

Beyond the Black River 


(3a Wepnou peuou) 


1. Conan Loses His Ax 

(KoHaH TepneT /cboh/ Tonop) 

The stillness of the forest trail was so primeval that the tread of a soft-booted foot 
was a startling disturbance (TuniHHa necHon Tponw = na jiecnou mpone 6 bin a Tax 
nepB03aaHHa, hto nocTynn CTymor b Maricon odyBn: «Marico o6yToii» 6bura 
nyraiomiiM HapymeHneM enoKOHCTBiia). At least it seemed so to the ears of the 
wayfarer, though he was moving along the path with the caution that must be 
practised by any man who ventures beyond Thunder River (no Kpaimen Mepe OHa 
Ka3anacb Taxon ana yineii nymuKa, xota oh aBuraaca no Tpone c 
ocTOpoacHOCTbio, KOTOpyio acmncHa 6biTb coSjnoaeHa = nyjtcHO codjuodamb 
nioSoMy /nenoBeKy/, kto OTBaaamaeTca /3aiiTH/ 3a TpOMOByio pexy). He was a 
young man of medium height, with an open countenance and a mop of tousled 
tawny hair unconfined by cap or helmet (oh 6bijt MOJioatiM nenoBeKOM cpeaHero 
pOCTa, C OTKpbITbIM JTHH,OM Ii KOnHOH B3BepOmeHHbIX pbDKeBaTO-KOpHHHeBBIX 
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bojioc, HenoKpwTbix manKOH hjih uiucmom; to confine — oepammueamb; 
3amonamb, depjtcamb 63anepmu ). His garb was common enough for that country 
— a coarse tunic, belted at the waist (ero Hapa^ 6biji aobojibho oSbihhbim jpm 
3TOH MecTHOcra — rpybaa TyHHKa, noanoacaunaa y Tannn; to belt — 
nepexeambieamb pejvineM, ononcbieanib;), short leather breeches beneath 
(KopoTKiie KO'/Kaiibie urraHBi non /neii/), and soft buckskin boots that came short of 
the knee (n Maricne canorn H3 BBinenaHHOH oneHBeii kojkh, KOTOpBie He aoxo^hjih 
ao KOJieH; to come short of — ne xeamamb, ne doxodumb). A knife-hilt jutted from 
one boot-top (pyxoaTB Honca BBinaBajiacB H3 ronemima). The broad leather belt 
supported a short, heavy sword and a buckskin pouch (hihpokhh KoncaHBiH peMem> 
nonnepncHBan kopotkhh TancejiBiH Men h cyivncy H3 ojieHBeii koxch). There was no 
perturbation in the wide eyes that scanned the green walls which fringed the trail (b 
niHpOKHx = luupoKo pacKpbimbix rna3ax, hto pasraaaBiBaan seaeiibie CTeiiBi, 
KOTOpBie OKaHMJiajm Tpony, He 6bijto SecnoKOHCTBa). Though not tall, he was well 
built (xotm /h/ He bbicokhh, oh 6bih xopomo cno>KeH), and the arms that the short 
wide sleeves of the tunic left bare were thick with corded muscle (a pyKH, KOTOpBie 
KOpOTKHe HIHpOKHe pyKaBa TyHHKH OCTaBJiaJTH OTKpBITBIMH, 6bijih KpenKHMH c 
y3JiOBaToii MycKynaTypon; to leave — ocmae.mmb). 

knee [ni:], pouch [pautS], sleeve [sli:v] 

The stillness of the forest trail was so primeval that the tread of a soft-booted foot 
was a startling disturbance. At least it seemed so to the ears of the wayfarer, though 
he was moving along the path with the caution that must be practised by any man 
who ventures beyond Thunder River. He was a young man of medium height, with 
an open countenance and a mop of tousled tawny hair unconfined by cap or 
helmet. His garb was common enough for that country — a coarse tunic, belted at 
the waist, short leather breeches beneath, and soft buckskin boots that came short 
of the knee. A knife-hilt jutted from one boot-top. The broad leather belt supported 
a short, heavy sword and a buckskin pouch. There was no perturbation in the wide 
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eyes that scanned the green walls which fringed the trail. Though not tall, he was 
well built, and the arms that the short wide sleeves of the tunic left bare were thick 
with corded muscle. 

He tramped imperturbably along, although the last settler's cabin lay miles behind 
him (oh men cnoxoimo Bnepefl, xora xurnma nocneAHero nocejieHH,a Jiencana /b/ 
mhjmx noaanu Hero), and each step was carrying him nearer the grim peril that 
hung like a brooding shadow over the ancient forest (h xaacflbm mar Hec ero 
SjiHnce k MpauHOH onacHOCTH, xoTOpaa HaBircna rar TarocTHaa Teim nan npeBiniM 
necoM; to hang — eucemb; to brood — ebicuotcueamb; naeucamb /06 odjiamx, 
mbMe u m. n./; mmomumb /o 3a6omax/). 

last [lQ:st], hung [hAN], cabin [’kxbln] 

He tramped imperturbably along, although the last settler's cabin lay miles behind 
him, and each step was carrying him nearer the grim peril that hung like a brooding 
shadow over the ancient forest. 

He was not making as much noise as it seemed to him (oh He co3naBaji Tax MHoro 
= cmojibKo myMa, xax /oto/ eMy xa3ajiocb), though he well knew that the faint 
tread of his booted feet would be like a tocsin of alarm to the fierce ears that might 
be lurking in the treacherous green fastness (xoth oh xopomo 3Han, hto cjiadbiii = 
jie2Kuu mar ero odyroH CTynHH 6bijt 6bi xax nadanibiH kojiokoji ana mycTpBix 
yuied, KOTOpbie, bo3mo5xho, TaHJiHcr. b npeaaTejibcxoH 3eneHOH ramn; might — 
npoiuediuee epeun om may — MOJicem, o6pa3yem KoiicmpyKifiiio eepomnnocmu — 
603modk:ho, MOJicem 6bimb, eepommio). His careless attitude was not genuine (ero 
decneuHoe cocToamie = decnennocmb He dbina HCKpeHHen = 6biJia Hampannou ); 
his eyes and ears were keenly alert (ero rna3a h yum 6bijth oweiir uacTopo>Keiibi), 
especially his ears, for no gaze could penetrate the leafy tangle for more than a few 
feet in either direction (ocodeiino ero yum, Tax xax HHxaxoii Bsraaa /h e/ Mor /6bi/ 
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npOHHKHyTt. /3a/ cnaeTemie jihctbcb 6 oaee, neM ana = na hcckojibko (j)yroB b 
jiioSom HanpaBJieHHH). 

noise [nOIz], well [wel], tangle [txNgl] 

He was not making as much noise as it seemed to him, though he well knew that 
the faint tread of his booted feet would be like a tocsin of alarm to the fierce ears 
that might be lurking in the treacherous green fastness. His careless attitude was 
not genuine; his eyes and ears were keenly alert, especially his ears, for no gaze 
could penetrate the leafy tangle for more than a few feet in either direction. 

But it was instinct more than any warning by the external senses which brought 
him up suddenly (ho /sto 6bin/ CKOpee hhcthhkt, Henceim KaKoe-jm6o 
npeaynpencaemie ot ero Hapymmix /opraHOB/ nyBCTB, /KOTOpbih/ Bnpyr 
ocTaHOBHJi ero), his hand on his hilt (ero pyica Ha ero 3(J)ece /Mena/ = ezo pym 
/cK0Jib3Hyjia/ na 3(pec). He stood stock-still in the middle of the trail (oh CToan He 
HiejioxHyBiHHCB nocpenmie Tponbi; to stand stock-still — cmomnn ne 
luejioxnyeuiucb; stock — znaenbiu cmeon /depeea/; nenb), unconsciously holding 
his breath (6ecco3HaTejibHO = HeBOJibHO 3aaep5KHBaa /cBoe/ abixamre), wondering 
what he had heard, and wondering if indeed he had heard anything (cnpamimaa 
ce6a, hto oh ycnbiman, h cnpamirBaa ce6a, aehcTBHTejibHO jih oh ycnbimaji hto- 
to). The silence seemed absolute (THHiHHa Ka3anacb adcomoTHOH). Not a squirrel 
chattered or bird chirped (hh oaua Seaica /He/ mypmana, hh /oaua/ nxima /ue/ 
medeTana). Then his gaze fixed itself on a mass of bushes beside the trail a few 
yards ahead of him (3aTeM ero B3rnaa cocpeaoTOHHJi ce6a = cocpedomonujicn Ha 
CKonjieHHH KycTOB 3 a Tponoh b HecKOJibKHx apaax nepea hhm). There was no 
breeze, yet he had seen a branch quiver (/He/ 6bijio HHicaicoro BeTpa, ho oh yBHaeji 
BeTKa KOJibixaTbca = kuk eemKa KOJibixnyjiacb). The short hairs on his scalp 
prickled (KOpOTKHe bojiocbi Ha ero CKanbne =y nezo na zonoee BCTanH abidoM), 
and he stood for an instant undecided (h oh CToan MraoBeHHe b 
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HepemiiTejibHOCTii: «nepeujennbiH»; to decide — peiuamb), certain that a move in 
either direction would bring death streaking at him from the bushes (yBepeHHbin /b 
tom/, hto aBHJKeHne b jik)6om HanpaBJierom npimeceT eMy CMepTb, ycTpeMacb k 
HeMy H3 KyCTOB). 

warning [wO:nIN], suddenly [’sAdnll], unconsciously [An'kOnSqslI] 

But it was instinct more than any warning by the external senses which brought 
him up suddenly, his hand on his hilt. He stood stock-still in the middle of the trail, 
unconsciously holding his breath, wondering what he had heard, and wondering if 
indeed he had heard anything. The silence seemed absolute. Not a squirrel 
chattered or bird chirped. Then his gaze fixed itself on a mass of bushes beside the 
trail a few yards ahead of him. There was no breeze, yet he had seen a branch 
quiver. The short hairs on his scalp prickled, and he stood for an instant undecided, 
certain that a move in either direction would bring death streaking at him from the 
bushes. 

A heavy chopping crunch sounded behind the leaves (TJDKejibin pydamuii xpycT 
paaaaaca 3a jincTbaMn). The bushes were shaken violently (icycTbi 6bum 
noipaceHbi = 3ampncjiucb cnjibHo), and simultaneously with the sound, an arrow 
arched erratically from among them and vanished among the trees along the trail (n 
oaHOBpeMeHHO c /bthm / 3ByKOM CTpena BbuieTena no pyre HenpaBHJibHO = no 
nenpaeujibHou dyze H3 /cpean/ KycTOB n ncne3Jia cpea,n aepeBbeB BflOJib Tponbi; 
arch — apna; ceod; to arch — U32u6amb(cn) dyzou ). The wayfarer glimpsed its 
flight as he sprang frantically to cover (nyramc 3aMeTnn ee noneT, b to BpeMa Kaic 
/oh/ npbirayji OTwaamio, Arrodbi/ yKpbiTbca). 

bush [bVSl, simultaneously [slmqftelnjqsll], flight [flalt] 
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A heavy chopping crunch sounded behind the leaves. The bushes were shaken 
violently, and simultaneously with the sound, an arrow arched erratically from 
among them and vanished among the trees along the trail. The wayfarer glimpsed 
its flight as he sprang frantically to cover. 

Crouching behind a thick stem, his sword quivering in his fingers (npHniyBumcb 
3a tojictlim ctbojiom, /c/ /ero/ mcuom, apoacaimiM b ero nanbu,ax), he saw the 
bushes part, and a tall figure stepped leisurely into the trail (oh yBHaea, /icaic/ 

KycTbi paecTynHJiHCb, h Bbicoicaa (fmrypa CTynnaa neToponaiiBO b = na Tpony). 
The traveller stared in surprise (crpaHHHK ycTaBHaca b yauBaemm). The stranger 
was clad like himself in regard to boots and breeches (He3HaKOMeu, 6biJi oaeT, KaK 
oh caM — b tom, hto Kacanocb canor h mTaHOB), though the latter were of silk 
instead of leather (xoth iiocneaime SbiJiH H3 mejiKa bmccto Koacn; in regard to — e 
omHoiuenuu, nmo Kacaemcn). But he wore a sleeveless hauberk of dark mesh-mail 
in place of a tunic, and a helmet perched on his black mane (ho oh hochji = 6 bu 
odem e KOJibnyry 6e3 pyKaBOB H3 tcmhuix Koaeu, bmccto TyHHKH h rnaeM, 
ycaaceHHbiii Ha ero nepHyio rpHBy). That helmet held the other's gaze; it was 
without a crest, but adorned by short bull's horns (otot maeM npmcoBaa B3raa,n, 
apyroro: oh 6bia 6e3 rpeomi. ho yKpameHHbiii kopotkhmh SbmbUMH poraMH; to 
hold — depofcamb; ydepjtcueamb). No civilized hand ever forged that head-piece 
(hii /oaHa/ u,HBHaH30BaHHaa pyica /He/ KOBaaa Koraa-anbo 3tot roaoBHoii y6op). 
Nor was the face below it that of a civilized man (anu,o noa hhm Toace He 6biao 
TaxoBbiM = MiuoM u,HBHHH30BaHHoro HeaoBeKa): dark, scarred, with smoldering 
blue eyes (TeMHoe, b rnpaMax, c ropamHMH chhhmh raa3aMH), it was a face as 
untamed as the primordial forest which formed its background (oto 6biao a mho 
TaKoe ace HeyicporaMoe, KaK nepBOObinibiii aec, KOTOpbiii o6pa30BbiBaa /ero/ c[)oh; 
nor — moofce He). The man held a broad-sword in his right hand, and the edge was 
smeared with crimson (Myacumra aepacaa naaam b /cBoeii/ npaBoii pyxe, h ae3BHe 
6biao H3Ma3aHO KpacHbiM). 
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clad [klxd], tunic ['tju:nlk] 


Crouching behind a thick stem, his sword quivering in his fingers, he saw the 
bushes part, and a tall figure stepped leisurely into the trail. The traveller stared in 
surprise. The stranger was clad like himself in regard to boots and breeches, though 
the latter were of silk instead of leather. But he wore a sleeveless hauberk of dark 
mesh-mail in place of a tunic, and a helmet perched on his black mane. That 
helmet held the other's gaze; it was without a crest, but adorned by short bull's 
horns. No civilized hand ever forged that head-piece. Nor was the face below it 
that of a civilized man: dark, scarred, with smoldering blue eyes, it was a face as 
untamed as the primordial forest which formed its background. The man held a 
broad-sword in his right hand, and the edge was smeared with crimson. 

"Come on out," he called, in an accent unfamiliar to the wayfarer (aaBaii bl.ixo.hh, 
— oh no3Ban = oh no3ean b = c aicu,eHTOM, He3HaK0MtiM nyTHHKy; to come out — 
ebixodumb; come on — ny, daeau ). "All's safe now (Bee 6e3onacHO Tenepb). There 
was only one of the dogs (6bijt tojibko ohhh H3 ncoB). Come on out (flaBaS 

BBIXOflH)." 

"Come on out," he called, in an accent unfamiliar to the wayfarer. "All's safe now. 
There was only one of the dogs. Come on out." 

The other emerged dubiously and stared at the stranger (npyroii Bbimen 
HepeniHTejibHO h ycTaBHJica Ha He3HaK0Mu,a). He felt curiously helpless and futile 
as he gazed on the proportions of the forest man (oh nyBCTBOBan /ce6a/ 
SecnoMOiHHbiM h HHHT05KHBIM, Kor,na nocMOTpen Ha nponopu,HH necHoro 
uenoBeKa = nenoeeKa U3 need) — the massive iron-clad breast (MaccHBHaa oneTan 
b 5Kene30 rpy^b), and the arm that bore the reddened sword (h pyica, KOTOpaa 
nepacana OKpOBaBJieHHBm: «noKpacHeBHiHH» Men), burned dark by the sun and 
ridged and corded with muscles (c tcmhuim 3arapOM ot cojiHH,a h BcnyneHHaa h 
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y3JiOBaTaa ot MycKyaoB; to bear — nocumb, depj/camb). He moved with the 
dangerous ease of a panther (oh aBHranca c onacHoir nerKOCTBio naHTepbi); he was 
too fiercely supple to be a product of civilization (oh 6bijt cjihihkom /chjibho/ 
th6khm, /hto6bi/ 6bitb npoayKTOM u,HBHJiH3au,HH), even of that fringe of 
civilization which composed the outer frontiers aaace toh nepH(|)epHH 
u,HBHJiH3au,HH, KOTOpaa cocTaBJiana aanbiuie pySeacn). 

futile ['fju:tall], ease [i:z], breast [brest] 

The other emerged dubiously and stared at the stranger. He felt curiously helpless 
and futile as he gazed on the proportions of the forest man — the massive iron-clad 
breast, and the arm that bore the reddened sword, burned dark by the sun and 
ridged and corded with muscles. He moved with the dangerous ease of a panther; 
he was too fiercely supple to be a product of civilization, even of that fringe of 
civilization which composed the outer frontiers. 

Turning, he stepped back to the bushes and pulled them apart (oSepHyBumcb, oh 
marHyn 06 panio k KycTaM h pa3Ben hx b CTOpOHbi). Still not certain just what had 
happened, the wayfarer from the east advanced and stared down into the bushes 
(Bee em,e HeyBepeHHbiii = nenoHUMawmuu, hto ace npoH3omjro, nyrmnc c BOCTOica 
Bbimen Bnepea h BCMOTpenca bhh3 b KycTbi; to advance — udmu/deueanibcn 
eneped). A man lay there, a short, dark, thickly-muscled man (MyacHHHa Jieacan 
TaM = mam jiecucaji Myotcuuna, HH3KOpocnbiH, CMyrnbiir, oneiib MycKyjiHCTbiii 
Myacmma), naked except for a loin-cloth, a necklace of human teeth and a brass 
armlet (obHaaceHHbiii 3a HCKJiiOHeHHeM HabeapemroH noBa3KH, /c/ oaceperibeM H3 
HejiOBenecKHx 3 y 6 oB h MeaHoro SpacjieTa). A short sword was thrust into the 
girdle of the loin-cloth (kopotkhh Men 6 bin 3aTKHyr 3a noac HaSeapeHHoir 
noBa3KH; to thrust — eomnnymb, 3amKuymb), and one hand still gripped a heavy 
black bow h o^Ha pyica eme c^KHMana Ta^Kenbiii HepHbiii Jiyx). The man had long 
black hair (My>KHHHa HMen =y MyoKHunu 6bum anHHHbie nepHbie Bonocbi); that 
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was about all the wayfarer could tell about his head (oto 6mjio iiohth Bee, /hto/ 
nyTHHK Mor cica3aTb o ero roaoBe), for his features were a mask of blood and 
brains (Taic Kaic ero nepTbi 6bijih /ckpbitbi/ MacKoii H3 KpOBH n M03roB). His skull 
had been split to the teeth (ero nepen 6biji pacKpoeH ao 3y6oB; to split — 
pacipenjmmb, pacKcuibieamb, pa36ueamb ). 

certain ['sq:tn], except [Ik'sept], teeth [ti:T] 

Turning, he stepped back to the bushes and pulled them apart. Still not certain just 
what had happened, the wayfarer from the east advanced and stared down into the 
bushes. A man lay there, a short, dark, thickly-muscled man, naked except for a 
loin-cloth, a necklace of human teeth and a brass armlet. A short sword was thrust 
into the girdle of the loin-cloth, and one hand still gripped a heavy black bow. The 
man had long black hair; that was about all the wayfarer could tell about his head, 
for his features were a mask of blood and brains. His skull had been split to the 
teeth. 

"A Piet, by the gods!" exclaimed the wayfarer (hhkt, /Knumycb/ SoraMn! — 

BOCKJIHKHyjI CTpaHHHK). 

The burning blue eyes turned upon him (ropaume cimne rna3a odepnyaucb Ha 
Hero = k neMy ). 

"Are you surprised (/aBJiaenibca/ tbi ya,HBJieH)?" 

"Why, they told me at Velitrium, and again at the settlers' cabins along the road 
(Hy, /ohh/ roBOpHJiH MHe b BenHTpHyMe h CHOBa b xh^khhbx nocenemieB Baonb 
AOporn, hto 3th HbJiBoabi imoraa npOKpaabmaiOTca nepe3 rpanimy), that these 
devils sometimes sneaked across the border, but I didn't expect to meet one this far 
in the interior (ho a He o>KHaaji BCTpeTHTb onHoro /h3 hhx/ Tax aajieico b 
rjiydHHKe 1 )." 


i To ccti> «^aneKO ot rpaiiHiiu bo BHyTpeHHeii qacTH CTpaiibi». 
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exclaim [Iks'klelm], wayfarer ['welfFqrq], border [’bO:dq] 


"A Piet, by the gods!" exclaimed the wayfarer. 

The burning blue eyes turned upon him. 

"Are you surprised?" 

"Why, they told me at Velitrium, and again at the settlers' cabins along the road, 
that these devils sometimes sneaked across the border, but I didn't expect to meet 
one this far in the interior." 

"You're only four miles east of Black River," the stranger informed him (th 
/traxoAHnibca/ jihihb /b/ neTBipex mhjmx BOCTomree HepHoii peKH, — He3HaKOMeu, 
npOHH(|)opMHpOBan ero; ‘ re — KpaniKan cfopjua om are — nejineiubCR, RenRemecb, 
RejiMomcR, RSJiReMCR znazojia to be — 6bimb). "They've been shot within a mile of 
Velitrium (ohm 6bijth npncTpejieHBi = ux npucmpejiumi b MHJie ot BejiHTpnyMa; 

‘ve KpamimR (f)opM om have; have been shot — 6bum npiicmpenenbi, 
cmpadamejibHbiu 3ano2). No settler between Thunder River and Fort Tuscelan is 
really safe (hii oami nocejieHeu, MOKay TpOMOBon peKOH n (jDopTOM TycitenaH /He/ 
HaxoanTca aeHCTBHTejitHO b 6e3onacHOCTn). I picked up this dog's trail three 
miles south of the fort this morning, and I've been following him ever since (a B3aji 
cnea 3Toro nca /b/ Tpex mhjmx io>KHee (jiopTa 3thm yTpOM = cezoduR ympoM, h /a/ 
npecneayio ero c Tex nop; have been following — npecjiedyto, nacmoRigee 
coeepmennoe djiumejibnoe — o6o3nanaem deucmeue, Komopoe nananocb e 
npowjioM u npodojiotcaemcR do nacmoRipezo epemenu). I came up behind him just 
as he was drawing an arrow on you (a no^omen k HeMy c3a^H, Kan pa3 Kor^a oh 
HaTanmaji CTpeny no Te6e = iienacr. b Te6a; to come up — nodoumu ). Another 
instant and there'd have been a stranger in Hell (eiu,e Mnr — hb a^y noaBHJica 6bi 
nocTopoHHHii; there would have been — uorbujicr 6bi, ycnoenoe npouieduiee). But 
I spoiled his aim for him (ho a HcnopTHJi eMy ero npmieji: «u,ejiB»)." 

stranger [’strelnGq], settler f'setlq], aim [elm] 
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"You're only four miles east of Black River," the stranger informed him. "They've 
been shot within a mile of Velitrium. No settler between Thunder River and Fort 
Tuscelan is really safe. 1 picked up this dog's trail three miles south of the fort this 
morning, and I've been following him ever since. I came up behind him just as he 
was drawing an arrow on you. Another instant and there'd have been a stranger in 
Hell. But I spoiled his aim for him." 

The wayfarer was staring wide eyed at the larger man (nyTiniK CToan, 
ycTaBiiBinncb miipoKO pacKpBiTbiMH rjia3aMH Ha KpynHoro MyacnHHy), 
dumbfounded by the realization that the man had actually tracked down one of the 
forest devils and slain him unsuspected (ouiejiOMJieHHbiH oco3HamieM /Toro/, hto 
M yoKHHHa b caMOM aene BbicneaHJi o,zjHoro h3 necHbix abaBOJiOB h ydHJi ero 
BHe3anHo; to slay — ydueamb; to suspect — nodo3peeamb ). That implied 
woodsmanship of a quality undreamed, even for Conajohara (oto noapa3yMeBano 
npHBbiHKy/yMeHHe jkhtb b Jiecy /TaKoro/ KauecTBa/, HeBOo6pa3HMoro aaace ana 
KoHaaacoxapbi; wood(s)man — nenoeeK, Jicueyiquii enecy ). 

larger [’lQ:Gq], actually [’xktSuqll], quality [’kwOUtl] 

The wayfarer was staring wide eyed at the larger man, dumbfounded by the 
realization that the man had actually tracked down one of the forest devils and 
slain him unsuspected. That implied woodsmanship of a quality undreamed, even 
for Conajohara. 

"You are one of the fort's garrison (tbi /aBJiaenibca/ oa,HH H3 rapHH30Ha (f)opTa)?" 
he asked. 

"I'm no soldier (a /aBJiaiocb/ HmcaKOH con^aT = Hue cojidam ). I draw the pay and 
rations of an officer of the line, but I do my work in the woods (a nojiynaio 
acanoBaHbe h naeic CTpoeBoro ocjmpepa, ho a aenaio cboio paboTy b Jiecy; the line 
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— cmpoeebie eoucKa (Am.), nexoma (Bp.)). Valannus knows I'm of more use 
ranging along the river than cooped up in the fort (Bajiamryc 3HaeT, /hto/ a H3 
Soutine nont3Bi = om Meun 6ojibiue nojib3bi, ptiCKaiomero baohb peKH, next 
Topnamero B3anepTH b (J)opTe; to coop up — depotcanib 63anepmu)" 

fort [fO:t], garrison [’gxrlsn], soldier [’squlGq] 

"You are one of the fort's garrison?" he asked. 

"I'm no soldier. I draw the pay and rations of an officer of the line, but I do my 
work in the woods. Valannus knows I'm of more use ranging along the river than 
cooped up in the fort." 

Casually the slayer shoved the body deeper into the thickets with his foot, pulled 
the bushes together and turned away down the trail (mhmoxoaom ySniiiia 
3annxHyji Teao raydace b 3apocjin /cBoen/ Horoii, caBunya KycTbi BMecTe n 
CBepHyn Ha Tpony). The other followed him (apyron nocaeaoBaa 3a hhm). 

"My name is Balthus," he offered (Moe hmh BajiTyc = mchr 3 oeym Eajimyc, — 
nonpoSoBaa oh /3aBa3aTb Seceay/; to offer — npedjiaeamb, npodoeamb, 
nbimambcn, ebissambCH). "I was at Velitrium last night (a 6tin b BeaHTpnyMe 
npouiJiOH hohbk) / Bnepa BenepOM). I haven't decided whether I’ll take up a hide of 
land, or enter fort service (a He peunui, 3ahMy / B03bMy an a naaea aeMau nan 
nocTynaio Ha cayacSy b (joopT)." 

together [tq’geDq], name [nelm], service ['sq:vls] 

Casually the slayer shoved the body deeper into the thickets with his foot, pulled 
the bushes together and turned away down the trail. The other followed him. 

"My name is Balthus," he offered. "I was at Velitrium last night. I haven't decided 
whether I'll take up a hide of land, or enter fort service." 
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"The best land near Thunder River is already taken," grunted the slayer (nynniaa 
3eMJia B03Jie TpOMOBOii peKH y^Ke 3amiTa, — npOBOpnan ySniipa). "Plenty of good 
land between Scalp Creek — you crossed it a few miles back — and the fort, but 
that's getting too devilish close to the river (normo xopomen 3eMJin MOK^y pyuteM 
Cicajibna — tbi nepecex ero hcckojibko mhjtb Ha3a^ — n cf)opTOM, ho 3to 
nonynaeTca cjmmKOM /yjxacHo/ 6jih3ko k pexe). The Piets steal over to burn and 
murder — as that one did (roncra npoKpa^bmaiOTca nepe3 /peicy/, /hto6bi/ >xeHb n 
ybnBaTB — Kaic tot flenaji = maK otce, kcik u mom). They don't always come singly 
(ohh He Bcer^a npnxoflaT noo^HHomce). Some day they'll try to sweep the settlers 
out of Conajohara (icor,n,a-HH6yztb: «KaKoii-TO ^eHb» ohh nonbiTaiOTca BbiMecra 
noceneHiieB H3 KoHa/pxoxapbi). And they may succeed — probably will succeed 
(h ohh Moryr npeycneTb — bo3mo5kho npeycneiOT; to succeed — dodueambcn 
ycnexa, npeycneeamb ). This colonization business is mad, anyway (sto Aeno 
KOJiOHH3au,HH 6e3yMHO = oma KOJionu3apm — 6e3yMHan 3amen , bo bcmkom 
cjiynae). There's plenty of good land east of the Bossonian marches (ecTb rcyna 
xopomeii 3eMJiH BOCTOHHee Boccohckhx 6ojiot). If the Aquilonians would cut up 
some of the big estates of their barons (ecjm 6bi aKBHJiOHpbi pa3pe3ann Ha xycKH 
HexoTOpbie H3 SojibiHHx noMecTHH cbohx SapOHOB), and plant wheat where now 
only deer are hunted (h noca^HJin nmeHHuy AaM/, r,n,e ceimac jihhib oxoTaTca Ha 
oneHeh: «0JieHH aBJiaiOTca oxothmbimh'»), they wouldn't have to cross the border 
and take the land of the Piets away from them (ohh 6bi He hmcjih = um 6bi ne 
uyofcuo 6biJio nepecexaTb rpammy h 3a6upaTb 3eMJiio hhktob y hhx = y nuKmoe 
UX 3CMJIU )." 

good [gVd], murder [mq:dq], business [’blznls] 

"The best land near Thunder River is already taken," grunted the slayer. "Plenty of 
good land between Scalp Creek — you crossed it a few miles back — and the fort, 


i Kaic BaM cch nepn CTpa/taTCJiMroro 3auora? H 3to eme He npe/ien B 03 MO>KHoro. Ho mciot mv'iht MBicnb: movkct, 
jiynnie «oxohhmbimh». 
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but that's getting too devilish close to the river. The Piets steal over to bum and 
murder — as that one did. They don't always come singly. Some day they'll try to 
sweep the settlers out of Conajohara. And they may succeed — probably will 
succeed. This colonization business is mad, anyway. There's plenty of good land 
east of the Bossonian marches. If the Aquilonians would cut up some of the big 
estates of their barons, and plant wheat where now only deer are hunted, they 
wouldn't have to cross the border and take the land of the Piets away from them." 

"That’s queer talk from a man in the service of the governor of Conajohara," 
objected Balthus (oto CTpammie penn ot = dnn nenoBeica b = na cnyncde /y/ 
rydepnaTopa Konnncodapbi, — B03pa3HJi Eamyc 1 ). 

"That’s queer talk from a man in the service of the governor of Conajohara," 
objected Balthus. 

"It's nothing to me," the other retorted (oto Hunero ana Memi = MHe-mo nmo /a 
MHe nawieeamb, — napHpOBan apyroii). "I'm a mercenary (a /ecu,/ HaeMmuc). I 
sell my sword to the highest bidder (a npoaaio moh Men TOMy, kto dojitme 
nnaTHT; the highest bidder — jiugo, npedjioofcuew.ee nauebicwyjo geny; to bid — 
npedjiaeamb) . I never planted wheat and never will, so long as there are other 
harvests to be reaped with the sword (a mncoraa He cancan mnemmy h HHKoraa 
/He/ 6yny, noicyaa ecm npyrne yponcan, KOTOpBie /nano/ ncam mchom; so long as 
— noKyda, nom). But you Hyborians have expanded as far as you'll be allowed to 
expand (ho bbi, xaiidopiumbi, pacnpocTpaminHCb Tax naneKO, KaK BaM dyneT 
no3BoneHO pacnpocTpaHaTbca). You've crossed the marches, burned a few villages 
(bbi nepemnn donoTa, concrnn HecKonbKO nocemcoB), exterminated a few clans and 
pushed back the frontier to Black River (HCTpedunu HecKonbKO KnaHOB h 
OToaBHHynn Ha3a,n = danbiue rpaHHuy k HepHoii pexe); but I doubt if you'll even 
be able to hold what you've conquered, and you'll never push the frontier any 

i J\a 3to He EauTyc, a o6ojrryc, htodu B03pa>KaTt caMOMy KoHaHy. 
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further westward (ho a coivineBaiocb, CMOJKeTe jih bbi yaep>KaTb aaace to, hto bbi 
3aBoeBanH, h bbi HHKor^a He OToaBHHeTe rpaHHuy aajiBHie H a 3ana.it; even — 
dajtee; westward — na 3anad, e 3anadnoM nanpaenenuu). Your idiotic king doesn't 
understand conditions here (Barn HanoT-KOpojiB He noHHMaeT ycnoBHH 3,ztecB = 
3deiunux yaioeuu) . He won't send you enough reinforcements (oh He nonuieT BaM 
aocTaTOHHO nonojmeHHa), and there are not enough settlers to withstand the shock 
of a concerted attack from across the river (h /ecTb/ HeaocTaTOHHO nocejiemieB, 
/hto6bi/ npoTHBOCTOHTb yaapy corjiacoBamiOH aTaKH H3-3a peKn)." 

mercenary ['mq:slnrl], harvest ['hQ:vIst], doubt [daut] 

"It’s nothing to me," the other retorted. "I’m a mercenary. I sell my sword to the 
highest bidder. I never planted wheat and never will, so long as there are other 
harvests to be reaped with the sword. But you Hyborians have expanded as far as 
you'll be allowed to expand. You've crossed the marches, burned a few villages, 
exterminated a few clans and pushed back the frontier to Black River; but I doubt 
if you'll even be able to hold what you've conquered, and you'll never push the 
frontier any further westward. Your idiotic king doesn't understand conditions 
here. He won't send you enough reinforcements, and there are not enough settlers 
to withstand the shock of a concerted attack from across the river." 

"But the Piets are divided into small clans," persisted Balthus (ho mncTBi 
/aBJHHOTca/ paaaeaeiibi Ha ManeHBKHe KJiaHBi, — ynopCTBOBan Eauryc; to persist 
— nacmaueamb). "They'll never unite (ohh mucoraa /He/ obBeanmiTOi). We can 
whip any single clan (mbi mojkcm nobeanTB jho6oh o,hhhohhbih KJiaH)." 

"Or any three or four clans," admitted the slayer (hjih jnobbie TpH hjih neTBipe 
KnaHa, — corjiacHJica y6Hiiu,a). "But some day a man will rise and unite thirty or 
forty clans, just as was done among the Cimmerians, when the Gundermen tried to 
push the border northward, years ago (ho OAHa^KaBi o^hh nenoBeK bo3bbichtch h 
o6Bea,HHHT TpHapaTB HJIH COpOK = mpudljamb-COpOK KJiaHOB, TOHHO /Tax yK e/, KaK 
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/3to/ 6mjio c^enaHO cpean KiiMMepin'meB, Korna ryuaepbi nonbrrajiHCb 
OToaBHHyTb rpaHHuy Ha ceBep, roabi = mhozo Jiem Ha3a,o,). They tried to colonize 
the southern marches of Cimmeria: destroyed a few small clans, built a fort-town, 
Venarium — you've heard the tale (ohh nonbiTaimcb K0Ji0HH30BaTb roacHbie 
py6e>KH KnMMepHH: ynuHTO/KHau HecKOJibKO nedoabunix KJiaHOB, nocTpOHJiH 
ropoa-KpenocTb, BeHapnyM — th cjibiman HCTOpmo)." 

unite [ju:'nalt], town [taun], tale [tell] 

"But the Piets are divided into small clans," persisted Balthus. "They'll never unite. 
We can whip any single clan." 

"Or any three or four clans," admitted the slayer. "But some day a man will rise 
and unite thirty or forty clans, just as was done among the Cimmerians, when the 
Gundermen tried to push the border northward, years ago. They tried to colonize 
the southern marches of Cimmeria: destroyed a few small clans, built a fort-town, 
Venarium — you've heard the tale." 

"So I have indeed," replied Balthus, wincing (Taic a /cjibiman/ .neHCTBHTejibHO, — 
OTBemn BajiTyc, B3,apaniBaa; to wince — esdpaeueamb, Mopujumbcx (om 6ojiu)). 
The memory of that red disaster was a black blot in the chronicles of a proud and 
warlike people (naMaTb o toh KpOBaBoh 6eae = 6oune 6biJia nepHbiM naiHOM b 
xpOHHKax rop^oro h BOHHCTBeHHoro Hapoaa). "My uncle was at Venarium when 
the Cimmerians swarmed over the walls (moh anaa 6biJi b BeuapnyMe, Korna 
KHMMepHHpbi none3JiH nepe3 ctchbi; swarm — pou, cman; to swarm — pounibcn; 
Kuiuemb; Jie3mb, KapadKambcn). He was one of the few who escaped that slaughter 
(oh 6biji oa,HHM H3 HeMHornx, kto H36eacaji 3toh 6ohhh). I've heard him tell the 
tale, many a time (a cjibimaji ero paccKa3biBaTb = kok oh paccKa3biean 3Ty 
HCTOpmo MHoro pa3). The barbarians swept out of the hills in a ravening horde, 
without warning, and stormed Venarium with such fury none could stand before 
them (BapBapbi oSpymHJTHCb H3 xojimob BcenoacHpaiomeH opAoii 6e3 
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npeaynpe/KaennH h aTaKOBajm Benapuyivi c Taxon apocTBio, /hto/ hhkto /He/ Mor 
bbictoutb nepen hhmh). Men, women, and children were butchered (My>KHHH, 
5KeHiniiH h .neTeii 6e3»cajiocTHO ySHBajin: «6bijih y6HBaeMBi»; to butcher — 
6e3Dfcajiocmuo ydueamb; butcher — mrchuk). Venarium was reduced to a mass of 
charred ruins, as it is to this day (BeuapuyM 6biji npeBpameH b rpyay 
odyrjiHBimixca pa3BajiHH, kbkhm oh nBJiaeTca = ocmaemcH ro cero flHa). The 
Aquilonians were driven back across the marches, and have never since tried to 
colonize the Cimmerian country (aKBHJiomiBi 6bijih OToraaHBi naaan 3a py6e>KH, h 
HHKopua c Tex nop /He/ nBiTajiHCB K0Ji0HH30BaTB KHMMepHHCKyio CTpaHy). But 
you speak of Venarium familiarly (ho tbi roBOpHHib o BeHapnyMe He 
noHacjiBiHuce). Perhaps you were there (bosmojkho, tbi 6biji TaM)?" 

proud [praud], fury ['fjuqrl], butcher ['bVCq] 

"So I have indeed," replied Balthus, wincing. The memory of that red disaster was 
a black blot in the chronicles of a proud and warlike people. "My uncle was at 
Venarium when the Cimmerians swarmed over the walls. He was one of the few 
who escaped that slaughter. I’ve heard him tell the tale, many a time. The 
barbarians swept out of the hills in a ravening horde, without warning, and stormed 
Venarium with such fury none could stand before them. Men, women, and children 
were butchered. Venarium was reduced to a mass of charred ruins, as it is to this 
day. The Aquilonians were driven back across the marches, and have never since 
tried to colonize the Cimmerian country. But you speak of Venarium familiarly. 
Perhaps you were there?" 

"I was," grunted the other (a 6bijt = da, — npoBOpnan flpyroii). "I was one of the 
horde that swarmed over the walls (a 6biji ohuhm h3 op^Bi, KOTOpaa Jie3na nepea 
CTeHBi). I hadn't yet seen fifteen snows, but already my name was repeated about 
the council fires (a eme He BH^en naTHa/mara chctob = 3um, ho y^xe Moe hms 
6bijto noBTOpaeMO = noemopmocb y KOCTpOB coBeTa; to see — eudemb )." 
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Balthus involuntarily recoiled, staring (Eamyc hcbojibho OTnpanya, mnpoKO 
pacKpbiB rna3a; staring — c luupoKo pacKpumuMU 2Jia3aMU ). It seemed incredible 
that the man walking tranquilly at his side (oto Ka3ajiocb ueBepoaTiibiM, hto 
nenoBeK, meaiHHH cnoKoimo B03ne Hero) should have been one of those 
screeching, blood-mad devils (aomKeH 6biji 6bitb o,hhhm H3 Tex BrnacaiHHx 
KpOBO>KaaHBix ataBOJiOB) that poured over the walls of Venarium on that long- 
gone day to make her streets run crimson (icoTOpbie xjibmyjiH nepes CTeHbi 
BeHapnyMa b tot aaBHO npomeamnir aeHb, /hto6bi/ 3acTaBHTb ee = ezo yjmpbi 
HCTeKaTb KpOBbio = 3ajiumb Kpoebjo ezo yjiuim\ to run — meub, cmpyumbcn). 
"Then you, too, are a barbarian!" he exclaimed involuntarily (Toraa tbi TO>Ke /ecTb/ 
BapBap! -OH BOCKJIHKHyjI HeBOJTBHO). 

The other nodded, without taking offense (apyroii KHBHyn 6e3 obnabi; to take 
offense — oduoteambcn). 

"I am Conan, a Cimmerian (a /ecTb/ KoHaH, KHMMepHeu,)." 

grunt [grAnt], yet [jet), council ['kaunsl] 

"I was," grunted the other. "I was one of the horde that swarmed over the walls. I 
hadn't yet seen fifteen snows, but already my name was repeated about the council 
fires." 

Balthus involuntarily recoiled, staring. It seemed incredible that the man walking 
tranquilly at his side should have been one of those screeching, blood-mad devils 
that poured over the walls of Venarium on that long-gone day to make her streets 
run crimson. 

"Then you, too, are a barbarian!" he exclaimed involuntarily. 

The other nodded, without taking offense. 

"I am Conan, a Cimmerian." 

"I’ve heard of you." Fresh interest quickened Balthus’ gaze (a cjibiman o Te6e, — 
CHJiBHBiH HHTepec 05KHBHJI B3rnaa BajiTyca). No wonder the Piet had fallen victim 
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to his own sort of subtlety (He y^HBirrejibHO, /hto/ iiiikt nan jxepTBOH Taxon >Ke 
jiobxocth, /xaK y Hero/: «ero cobcTBeHHoro rana jiobkocth»)! The Cimmerians 
were barbarians as ferocious as the Piets, and much more intelligent (KHMMepHHu,Bi 
6bijih BapBapaMH, tukhmu 5xe CBHpem>iMH, KaK hhktbi, h ropa3^,o 6onee yMHbiMH). 
Evidently Conan had spent much time among civilized men (oneBn^HO KoHaH 
npOBen MHoro BpeMemi cpeau u,HBHJiH30BaHHBix aioaeii; to spend — mpamumb; 
npoeodumb (epejm)), though that contact had obviously not softened him, nor 
weakened any of his primitive instincts (xoth 3tot xoHTaxT oneBHflHO hh 
pa3MarHHJi ero, hh ocjiadHJi xaxoH-jmdo = hu odun H3 ero nepBodbiTHbix 
hhcthhktob). Balthus' apprehension turned to admiration as he marked the easy 
catlike stride, the effortless silence with which the Cimmerian moved along the 
trail (onaceHHe Earrryca npeBpaTHnocr. b BoexnmeHHe, xopua oh 3aMeTHJi Jierxyio 
KomanbK) nocTynt., ecTecTBeHHyio SeemyMHOCTb, c KOTOpoii KHMMepneu, 

^BHranca no TponHHKe; effort — ycunue; effortless — ne mp e dytoluuu y cuji uii ; 
nezKuu; ecmecmeewibiu, HenpuHyotedeHHbiu). The oiled links of his armor did not 
clink (cMa3aHHBie MacnoM 3BeHi>a ero /tocnexoB He 3BeHenH), and Balthus knew 
Conan could glide through the deepest thicket or most tangled copse as noiselessly 
as any naked Piet that ever lived (h BajiTyc 3Han, /hto/ KoHaH MO>KeT 
npocKOJii>3HyTb nepe3 caMyio rycTyio namy hjth caMBiii 3anyTaHHBiH noflJiecoK 
Tax >xe SecmyMHO, xax jho6oh o6na>Kem[biH nmcr, KOTOpbiii Koraa-au6o >khji). 

you [ju:], wonder ['wAndq], intelligent [In'tellGqnt] 

"I've heard of you." Fresh interest quickened Balthus’ gaze. No wonder the Piet had 
fallen victim to his own sort of subtlety! The Cimmerians were barbarians as 
ferocious as the Piets, and much more intelligent. Evidently Conan had spent much 
time among civilized men, though that contact had obviously not softened him, nor 
weakened any of his primitive instincts. Balthus’ apprehension turned to 
admiration as he marked the easy catlike stride, the effortless silence with which 
the Cimmerian moved along the trail. The oiled links of his armor did not clink, 
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and Balthus knew Conan could glide through the deepest thicket or most tangled 
copse as noiselessly as any naked Piet that ever lived. 

"You're not a Gunderman (tbi He ryH^ep)?" It was more assertion than question 
(oto 6mjio donee yTBep^emie, He^Keim Bonpoc). 

Balthus shook his head (Eajrryc OTpmiaTejiBHO no Kan an /ero/ tojioboh; to shake 
one’s head — noKanamb eonoeou (ompuijamejibHo) 1 2 ). "I'm from the Tauran (a H3 
TaypaHa)." 

"I've seen good woodsmen from the Tauran (a BH,ne.Ji xopoumx jiecoBHKOB ; H3 
TaypaHa). But the Bossonians have sheltered you Aquilonians from the outer 
wilderness for too many centuries (ho 6occohh,m 3aimiiuaiOT Bac, aKBHJiOHu,eB, ot 
BHemHeii ^hkoh mccthocth yace cjihiiikom MHoro bckob; shelter — npwom, Kpoe; 
npucmaHuipe; to shelter — saipuipamb, cnacamb, yKpbieanib). You need hardening 
(BaM Ha,no 3aicajiHTBca)." 

question ['kwesCn), outer [’autq], many [’menl] 

"You're not a Gunderman?" It was more assertion than question. 

Balthus shook his head. "I'm from the Tauran." 

"I've seen good woodsmen from the Tauran. But the Bossonians have sheltered 
you Aquilonians from the outer wilderness for too many centuries. You need 
hardening." 

That was true (3to 6bijto npaB^oii); the Bossonian marches, with their fortiied 
villages filled with determined bowmen, had long served Aquilonia as a buffer 
against the outlying barbarians (EoccoHCKaa Mapica c hx yKpenneHHBiMH 
nocenicaMH, 3anojmeHHBiMH pemHTenBHBiMH nymuKaMH, a^bho cjiymuia 
Akbhjiohhh Kax bycjtep = Qyrpepnan meppumopun ot BHeuiHHx BapBapOB). Now 


1 KaqaTt noJio5KHTeJibHO tojioboh, to cctb, KHBaxb — oy/teT no-/ipyro\iy: to nod one’s head. 

2 JlecHoii VKHTCJib. nobTH napTH3aH. 
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among the settlers beyond Thunder River here was growing up a breed of forest 
men capable of meeting the barbarians at their own game, but their numbers were 
still scanty (Tenepu cpe^n nocenemieB 3 a rpOMOBoii peKOH 3/tecr, no/tpacTana 
nopo,o,a aecHBix mo^eii, cnocobHBix cohthcb = noMepumbcn cwioii c BapBapaxm b 
hx codcTBeHHon mpe / xHTpocra; to meet — cxeamumbcn, coumucb e cxeamxe c, 
dpambcn na dyonu c). Most of the frontiersmen were like Balthus — more of the 
settler than the woodsman type (Sojibhiiihctbo norpaHHHHHKOB = Dtcumejieu 
(pponmupa 6bijih, Kaic Eamyc — Soutine ot noceaemia, ueM ran jiecoBHKa). 

That was true; the Bossonian marches, with their fortiied villages filled with 
determined bowmen, had long served Aquilonia as a buffer against the outlying 
barbarians. Now among the settlers beyond Thunder River here was growing up a 
breed of forest men capable of meeting the barbarians at their own game, but their 
numbers were still scanty. Most of the frontiersmen were like Balthus — more of 
the settler than the woodsman type. 

The sun had not set, but it was no longer in sight, hidden as it was behind the dense 
forest wall (cojmu,e He ceno, ho ero y^xe He 6bijto bh^ho: «oho 6bijto He .nojimie b 
BHflHMOcra», Tax xax oho 6biJio CKpBiTO 3a njioraoH ctchoh neca; 
npujiazamejibHoe + as it is / was — xonm, max Rax). The shadows were 
lengthening, deepening back in the woods as the companions strode on down the 
trail (tchh 6buiH yaannaiomiiMHca = ydaunmucb, TCMiieH caara b Jiecy, Koraa 
cnyTHHKH nomjm ^anbme no Tpone; to stride — uiaeamb). 

The sun had not set, but it was no longer in sight, hidden as it was behind the dense 
forest wall. The shadows were lengthening, deepening back in the woods as the 
companions strode on down the trail. 
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"It will be dark before we reach the fort," commented Conan casually; then: 

"Listen (/sto/ Sy^eT Teivmo = cmeMHeem ao Toro, icaic mli ^odepeMca ao (jtopTa, — 
3aMeTHJi KoHaH mhmoxo^om, noTOM: cayman!)!" 

He stopped short, half crouching, sword ready, transformed into a savage figure of 
suspicion and menace, poised to spring and rend (oh ocTaHOBHJica pe3KO, 
nojiynpHrayBuiHCb, Men totob = odnaotcue Men , npeo6pa3HJica b ^HKyto (jmrypy = 
duKapn /npeHcnojiHeHHoro/ rio/toapeuna h yrp03Bi, roTOBoro SpocHTBca h pBaTB 
(Ha KycKH); to stop short — pe3K0 ocmanoeunibcn, to rend — pa3dupamb, peamb, 
dpodumb, pacujenjinmb). Balthus had heard it too — a wild scream that broke at its 
highest note (Eairryc ycabiman 3 to to ace — ^hkhh KpHK, kotopmh odopBanca Ha 
/ero/ caMoii bbicokoh HOTe; to break — jioMamb, napyiuamb, npepbieamb(cn)). It 
was the cry of a man in dire fear or agony (sto 6bijt KpHK nenoBeKa b KpaimeM 
yacace hjth aroHHH). 

listen [llsn], suspicion [sqs'pISn], wild [walld] 

"It will be dark before we reach the fort," commented Conan casually; then: 
"Listen!" 

He stopped short, half crouching, sword ready, transformed into a savage figure of 
suspicion and menace, poised to spring and rend. Balthus had heard it too — a 
wild scream that broke at its highest note. It was the cry of a man in dire fear or 
agony. 

Conan was off in an instant, racing down the trail (KoHaH copBanca b MraoBeHHe, 
SpocHBHiHCB no TponHHKe), each stride widening the distance between him and his 
straining companion (/c/ Ka>KfltiM rnaroM yBeaHHHBaa paccToamie Me>Kfly hhm h 
ero nanparaiomiiM chjtbi nonyTHUKOM; to be off — Hammamb dsiidicemie, 
yxodumb; to strain — nanpmambcn, nanpmamb cwibi). Balthus puffed a curse 
(BaaTyc BbmoxHyn npOKJiaTHe). Among the settlements of the Tauran he was 
accounted a good runner (cpe^H cejreHHH TaypaHa oh 6biji CHHTaeM = cnumancn 
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xopouiHM 6eryHOM), but Conan was leaving him behind with maddening ease (ho 
KoHaH onepeacan ero c pa3,npa>KaK>iHeH nerKOCTbio; to leave behind — 
onepejfcamb, odzonnmb). Then Balthus forgot his exasperation as his ears were 
outraged by the most frightful cry he had ever heard (3aTeM Eairryc 3a6bin /o/ 
CBoeM pasapa'/KemiM, Koraa ero yum 6bijih noaBepniyTbi HacHJiHK) = e ezo yum 
eopeancH /no ezo ymaM ydapun caivibni acyTKHH KpHK, KOTOpbih oh Kor^a-Jinbo 
cjibiman). It was not human, this one; it was a demoniacal caterwauling of hideous 
triumph that seemed to exult over fallen humanity and find echo in black gulfs 
beyond human ken (/oh/ 3tot KpHK 6mji HeHejiOBeuecKHM, 3to 6biJio 
fleMOHHnecKoe npOH3HTern>Hoe 3aBbiBaHHe OMep3HTejibHoro TpHyM(j)a, KOTOpoe, 
Ka3ajioci>, jiHKyeT nap na^mHM HenoBenecTBOM h HaxoflHT orpaaceroie = 
omdaemcH oxom b nepHbix 6e3^Hax 3a npe^enaMH HenoBenecKoro no3HaHHa; one 
— 3aMecmumejib cyipecmsumeabiiozo eo mdejicaiiue noemopa; ken — Kpyzo3op; 
npedea no3nanuu, Kpyz 3nanuu). 

each [i:C], companion [kq'mpxnjqn], humanity [hju:'mxnltl] 

Conan was off in an instant, racing down the trail, each stride widening the 
distance between him and his straining companion. Balthus puffed a curse. Among 
the settlements of the Tauran he was accounted a good runner, but Conan was 
leaving him behind with maddening ease. Then Balthus forgot his exasperation as 
his ears were outraged by the most frightful cry he had ever heard. It was not 
human, this one; it was a demoniacal caterwauling of hideous triumph that seemed 
to exult over fallen humanity and find echo in black gulfs beyond human ken. 

Balthus faltered in his stride, and clammy sweat beaded his flesh (Eamyc 
cnoTKHyjica Ha /ero/ 6ery, h jihhkhh noT yKpacnji KanenbKaMH ero Teno = 
ebicmynwi na ezo meae ). But Conan did not hesitate; he darted around a bend in 
the trail and disappeared (ho KoHaH He KOJiedanca, oh MeTHynca 3a noBOpOT Ha 
Tpone h Hcne3), and Balthus, panicky at finding himself alone with that awful 
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scream still shuddering through the forest in grisly echoes, put on an extra burst of 
speed and plunged after him (a Eanryc, b namnce /ot Toro, hto/ OKa3ajica o^hh c 
3thm CTpamHtiM KpHKOM, Bee eme B3flparnBaiomHM no Jiecy yjKacaiomnM 3xom, 
npndaBHJi AonojiHHTejibHbiM pbibkom ckopocth n pHHynca 3a hhm; to put on — 
dodaeumb, npudaeumb). 

stride [strald], clammy [klxml], sweat [swet] 

Balthus faltered in his stride, and clammy sweat beaded his flesh. But Conan did 
not hesitate; he darted around a bend in the trail and disappeared, and Balthus, 
panicky at finding himself alone with that awful scream still shuddering through 
the forest in grisly echoes, put on an extra burst of speed and plunged after him. 

The Aquilonian slid to a stumbling halt, almost colliding with the Cimmerian who 
stood in the trail over a crumpled body (aKBHJiOHeu, nepemen b cnoTBiicaiomyioca 
ocTaHOBKy = pe3Ko ocmauoeujicH , non™ = nymb ue CTOJiKHyBinner, c 
KHMMepnhu,eM, KOTOpbiii ctohji Ha Tpone Ha# n3MHTr>iM TenoM). But Conan was 
not looking at the corpse which lay there in the crimson-soaked dust (ho KoHaH He 
CMorpen Ha rpyn, KOTOpbiii noKan tum b nponnraHHOH KpoBbio iibijui; to soak — 
nponumbieamb). He was glaring into the deep woods on either side of the trail (oh 
Brjw,z],biBajica b rycToii Jiec Ha Ka>K,noH CTOpOHe = no o6euM cmoponaM TponriHKH). 

halt [hO:lt], stood [stu:d], corpse [kO:ps] 

The Aquilonian slid to a stumbling halt, almost colliding with the Cimmerian who 
stood in the trail over a crumpled body. But Conan was not looking at the corpse 
which lay there in the crimson-soaked dust. He was glaring into the deep woods on 
either side of the trail. 
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Balthus muttered a horrified oath (Eamyc npodopMOTaa iicnyi annoe 
pyraTeatCTBo). It was the body of a man which lay there in the trail (oto Slijto 
Teno MyacHHHM, KOTOpoe ne>Kajro TaM Ha TponHHKe = maM na mponuHKe nejicano 
mejio MyjtcnuHbi), a short, fat man (HeBbicoxoro nonHoro My>KHHHbi), clad in the 
gilt-worked boots and (despite the heat) the ermine-trimmed tunic of a wealthy 
merchant (opeToro b no30jroneHHr,ie canorn h (HecMOTpa Ha >xapy) b 
OTopoHennyio ropHOCTaeM TyHHKy 3a>KHTOwnoro Kyrma). His fat, pale face was set 
in a stare of frozen horror (ero nojmoe SnepHoe jihu,o 6bijto 3acTbiBimiM = 
3acmbino bo B3rjrape = e ebipajtcemiu Kpaimero y>Kaca); his thick throat had been 
slashed from ear to ear as if by a razor-sharp blade (ero ToncToe ropno 6bijto 
pa3pe3aHO ot yxa po yxa, icaic 6ya,TO ocTpbiM, xax SpHTBa, kjthhkom). The short 
sword still in its scabbard seemed to indicate that he had been struck down without 
a chance to fight for his life (kopotkhh Men Bee erne b /ero/ Homrax, Ka3anocb, 
yKa3BiBajr / Ha to/, hto ero ydnuH 6e3 = ne dae maHca, cpa>KaTE.ca 3a cboio 5kh3hb). 

boot [bud], razor [’relzq], indicate [’Indlkelt] 

Balthus muttered a horrified oath. It was the body of a man which lay there in the 
trail, a short, fat man, clad in the gilt-worked boots and (despite the heat) the 
ermine-trimmed tunic of a wealthy merchant. His fat, pale face was set in a stare of 
frozen horror; his thick throat had been slashed from ear to ear as if by a razor- 
sharp blade. The short sword still in its scabbard seemed to indicate that he had 
been struck down without a chance to fight for his life. 

"A Piet?" Balthus whispered, as he turned to peer into the deepening shadows of 
the forest (miKT? — npomenrajr Earrryc, xorpa oh odepnyaca, /hto 6 bi/ 
BCMOTpeTBca b rycTeromne tchh neca). 

Conan shook his head and straightened to scowl down at the dead man (KoHaH 
OTpHpaTejTbHO no xanan /cBoeii/ ro.no boh h BbinpaMHnca, Arrobbi/ nocMOTpeTb 
ceppHTO /bhh 3 / Ha MepTBoro nenoBeica = Mepmeeifa ). 


M\m tin uh 3hi k o ho u npoeian Hjibu OpaHKa www. franklang. ru 


187 



"A forest devil (necHoii pyx: «,hbxboji»). This is the fifth, by Crom (oto /ecTb/ 
imtbih, /Kiufflycb/ KpOMOM)!" 

"What do you mean (hto tbi HMeemt b BHpy; to mean — ujuemb e eudy, 
nodpasyMeeamb)!" 

"Did you ever hear of a Pictish wizard called Zogar Sag (tbi Korpa-HH6ypB 
cjiBiman o nmcrcKOM uapopee, Ha3BiBaeMBiM = no UMenu 3orap Car)?" 

Balthus shook his head uneasily (Eamyc noKanaa /cBoeii/ rojiOBoii decnoKoiiHo; 
easy — ydoonbiu; nezKuu; cnoKoimbiu, xopoiuo ce6n nyecmeytoipuu). 

turn [tq:n], fifth [flfT], scowl [skaul] 

"A Piet?" Balthus whispered, as he turned to peer into the deepening shadows of 
the forest. 

Conan shook his head and straightened to scowl down at the dead man. 

"A forest devil. This is the fifth, by Crom!" 

"What do you mean?" 

"Did you ever hear of a Pictish wizard called Zogar Sag?" 

Balthus shook his head uneasily. 

"He dwells in Gwawela, the nearest village across the river (oh xchbct b TBaBeae, 
djiHJKaiimeM nocejnce 3a peKoii). Three months ago he hid beside this road and 
stole a string of pack-mules from a pack-train bound for the fort — drugged their 
drivers, somehow (Tpn Mecapa Ha3ap oh cnpaTanca B03Jie stoh poporn h yicpan 
KapaBaH bbiohhbix MyaoB H3 BBKvmoro 0603 a, HanpaBJiaBHieroca b (j)opT, oTpaBHJi 
hx noroHipHKOB KaKHM-TO o6pa30M; to drug — ompaeumb, onoumb napKomuKaMU 
/ndoM). The mules belonged to this man (MyjiBi npHHapjie5Kajm 3TOMy uenoBeKy)" 
— Conan casually indicated the corpse with his foot (KoHaH mhmoxopom noKa3aji 
Ha Tpyn /cBoeii/ Horoii) — "Tiberias, a merchant of Velitrium (Tn6epHac, xyneu, 

H3 BenHTpHyMa). They were loaded with ale-kegs, and old Zogar stopped to guzzle 
before he got across the river (ohh 6bijth uarpy>KeiiBi doHOiiKaMii c 3JieM, h CTapBiii 
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3orap ocTaHOBHJica, /hto6bi/ HamiTBca, npe>K^e neM nepe6paaca nepe3 peKy; to 
get across — nepedpambcn). A woodsman named Soractus trailed him, and led 
Valannus and three soldiers to where he lay dead dmnk in a thicket (necHoh 
acHTejib no hmchh Copaicryc bbicjicahji ero h npHBeji Banamiyca n Tpex coimaT k 
/TOMy MecTy/, r,ne oh aeacaan MepTBepKH hbhhbih b KycTapHHKe). At the 
importunities of Tiberias, Valannus threw Zogar Sag into a cell, which is the worst 
insult you can give a Piet (no HacToaHHio TndepHaca, Baaamiyc 6pocna 3orapa 
Cara b nopeMHyio KaMepy, hto aBaaeTca caMBiM xyaumivi ocKopdaemieM, 

KOTOpoe tbi MoacemB aaTB = uauecmu nmcry; to throw — Opocamb). He managed 
to kill his guard and escape (oh CMor = euy ydanocb ydHTB /ero/ oxpaHy h 
cdeacaTB), and sent back word that he meant to kill Tiberias and the five men who 
captured him in a way that would make Aquilonians shudder for centuries to come 
(h /oh/ OTOCJiaji Ha3a^ coodmeHHe, hto oh codHpaeTca ydnTB TndepHaca h 
naTepBix mofleii, KOTOpBie B3aaH ero b njieH, /tukhm/ cnocodoM, KOTOpBiii 
3acTaBHT aKBHJiOHpeB coaporaTBca = om xomopozo aKewiomfbi dydym 
codpozanibCH Ha npOTaaceHHH rpaflym,Hx ctojicthh; to mean — naMepeeanibcn; to 
capture — 63 nmb e men). 

village [VI1IG], river ['rlvql, month [mAnT] 

"He dwells in Gwawela, the nearest village across the river. Three months ago he 
hid beside this road and stole a string of pack-mules from a pack-train bound for 
the fort — drugged their drivers, somehow. The mules belonged to this man" — 
Conan casually indicated the corpse with his foot — "Tiberias, a merchant of 
Velitrium. They were loaded with ale-kegs, and old Zogar stopped to guzzle before 
he got across the river. A woodsman named Soractus trailed him, and led Valannus 
and three soldiers to where he lay dead drunk in a thicket. At the importunities of 
Tiberias, Valannus threw Zogar Sag into a cell, which is the worst insult you can 
give a Piet. He managed to kill his guard and escape, and sent back word that he 
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meant to kill Tiberias and the five men who captured him in a way that would 
make Aquilonians shudder for centuries to come. 

"Well, Soractus and the soldiers are dead (Hy, Copaicryc n conaaTbi MepxBbi). 
Soractus was killed on the river, the soldiers in the very shadow of the fort 
(CopaKTyc 6biji ydiiT Ha peice, conaaTbi b caMoii tciih (jiopTa = npMMO y cpopma). 
And now Tiberias is dead (a TenepB Tnbepnac MepTB). No Piet killed any of them 
(hii oami nHKT /He/ ySna koto-jih6o = hukozo H3 hhx). Each victim — except 
Tiberias, as you see — lacked his head — which no doubt is now ornamenting the 
altar of Zogar Sag's particular god (Ka>xaaa >xepTBa — 3a HCKmoHeniieivi 
TiibepHaca, icaic tbi BHanuiB — 6 biJia 6e3 roaoBbi: «He xBaTajio /cBoeii/ rojiOBbi» 
— KOTOpaa, HecoMHeHHO, ceimac yxpamaeT ajiTapB ocoboro 6ora 3orapa Cara; to 
lack — ne xeamamb, nedocmaeamb)." 

very [’verl], victim [’vlktlm], altar ['0:ltq] 

"Well, Soractus and the soldiers are dead. Soractus was killed on the river, the 
soldiers in the very shadow of the fort. And now Tiberias is dead. No Piet killed 
any of them. Each victim — except Tiberias, as you see — lacked his head — 
which no doubt is now ornamenting the altar of Zogar Sag's particular god." 

"How do you know they weren't killed by the Piets?" demanded Balthus (icaic = 
omKyda tbi 3HaeniB, hto ohh He 6bijih ybHTBi nnicraMH? — cnpocnji EajiTyc). 
Conan pointed to the corpse of the merchant (KoHaH noKa3an Ha Tpyn Kynu,a). 
"You think that was done with a knife or a sword (tbi ayMaeniB, /hto/ 3to 6bijio 
caenaHO hojkom hjih mchom; to do — dejiamb )? Look closer and you'll see that 
only a talon could have made a gash like that (nocMOTpH noSaroice h /tbi/ 
yBHaHniB, hto tojibko kototb mot caenaTB mySoKyio paHy Kax 3Ta = maKyro 
ejiydoKywpany). The flesh is ripped, not cut (nnoTB pa30pBaHa, He pa3pe3aHa)." 
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"Perhaps a panther —" began Balthus, without conviction (MoaceT, naHTepa, — 
Hanan BanTyc 6e3 yBepeHHOCTn: «6e3 y6e>xaeHHOCTH»). 

Conan shook his head impatiently (KoHaH HeTepnejiHBO /oTpHpaTejibHo/ noxanaji 
/cBoeii/ rojiOBoii). 

demand [dl'mQmd], merchant ['mq:Cqnt], knife [naif] 

"How do you know they weren't killed by the Piets?" demanded Balthus. 

Conan pointed to the corpse of the merchant. 

"You think that was done with a knife or a sword? Look closer and you'll see that 
only a talon could have made a gash like that. The flesh is ripped, not cut." 
"Perhaps a panther —" began Balthus, without conviction. 

Conan shook his head impatiently. 

"A man from the Tauran couldn't mistake the mark of a panther's claws (nenoBex 
H3 TypaHa He Mor 6bi oumSHTbca /b/ cjieaax ot Korreii naHTepti). No. It's a forest 
devil summoned by Zogar Sag to carry out his revenge (hct. oto jiecHon ayx, 
Bbi3BaHHbiH 3orapOM CaroM, /htoSbi/ ncnojiHHTb ero MecTb). Tiberias was a fool 
to start for Velitrium alone, and so close to dusk (TnbepHac 6biJi rjiynpoM, 
OTnpaBJiaTbca = mno omnpaewicx b BejiHTpnyM oami, h TaK 6jih3ko k cyMepxaM), 
But each one of the victims seemed to be smitten with madness just before doom 
overtook him (ho xaacaaa H3 acepTB, Ka3anocb, 6bina oxBaneHa 6e3yMHeM xax pa3 
nepea TeM, xax pox Haraan ee; to smite — oxeamumb, nopa3umb; to overtake — 
naenamb). Look here; the signs are plain enough (nocnymaH: «CMOTpH cioaa», 
npH3HaxH aoBOJibHO oneBHaHbi). Tiberias came riding along the trail on his mule 
(TnbepHac exaa no Tpone BepxoM Ha cbocm Myne), maybe with a bundle of choice 
otter pelts behind his saddle to sell in Velitrium (bo3mo>kho, co cb33xoh OTdopHbix 
mxypox Bbiap 3a ceanoM, /hto6bi/ npoaaTb = dm npoda.iicu b BejiHTpnyMe), and 
the thing sprang on him from behind that bush (h TBapb npbirayjia Ha Hero H3-3a 
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Toro KycTa; choice — omOopubiu, ebiciueco Kcmecmea ). See where the branches 
are crushed down (Bn^nnit, rne bctkh npH/iaBJieHBi) . 

claw [klO:], revenge [rl'venG], doom [du:m] 

"A man from the Tauran couldn't mistake the mark of a panther's claws. No. It's a 
forest devil summoned by Zogar Sag to carry out his revenge. Tiberias was a fool 
to start for Velitrium alone, and so close to dusk. But each one of the victims 
seemed to be smitten with madness just before doom overtook him. Look here; the 
signs are plain enough. Tiberias came riding along the trail on his mule, maybe 
with a bundle of choice otter pelts behind his saddle to sell in Velitrium, and the 
thing sprang on him from behind that bush. See where the branches are crushed 
down. 

"Tiberias gave one scream, and then his throat was torn open and he was selling his 
otter skins in Hell (TnSepHac ro^an o^hh Bonjib, n noTOM ero ropno 6 bijto 
pa30pBaH0, h oh npoaaBaa /ero/ imcypKH Bbinp b any; to tear open — pa3pbieamb ). 
The mule ran away into the woods (Myn y6e>Kaji b Jiec; to run away — ydeatcamb). 
Listen (nocjiymaH) ! Even now you can hear him thrashing about under the trees 
CuaJKe ceimac Tbi Moacemb ycjibimaTb ero, MenymriMca = KaK oh Meuemcn no# 
nepeBbaMH). The demon didn't have time to take Tiberias' head; it took fright as we 
came up (.neMOH He HMen BpeMeHH = dejuon neycneji cmiTb ronoBy Id TndepHa; 
oh Hcnyranca, Kor/ja mm noflomnn; to take fright — ucnyeanibcn; to come up — 
nodxodumb)." 

otter [’Otql, hear [hlq], fright [fralt] 

"Tiberias gave one scream, and then his throat was torn open and he was selling his 
otter skins in Hell. The mule ran away into the woods. Listen! Even now you can 
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hear him thrashing about under the trees. The demon didn't have time to take 
Tiberias' head; it took fright as we came up." 

"As you came up," amended Balthus (Koraa tbi noaomeji, — nonpaBHJi Eajrryc). 
"It must not be a very terrible creature if it flees from one armed man (oto He 
flomKHO 6 bitb oneHL CTpaumoe cymecTBO, ecjiH oho yberaeT ot oaHoro 
BOOpyjKeHHoro HenoBeica). But how do you know it was not a Piet with some kind 
of a hook that rips instead of slicing (ho Kaic = omKyda Tbi 3Haeuib, /hto/ oto 6biji 
H e IIIIKT C KaKHM-TO /bH/IOm/ KpIOKa, KOTOpBIH pa3pbIBaeT, BMeCTO Toro, HTOdbl 
pe3aTb; kind — eud , mun )? Did you see it (tbi BHaen ero)?" 

kind [kalnd], hook [hVk], instead [In’sted] 

"As you came up," amended Balthus. "It must not be a very terrible creature if it 
flees from one armed man. But how do you know it was not a Piet with some kind 
of a hook that rips instead of slicing? Did you see it?" 

"Tiberias was an armed man," grunted Conan (TnbepHac 6biji BOOpyaceHHBiM 
nenoBeKOM, — npodopMOTan KoHaH). "If Zogar Sag can bring demons to aid him, 
he can tell them which men to kill and which to let alone (ecim 3orap Car MoaceT 
npH3biBaTb aeMOHOB, /hto6bi/ noMOHb eMy = cede na noMoiqb, oh MoaceT cica3aTb 
eMy, KaKHx moaeii ydHTB, a kukhx ocTaBHTb b noKoe; to let alone — ocmaeumb e 
noKoe ). No, I didn't see it (hct, a He BHaen ero). I only saw the bushes shake as it 
left the trail (a tojibko Buaea, /kbk/ TpacjiHCB KycTbi, roraa oh noKHHyn Tpony). 
But if you want further proof, look here (ho ecjiH tbi xoneuiB = me6e nyofcno 
flonojiHHTeaBHoe aoKa3aTejiBCTBO, CMOTpH cioaa)!" 

The slayer had stepped into the pool of blood in which the dead man sprawled 
(y6Hiiu,a CTymui b Jiyacy KpOBH, b KOTOpoii pacTaHyaca MepTBBiii nenoBeK). Under 
the bushes at the edge of the path there was a footprint, made in blood on the hard 
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loam (non KycTaMH Ha Kpaio Tponw /tum/ 6mji OTnenaTOK CTynnn, caeJiamibiH b 
KpOBH = KpoebK) HSL TBepflOM cyrnHHKe). 

want [wOnt], further ['fq:Dq], proof [pru:f| 

"Tiberias was an armed man," grunted Conan. "If Zogar Sag can bring demons to 
aid him, he can tell them which men to kill and which to let alone. No, I didn't see 
it. I only saw the bushes shake as it left the trail. But if you want further proof, 
look here!" 

The slayer had stepped into the pool of blood in which the dead man sprawled. 
Under the bushes at the edge of the path there was a footprint, made in blood on 
the hard loam. 

"Did a man make that?" demanded Conan (nejiOBeic c^ejiaji oto? — cnpocnn 
KoHaH). 

Balthus felt his scalp prickle (Eairryc nowy bctbo Baa, /icaic/ ero CKanbn noauaaca = 
eojiocbi ecmajiuy neao dbi6oM). Neither man nor any beast that he had ever seen 
could have left that strange, monstrous, three-toed print (hii nenoBeK, hh o^ho 
5KHBOTHOe, KOTOpOe OH KOrfla-JfflSo BH^eJI, /He/ MOr OCTaBHTB TOT CTpaHHBIH, 
HynoBiimHbiH, TpexnajiBiH cnefl), that was curiously combined of the bird and the 
reptile, yet a true type of neither (KOTOpbiH 6biJi ynHBHTejiBHO coneTaeM = 
ydueumejibHbiM couemanueM hthh,bi h penTHJiHH, ho He noxo>KHH hh Ha Tex, hh 
Ha flpyrnx: «noAxoflamero rana hh oahoto»). He spread his fingers above the 
print, careful not to touch it, and grunted explosively (oh pacTonbipHJi /cboh/ 
najiBpbi Ha^ OTnenaTKOM, ocTOpomibiH = cmapancb He 3a,neTb ero h, He 
CflepJKaBmiicb, npOMbinaji /hto-to neHJienopa3aeabiioe/; to grunt — eopnanib, 
OopMomamb). He could not span the mark (oh He mot oxBaTHTb /rambio/ 
OTnenaTOK; span — nndb (-9 diouMaM — paccmomue, npuMepno paenoe 
paccmomwo om kohhukq Oojibiuozo nanbi^a do kohuuko MU3unija)). 
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print [print], reptile [rep'tall], span [spxn] 


"Did a man make that?" demanded Conan. 

Balthus felt his scalp prickle. Neither man nor any beast that he had ever seen 
could have left that strange, monstrous, three-toed print, that was curiously 
combined of the bird and the reptile, yet a true type of neither. He spread his 
fingers above the print, careful not to touch it, and grunted explosively. He could 
not span the mark. 

"What is it?" he whispered (hto oto? — npoinemraji oh). "I never saw a beast that 
left a spoor like that (a HHKor.ua /He/ BH^en TBapr., KOTOpaa ocTaBJiana TaKoii cue#; 
like that — maKou; spoor — cned, omnenamoK (nenoeeKa ujiu otcueomnozo, oco6. 
duKozo 3eepn))." 

"Nor any other sane man," answered Conan grimly (/h/ hh o^hh .npyroii 
HOpManBHBiH uenoBeK, — OTBeTHJi KoHaH MpauHo). "It's a swamp demon — 
they're thick as bats in the swamps beyond Black River (oto Sojiothbih .hcmoh, 
ohh MHorouHCJieHHbi = ux hojiho KaK jieTyuHx Mbimeii b boaoTax 3a HepHoii 
peKoii). You can hear them howling like damned souls when the wind blows strong 
from the south on hot nights (tbi Moaceuib ycjibimaTb, /KaK/ ohh boiot, cjiobho 
npOKJiaTbie ay urn, Koraa BeTep pyex chjibho = Kozda dyem cujibi-ibiu eemep c iora 
b acapKHe hohh)." 

spoor [spuq], answer [Q:nsq], swamp [swOmp] 

"What is it?" he whispered. "I never saw a beast that left a spoor like that." 

"Nor any other sane man," answered Conan grimly. "It’s a swamp demon — 
they're thick as bats in the swamps beyond Black River. You can hear them 
howling like damned souls when the wind blows strong from the south on hot 
nights." 
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"What shall we do?" asked the Aquilonian, peering uneasily into the deep blue 
shadows (hto /ace/ HaM aenaTb? — cnpocnji aKBHJiOHeu,, BrnaabiBaacb TpeBoaoro b 
rycTbie cnHne Temr). The frozen fear on the dead countenance haunted him 
(3acTbiBniHH yacac Ha MepTBOM jmu,e He aaBaa eMy noicon; to haunt — Mynumb, ne 
daeamb uokor). He wondered what hideous head the wretch had seen thrust 
grinning from among the leaves to chill his blood with terror (oh cnpamiiBan ceda, 
Kaicyio Mep3Kyio ronoBy, BbicyHyBiuyioca ocicajiacb cpean jiHCTbeB, HecnacTHbiH 
yBH^eji, HTodbi ero KpOBb 3acTbiJia ot yacaca: «3aM0p03HTb ero KpOBb c yacacoM»). 

blue [blu:], haunt [hO:nt], wretch [reC] 

"What shall we do?" asked the Aquilonian, peering uneasily into the deep blue 
shadows. The frozen fear on the dead countenance haunted him. He wondered 
what hideous head the wretch had seen thrust grinning from among the leaves to 
chill his blood with terror. 

"No use to try to follow a demon," grunted Conan, drawing a short woodman's ax 
from his girdle (hct CMbicna nbrraTbca npecjieaoBaTb aeMOHa, — npoBOpnan 
KoHaH, BbiTacKHBaa kopotkhh Tonop necoBmca H3-3a /ero/ peMHa). "I tried 
tracking him after he killed Soractus (a nbiTanca BbicneanTb ero nocne Toro, Kaic 
oh ydHJi CoKpaTyca). I lost his trail within a dozen steps (a noTepan ero cnea b 
npeaenax = nepe3 aioaomy cjieaoB). He might have grown himself wings and 
flown away, or sunk down through the earth to Hell (oh, bo3mo5kho, orpacTHJi 
cede KpbiJiba h yneTeji, hjih npOBanHJica ckbo3b 3eMJiio b a a). I don't know (a He 
3Haio). I'm not going after the mule, either (a He codnpaiocb Iwjxml 3a MynoM, 
Toace). It’ll either wander back to the fort, or to some settler's cabin (oh jih6o 
nodpeaeT Ha3aa b (|>opT, jih6o k xnacmre Kaicoro-HHdyab noceaeHu,a)." 

use [ju:s], ax [xks], mule [mju:l] 
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"No use to try to follow a demon," grunted Conan, drawing a short woodman's ax 
from his girdle. "I tried tracking him after he killed Soractus. I lost his trail within a 
dozen steps. He might have grown himself wings and flown away, or sunk down 
through the earth to Hell. I don’t know. I'm not going after the mule, either. It'll 
either wander back to the fort, or to some settler's cabin." 

As he spoke Conan was busy at the edge of the trail with his ax (noica oh roBOpna, 
KoHaH 6liji 3amrr y Kpaa TpommKH co cbohm TonopOM). With a few strokes he cut 
a pair of saplings nine or ten feet long, and denuded them of their branches 
(HecKOJibKHMH yqapaMH oh cpySna napy mojioabix aepeBueB aeBHTH-aecHTii 
(J)yTOB fljiHHoii h jiHiHHJi hx /hx/ BeTBeii; to denude — odHcnicamb, oeojmmb). Then 
he cut a length from a serpent-like vine that crawled among the bushes near by 
(3aTeM oh cpe3aji Kycoic ot 3MeeBH^HOH Ji03bi, KOTOpaa BHJiacr. cpe^H KycTOB 
no6jiH30CTH), and making one end fast to one of the poles, a couple of feet from 
the end (h, npHKpemiB o^hh kohch, k o^HOMy H3 mecTOB, /b/ nape (j)yTOB ot 
KOima), whipped the vine over the other sapling and interlaced it back and forth 
(nepexBaTHJi jio3oii flpyroe Moao^oe AepeBiie h nepenneji ero B3a,n h Bnepe^). In a 
few moments he had a crude but strong litter (nepe3 hcckojibko ceicyH,n oh HMen = 
y ueeo 6buiu rpybbie, ho npommie hochjtkh). 

edge [eGl, couple [kApl], litter [TItq] 

As he spoke Conan was busy at the edge of the trail with his ax. With a few strokes 
he cut a pair of saplings nine or ten feet long, and denuded them of their branches. 
Then he cut a length from a serpent-like vine that crawled among the bushes near 
by, and making one end fast to one of the poles, a couple of feet from the end, 
whipped the vine over the other sapling and interlaced it back and forth. In a few 
moments he had a crude but strong litter. 
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"The demon isn't going to get Tiberias' head if I can help it," he growled (aeMOH He 
nonynHT ronoBy TndepHaca, ecjm a CMory noco,zteHCTBOBaTB 3TOMy /= n 
nocmapcuocb, nmodu oh ne nojiymui/, — npopBiuaji oh; am/is/are going to 
UHfpuHumue — o6o3Hcmaem deucmeue e Oydyipeu, pevuenue o KomopoM npimnmo 
do MOMenma penu). "We'll carry the body into the fort (mm noHeceM Tejio b (|>opT). 
It isn’t more than three miles (oto He donee, /neW TpH mhjth). I never liked the fat 
fool, but we can’t have Pictish devils making so cursed free with white men's heads 
(a HHKor,na He jhoShji 3Toro TOJiCToro aypaxa, ho mbi He MoaceM TepneTB = ho mu 
ne nomepnuM, /hto6m/ nHKTCKHe TBapH nocTynajiH TaK BectMa bojibho c 
ronoBaMH SejiBix jiio,zteH; to have smb. V-ing — mepnemb / no360Jinmb, nmo6u 
Kmo-mo dejiaji nmo-mo)." 

The Piets were a white race, though swarthy, but the border men never spoke of 
them as such (nmoM 6 bijih 6eaoH paeon, xotm /h/ CMyrnBiMH, ho norpaHHHHHKH 
HHKor^a /He/ roBOpHJiH o hhx, Kar /o/ TaKOBBix). 

get [get], help [help], white [wait] 

"The demon isn't going to get Tiberias' head if I can help it," he growled. "We'll 
carry the body into the fort. It isn't more than three miles. I never liked the fat fool, 
but we can’t have Pictish devils making so cursed free with white men’s heads." 

The Piets were a white race, though swarthy, but the border men never spoke of 
them as such. 

Balthus took the rear end of the litter (Eamyc B3aa 3 am uni KOHeu, hochjiok), onto 
which Conan unceremoniously dumped the unfortunate merchant (Ha KOTOpBie 
KoHaH 6ecu,epeM0HH0 CBajiHJi HeyaaujiHBoro Kynu,a), and they moved on down the 
trail as swiftly as possible (h ohh aBHHyjiHCB aajiBine no Tpone, TaK dBicipo, KaK 
Momro = kok MOJ/CHO 6ucmpee). Conan made no more noise laden with their grim 
burden than he had made when unencumbered (KoHaH npOH3Boa,nji He SojiBine 
rnyMa, Harpy>KeHHBiH hx MpauHOH Homeii, neM oh npOH3Boa,nji, Kor^a /6bijt/ 
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HeoSpeMeHeHHWM; to encumber — sazpoMo.jicdainb; sadep.jicueamb, 

3ampyduRmb). He had made a loop with the merchant's belt at the end of the poles 
(oh c^eiian neTJiio c = U3 noaca Kynpa Ha KOHpe rnecTOB), and was carrying his 
share of the load with one hand (h Hec cboio nacTb rpy3a o^hoh pyicon), while the 
other gripped his naked broadsword (b to Bpeivia KaK p ,pyraa cacHMana ero 
o6Ha>KeHHBiH nanam), and his restless gaze roved the sinister walls about them (a 
ero SecriOKOHiibiii B3raaa 6ny>Kflaji /no/ MpaniibiM CTeHaM BOKpyr hhx; to rove — 
Ojiyotcdamb, CKumambcn). The shadows were thickening (tchh TeMnean). A 
darkening blue mist blurred the outlines of the foliage (TeMiieiomaa cimaa abiMKa 
pa3Mbiaa KOHTypBi jihctbbi). The forest deepened in the twilight, became a blue 
haunt of mystery sheltering unguessed things (nee noTeMHen b cyMepKax, CTan 
chhhm npHdeacHiueM Taimbi, aaiomeii npmoT HeBeaoMbiM TBapaM; to shelter — 
daeamb npwom / npudeofcuuie, npwomumb , ynpueamb). 

share [SFq], load [loud], sinister [’slnlstq] 

Balthus took the rear end of the litter, onto which Conan unceremoniously dumped 
the unfortunate merchant, and they moved on down the trail as swiftly as possible. 
Conan made no more noise laden with their grim burden than he had made when 
unencumbered. He had made a loop with the merchant's belt at the end of the 
poles, and was carrying his share of the load with one hand, while the other 
gripped his naked broadsword, and his restless gaze roved the sinister walls about 
them. The shadows were thickening. A darkening blue mist blurred the outlines of 
the foliage. The forest deepened in the twilight, became a blue haunt of mystery 
sheltering unguessed things. 

They had covered more than a mile, and the muscles in Balthus' sturdy arms were 
beginning to ache a little (ohh noKpbuiH Sojimie, hcm mhjho = npoumu donee 
mujiu, h MycKynbi b = ua KpemcHx pyicax Eamyca HammajiH SoneTt. neivinoro = 
no6ajiueamb), when a cry rang shuddering from the woods whose blue shadows 
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were deepening into purple (Kor^a pa3£ajicfl, dpocaa b apo>Kb, KpHK H3 Jieca, huh 
CHHne TeHH = cunue menu Komopozo TeMHejin /nepexoaa/ b (jDHOJieTOBbie). 

Conan started convulsively (KoHaH KOHByjibCHBHO B3flpomyn), and Balthus almost 
let go the poles (a Eamyc nonra = nymb ne BbinycTHJi: «no3BOJiHJi yHTH» niecTbi). 

sturdy ['stq:dll, ache [elk], whose [hu:z] 

They had covered more than a mile, and the muscles in Balthus' sturdy arms were 
beginning to ache a little, when a cry rang shuddering from the woods whose blue 
shadows were deepening into purple. 

Conan started convulsively, and Balthus almost let go the poles. 

"A woman!" cried the younger man (jKemmma! — KpHKHyji donee mojioaoh 
M yncnHHa). "Great Mitra, a woman cried out then (BeiuncHH Mmpa, •/Kemmnia 
KpHKHyna Torna) !" 

"A settler's wife straying in the woods," snarled Conan, setting down his end of the 
litter (nceHa nocenemia 6ny>KnaeT = 3a6jiydwiacb b Jiecy, — npopbinan KoHaH, 
CTaBn bhh3 = onycKax cboh KOHeu, hochjiok). "Looking for a cow, probably, and 
— stay here (mnyman = uufern KOpOBy, bo3mo)kho, h — ocTaHbcn 3flecb; to look 
for — ucKamb)\" 

He dived like a hunting wolf into the leafy wall (oh HbipHyn, Kaic oxot5hh,hhch 
bojik, b jiHCTBemryio CTeHy). Balthus' hair bristled (bojiocbi BanTyca BCTanH 

flbldOM). 

"Stay here alone with this corpse and a devil hiding in the woods?" he yelped 
(ocTaTbcn 3/tecb o^HOMy c sthm TpynoM h hchhctbio, CKpbiBaiomeHcn b Jiecy? — 
3aBonnji oh). "I'm coming with you (n H^y c to6oh)!" 

then [Den], cow [kau], yelp [jelp] 

"A woman!" cried the younger man. "Great Mitra, a woman cried out then!" 
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"A settler's wife straying in the woods," snarled Conan, setting down his end of the 
litter. "Looking for a cow, probably, and — stay here!" 

He dived like a hunting wolf into the leafy wall. Balthus' hair bristled. 

"Stay here alone with this corpse and a devil hiding in the woods?" he yelped. "I'm 
coming with you!" 

And suiting action to words, he plunged after the Cimmerian (n cornacya 
flencTBiia co cnoBaMH, oh HBipHyn 3a KoHaHOM). Conan glanced back at him, but 
made no objection, though he did not moderate his pace to accommodate the 
shorter legs of his companion (KoHaH B3rjHmyji /Ha3a,n/ Ha Hero, ho He B03pa3HJi, 
xora oh He yMepHJi CBoero rnara, /htoSm/ noACTpOHTBca k 6ojiee kopotkhm HoraM 
CBoero cnyTHHKa; to make an objection — eo3pa3umb ). Balthus wasted his wind in 
swearing (Eamyc HanpacHO noTparaji CBoe ^Bixamie Ha pyraTenBCTBa) as the 
Cimmerian drew away from him again, like a phantom between the trees (Tax xax 
KHMMepneu, OTOpBanca ot Hero CHOBa, xax npropax Me^y .nepeBteB), and then 
Conan burst into a dim glade and halted crouching, lips snarling, sword lifted (h 
3aTeM KoHaH BOpBanca Ha Mpamiyio nonany h ocTaHOBHJica npHrHyBmHCB, rydbi 
meBenaTca, Men no,a,HaT = c lueeejimquMucn eybajviu, c nodmmbiM Meuojvi; to 
waste — nanpacno mpamumb, to draw away — omopeambcn (om npomuenum na 
ducmanijuu), to burst in — eopeambcn). 

action ['xkSn], glade [gleld], lip [lp] 

And suiting action to words, he plunged after the Cimmerian. Conan glanced back 
at him, but made no objection, though he did not moderate his pace to 
accommodate the shorter legs of his companion. Balthus wasted his wind in 
swearing as the Cimmerian drew away from him again, like a phantom between 
the trees, and then Conan burst into a dim glade and halted crouching, lips 
snarling, sword lifted. 


MyjibmuH 3 biK 060 u npoeian Mjibu Opanra www. franklang. ru 


201 



"What are we stopping for?" panted Balthus, dashing the sweat out of his eyes and 
gripping his short sword (/^Jia/ wero mli ctohm? — nponbixTen BajiTyc, CMaximaa 
noT H3 / cbohx/ rjia3 h xBaTaa cboh kopotkhh Men). 

"That scream came from this glade, or near by," answered Conan (tot Kpmc 
pa3^anca c 3toh nojniHM, hjth no6jiH30CTH, — otbcthu KoHaH). "I don't mistake 
the location of sounds, even in the woods. But where — (a He omndaiocB c mcctom 
3ByKOB = c onpedejienueM ucmounuKa 3eyKoe, ^aace b Jiecy. Ho r^e — )" 

Abruptly the sound rang out again — behind thenr, in the direction of the trail they 
had just quitted (B^pyr 3ByK pa3,najica CHOBa — no3aflii hhx, b HanpaBJiemiH 
Tponr.1, KOTOpyio ohh tojibko hto noKHHyjm; to ring out — nposeynamb, 
pci3dambCH; to quit — noKudamb, 6pocamb). It rose piercingly and pitifully, the cry 
of a woman in frantic terror (oh B3JieTen npOH3HTern>HO h acanodHO, KpHK 
aceHiuHHBi b 6e3yMHOM yacace; to rise — nodnuMambcn, noebuuambcn ) — and 
then, shockingly, it changed to a yell of mocking laughter that might have burst 
from the lips of a fiend of lower Hell (a noTOM, yacacaiome = h sto 6bijto y>xacHO, 
oh H3MeHHJica = npeepamujicR b Bonnt HacMemnHBoro xoxoTa, /Taxon/ KOTOpbiii 
mot copBaTBca c ry6 ^eMOHa HHacHero a^a). 

mistake [ms’telk], direction [dl'rekSn], laughter [lQ:ftq] 

"What are we stopping for?" panted Balthus, dashing the sweat out of his eyes and 
gripping his short sword. 

"That scream came from this glade, or near by," answered Conan. "I don't mistake 
the location of sounds, even in the woods. But where —" 

Abruptly the sound rang out again — behind them-, in the direction of the trail they 
had just quitted. It rose piercingly and pitifully, the cry of a woman in frantic terror 
— and then, shockingly, it changed to a yell of mocking laughter that might have 
burst from the lips of a fiend of lower Hell. 
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"What in Mitra's name —" Balthus' face was a pale blur in the gloom (hto bo hmh 
MnTpbi — jihu,o EajiTyca 6bijto Sne^HbiM roiTHOM bo MpaKe). 

With a scorching oath Conan wheeled and dashed back the way he had come (c 
ydmicTBeHHBiM pyraTejiBCTBOM KoHaH riOBepnyaca n SpocHJica naaaa /no/ nyra, 
KOTOpbiM oh nprimen; scorch — ojicoc; to scorch — onammbCR, nodnamieambcn; 
pycamb, pa3Hocumb ), and the Aquilonian stumbled bewilderedly after him (a 
aKBHJiOHeu, cnoTbiKajica = dejicaji, cnombiKancb, b 3aMemaTejibCTBe 3a hhm). He 
blundered into the Cimmerian as the latter stopped dead (oh naaeTea / naTKiiyaca 
Ha KHMMepHHu,a, Kor^a nocjieflHHH pe3KO ocTaHOBHJica), and rebounded from his 
brawny shoulders as though from an iron statue (h otckohhji ot ero CHJibHbix 
nnen, cjtobho ot >Kene3HOH CTaTyn). Gasping from the impact, he heard Conan's 
breath hiss through his teeth (aaabixaacb ot TOJimca, oh ycjibmian, /kslk/ abixanne 
KoHaHa co cbhctom bbixo^ht nepe3 ero 3y6bi; to hiss — luunemb, ceucmemb ). The 
Cimmerian seemed frozen in his tracks (KHMMepneu, Kaaaaca 3acTbiBmHM = 
Ka3cuiocb, 3acmbui Ha MecTe). 

stop [stOpl, statue ['stxCu:], track [trxk] 

"What in Mitra's name —" Balthus’ face was a pale blur in the gloom. 

With a scorching oath Conan wheeled and dashed back the way he had come, and 
the Aquilonian stumbled bewilderedly after him. He blundered into the Cimmerian 
as the latter stopped dead, and rebounded from his brawny shoulders as though 
from an iron statue. Gasping from the impact, he heard Conan's breath hiss through 
his teeth. The Cimmerian seemed frozen in his tracks. 

Looking over his shoulder, Balthus felt his hair stand up stiffly (3arnaHyB nepe3 
ero nneno, Eamyc nonyBCTBOBaji, /kslk/ ero =y neco bojiocbi CTaHOBaTca ^biSom). 
Something was moving through the deep bushes that fringed the trail (hto-to 
.HBHranocb CKB03b rycTbie KycTbi, KOTOpbie OKaHMJHum TporoiHKy) — something 
that neither walked nor flew, but seemed to glide like a serpent (hto-to, hto hh 
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uijio, hh jieTejio, ho Ka3ajiocB, ckojib3ht KaK 3Mea). But it was not a serpent (ho 
3to 6Bina He 3Mea). Its outlines were indistinct, but it was taller than a man, and not 
very bulky (ero KOHTypBi 6bijih HeneTKHMH, ho oho 6bijto BBime, neM nenoBeK, h 
He oneHB rp0M03aK0e). It gave off a glimmer of weird light, like a faint blue flame 
(oho H3^aBano = om Hezo ucxodwio Mepu,aHHe npHuyarmBoro cBeTa, KaK cnaSoe 
rojiyboe miaMa). Indeed, the eery fire was the only tangible thing about it (b caMOM 
aene, /KyTKuu oroHB 6bijt eamiCTBennbiM MaTepnajiBHBiM c b uaeTea bctbom: 
«BemBio» b OTHomemiH ero; about — o, e onwowemiu, mcamejibuo). It might 
have been an embodied flame moving with reason and purpose through the 
blackening woods (sto, bo3mo5kho, 6bijio: «Morjio 6bitb» BonnomeHHoe nnaMa, 
flBH5Kym,eeca pa3yMHO h u,ejieHanpaBJieHHo: «c pa3yMOM h u,enBio» nepe3 
HepHeromHH nee; body — meno, ruiomb). 

flew [flu:], bulky ['bAlkl], reason [ri:zn] 

Looking over his shoulder, Balthus felt his hair stand up stiffly. Something was 
moving through the deep bushes that fringed the trail — something that neither 
walked nor flew, but seemed to glide like a serpent. But it was not a serpent. Its 
outlines were indistinct, but it was taller than a man, and not very bulky. It gave off 
a glimmer of weird light, like a faint blue flame. Indeed, the eery fire was the only 
tangible thing about it. It might have been an embodied flame moving with reason 
and purpose through the blackening woods. 

Conan snarled a savage curse and hurled his ax with ferocious will (KoHaH 
npopBinan auKoe npOKJiaTHe h MeTHyn cboh Tonop c y^KacHon: «CBHpenoH» 
3HeprneH = cujiou ). But the thing glided on without altering its course (ho 
cymecTBO ckojib3hjio aantme, He Memia /cBoero/ Kypca: «6e3 H3MeHeHHa CBoero 
Kypca»). Indeed it was only a few instants' fleeting glimpse they had of it 

(aeHCTBHTeJTBHO, 3TO 6bIJTO JIHIHB MHMOJieTHOe BHaeHHe /H3/ HeCKOJTBKHX 
MrHOBeHHH, /KOTOpoe/ ohh hmcjih ot Hero = ynoeujiu ) — a tall, shadowy thing of 
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misty flame floating through the thickets (Bbicoicoe, TeHenoaodHoe cymecTBo: 
«Bemr.» TyMaHHoro/pacnjibiBuaToro oraa, njibiBymee ckbo3b 3apocjm). Then it 
was gone, and the forest crouched in breathless stillness (3aTeM oho Hcne3Jio, h nee 
CKJIOHHJICa = 3dMep b 6e3,a,BixaHHOH / Henoa,BH5KHoii THmHHe). 

alter [’0:ltq], fleet [fli:t], crouched [krauCt] 

Conan snarled a savage curse and hurled his ax with ferocious will. But the thing 
glided on without altering its course. Indeed it was only a few instants' fleeting 
glimpse they had of it — a tall, shadowy thing of misty flame floating through the 
thickets. Then it was gone, and the forest crouched in breathless stillness. 

With a snarl Conan plunged through the intervening foliage and into the trail (c 
pbmamieM KoHaH HbipHyn CKB03b nepenaeTaiomyioca jiHCTBy Ini Ha Tpony). His 
profanity, as Balthus floundered after him, was lurid and impassioned (ero 
SoroxyjibCTBO = pyzamejibcmeo, Koraa Eamyc noTamnaca 3a hhm, 6biJio 
yrpo'/KaiouiHM h nbuiKHM). The Cimmerian was standing over the litter on which 
lay the body of Tiberias (KHMMepneu, CToaji naa HOCHJiKaMH, Ha KOTOpbix jieacajio 
Teno TirdepHaca). And that body no longer possessed a head (h 3to Teno dojibine 
He HMeno ronoBbi). 

"Tricked us with its damnable caterwauling!" raved Conan, swinging his great 
sword about his head in his wrath (uaaya Hac cbohm npOKJiaTbiM KomauHM 
BH3roM, — SymeBan KoHaH, pa3MaxHBaa cbohm orpoMHbiM mchom BOKpyr /cBoeh/ 
ronoBbi b /cBoeii/ apocTH). "I might have known (a Mor 3HaTb =yjfc n-mo dojiDfcen 
6biJi 3Hamb\ might — &bipaoicaem ynpei<, cojica.aeHue)\ I might have guessed a trick 
(a Mor 6bi paaraaaTb odMan = a dojidicen 6biJipa32adamb o6mcih)\ Now there'll be 
five heads to decorate Zogar’s altar (Tenepb 6yaeT naTb roaoB ana yKpamemia 
ajiTapa 3orapa = menepb rmmb zojioe 6ydym yKpamamb aumapb Sozapa)." 

foliage [TqulIIG], lurid ['ljuqrld], longer [’lONq] 
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With a snarl Conan plunged through the intervening foliage and into the trail. His 
profanity, as Balthus floundered after him, was lurid and impassioned. The 
Cimmerian was standing over the litter on which lay the body of Tiberias. And that 
body no longer possessed a head. 

"Tricked us with its damnable caterwauling!" raved Conan, swinging his great 
sword about his head in his wrath. "I might have known! I might have guessed a 
trick! Now there'll be five heads to decorate Zogar’s altar." 

"But what thing is it that can cry like a woman and laugh like a devil (ho hto 3a 
TBapB 3 to, hto MOJKeT KpHuaTb, KaK ^KeHiruma, h CMeflTbCfl, KaK aeMOH), and 
shines like witch-fire (h /npn 3tom/ CBeTHTca, KaK kojihobckoh otohb) as it glides 
through the trees (Kor^a oho ckojie»3ht ckbo3b ^epeBba)?" gasped Balthus, 
mopping the sweat from his pale face (BbmoxHyn Eamyc, BbiTHpaa noT co CBoero 
6nea,Horo jmu,a). 

"A swamp devil," responded Conan morosely (Sojiothmh aeMOH, — OTBemr 
KoHaH yrpKDMo). "Grab those poles (xBaTair 3th nanKH). We'll take in the body, 
anyway (mbi 3a6epeM Teno, Tax hjih HHane). At least our load's a bit lighter (no 
KpaHHeii Mepe, Ham rpy3 hcmhoto JierHe)." 

With which grim philosophy he gripped the leathery loop and stalked down the 
trail (c KaKOBoii = maKou MpamiOH (jmjiococjmeH = MpannuM yMosaiunoHemieM oh 
cxBaTHJi KoacaHyio neTJiio h 3amaran no Tpone). 

devil [devl], shine [Sain], loop [lu:p] 

"But what thing is it that can cry like a woman and laugh like a devil, and shines 
like witch-fire as it glides through the trees?" gasped Balthus, mopping the sweat 
from his pale face. 

"A swamp devil," responded Conan morosely. "Grab those poles. We'll take in the 
body, anyway. At least our load's a bit lighter." 
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With which grim philosophy he gripped the leathery loop and stalked down the 
trail. 


2. The Wizard of Gwawela 

(Koji^yH m 3 TBaBejibi) 

Fort Tuscelan stood on the eastern bank of Black River, the tides of which washed 
the foot of the stockade ((J)opT TycitenaH CToan Ha boctohhom 6epery HepHoii 
peKH, noTOKH KOTOpon OMbiBanH noaHoacne nacTOKOJia). The latter was of logs, as 
were all the buildings within (nocne/mnd 6 bijt H3 dpeBen, TaK >Ke 6bijih = man Dice 
kok u Bee 3flaHHa BHyTpH Hero), including the donjon (to dignify it by that 
appellation) (BKJHonaa aohjkoh (hto6m odnaroponuTB ero TaKHM nasBamieM)), in 
which were the governor's quarters, overlooking the stockade and the sullen river 
(b kotopom 6bijih = 6 biJio ncHJibe rydepnaTopa, Bbixonamee na nacTOKOJi h 
3JiOBem,yio peKy; to overlook — euxodumb na, eo 36 biuiambCM Had). Beyond that 
river lay a huge forest, which approached jungle-like density along the spongy 
shores ( 3 a stoh peKOH nencaji orpoMHbiii Jiec, KOTOpbiii npudjiHacajica k 
nnoTHOCTH, KaK y a>KynraeH = 6uji eycrnou, kok dotcymjiu b^ojib ba3khx deperoB; 
sponge — eydna). Men paced the runways along the log parapet day and night, 
watching that dense green wall (jho^h pacxaacHBajm /no/ noMOCTaM b£,ojib 
S peBeHnaToro napaneTa ^HeM h hohbio, Hadmo^aa / 3 a/ stoh nnoiHOH 3eneHOH 
CTeHoii). Seldom a menacing figure appeared (/BecBMa/ pe^KO noaBJianacb 
yrpo>KaK)maa (jrnrypa), but the sentries knew that they too were watched (ho 
nacoBbie 3Hajm, hto ohh dbirm Hadmo/taeMBi = 3a humu nadmodawm Toace), 
fiercely, hungrily, with the mercilessness of ancient hate (jhoto, nca^HO, c 
decnoma^HOCTBio flpeBHeh HeHaBHCTH). The forest beyond the river might seem 
desolate and vacant of life to the ignorant eye (nee 3a peKOH, bo3mo>kho, Ka3ajicn 
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HeoSHTaeMtiM h jimneHHWM 5kh3hh HecBe^ymeMy rna3y), but life teemed there, 
not alone of bird and beast and reptile, but also of men, the fiercest of all the 
hunting beasts (ho 5kh3hb KHniena TaM, He tojibko nrau, h 3Bepeh h penTHJiHH, ho 
h mofleH, caMbix CBHpenbix H3 Bcex oxoTamuxca = xuipubix 3Bepeii). 

quarter [’kwO:tq], dense [dens], hate [helt] 

Fort Tuscelan stood on the eastern bank of Black River, the tides of which washed 
the foot of the stockade. The latter was of logs, as were all the buildings within, 
including the donjon (to dignify it by that appellation), in which were the 
governor's quarters, overlooking the stockade and the sullen river. Beyond that 
river lay a huge forest, which approached jungle-like density along the spongy 
shores. Men paced the runways along the log parapet day and night, watching that 
dense green wall. Seldom a menacing figure appeared, but the sentries knew that 
they too were watched, fiercely, hungrily, with the mercilessness of ancient hate. 
The forest beyond the river might seem desolate and vacant of life to the ignorant 
eye, but life teemed there, not alone of bird and beast and reptile, but also of men, 
the fiercest of all the hunting beasts. 

There, at the fort, civilization ended (TaM, y (})opTa, Komranacb miBimusaumi). Fort 
Tuscelan was the last outpost of a civilized world ((|)opT TyciiejiaH 6biji 
nocneAHHM aBamrocTOM u,HBHJiH30BaHHoro MHpa); it represented the westernmost 
thrust of the dominant Hyborian races (oh npeACTaBJHui caMbiii aanamibiu onnoT 
rocnoACTByiomHx XanbopHHCKHx pac). Beyond the river the primitive still reigned 
in shadowy forests ( 3 a peKoii nepBodbiTHbiH /nenoBeic/ Bee eme npaBHJi b 
TeHHCTbix Jiecax), brush-thatched huts where hung the grinning skulls of men (/b/ 
KpbiTbix KycTapHHKOM xu’/KHiiax, r,ne = e Komopbix BHcenH CKanamnecH nepena 
jHOfleii), and mud-walled enclosures (h 3aropo^Kax c rjmmmbiMH CTeHaMH) where 
fires flickered and drums rumbled (rae CBepKanH KOCTpbi h rpeivienM 6apa6aHbi), 
and spears were whetted in the hands of dark, silent men with tangled black hair 
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and the eyes of serpents (a Konna 6mjih tohhmm = mouujiu b pyKax = pynu 
CMyrjibix MOJinajiHBbix moaeii co cnyTaHHBiMH wepiibiMH BOJiocaMH n rna3aMH 
3Men = 3MeuHbiMU zm3aMU ). Those eyes often glared through bushes at the fort 
across the river (sth rna3a nacTO CMOTpemi /3jio6ho/ uepe3 KycTBi Ha (jtopT 3a 
peKoii; to glare — npucmajibuo CMompemb (co 3jio6ou), ycmaeumbcn). Once dark- 
skinned men had built their huts where that fort stood, yes (o^Haac^bi = Kozda-mo 
CMyraoKO'/Kne moan CTpOHJiH cboii xh3khhbi, rae CToan 3tot (})opT, aa), and their 
huts had risen where now stood the fields and log cabins of fair-haired settlers (h 
hx xroKHHbi noaHHMajiHCt. IizlmI , rae ceiiwac cto an h = 6biJiu non a h bpeBennaTbie 
xnbapbi CBeTJiOBOJiocbix nocenemieB), back beyond Velitrium, that raw, turbulent 
frontier town on the banks of Thunder River (c3aan = daabiue 3a BejiHTpnyMOM, 
3thm rpybbiM, SyiiHbiM norpaHHHHbiM ropoaoM Ha Seperax TpOMOBOH peKH), to 
the shores of that other river that bounds the Bossonian marches (ao SeperoB toh 
apyroh peKH, KOTopaa rpannwnT Id Boccohckoh MapKoii; to build — cmpoumb). 
Traders had come, and priests of Mitra who walked with bare feet and empty 
hands, and died horribly, most of them (npumnn TOproBu,bi h 5Kpeu,bi MHTpbi, 
KOTOpbie xoanjiH c Socbimh HoraMH h nycTbiMH pyicaMH, h yMepno y'/Kacuo 
bojibmHHCTBO hx); but soldiers had followed, men with axes in their hands and 
women and children in ox-drawn wains (ho / 3 a hhmh/ nocneaoBajiH conaaTbi, 
MyoKHHHbi c TonopaMH b /hx/ pyKax h •/Kemmnibi h aeTu b np0B03Kax, 
3anpa>KeHHbix BOJiaMH). Back to Thunder River, and still back, beyond Black 
River, the aborigines had been pushed (Ha3aa = dajibiue 3a TpOMOByio pexy, h eme 
aajibme 3a HepHyio pexy abopureHLi 6bijih TecHHMbi = mecuujiu adopuzeuoe', to 
push — mecHumb, nuxamb, mojiKamb ), with slaughter and massacre (pe3Hen h 
6oiiHeH). But the dark-skinned people did not forget that once Conajohara had 
been theirs (ho CMyraoKO>KHe moan He 3abbiJiH, hto Koraa-To Kona>KOxapa bbina 
hx(hch) = npuuadjieDicajia um). 

reign [rein], spear [splq], skull [skAl] 
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There, at the fort, civilization ended. Fort Tuscelan was the last outpost of a 
civilized world; it represented the westernmost thrust of the dominant Hyborian 
races. Beyond the river the primitive still reigned in shadowy forests, brush- 
thatched huts where hung the grinning skulls of men, and mud-walled enclosures 
where fires flickered and drums rumbled, and spears were whetted in the hands of 
dark, silent men with tangled black hair and the eyes of serpents. Those eyes often 
glared through bushes at the fort across the river. Once dark-skinned men had built 
their huts where that fort stood, yes, and their huts had risen where now stood the 
fields and log cabins of fair-haired settlers, back beyond Velitrium, that raw, 
turbulent frontier town on the banks of Thunder River, to the shores of that other 
river that bounds the Bossonian marches. Traders had come, and priests of Mitra 
who walked with bare feet and empty hands, and died horribly, most of them; but 
soldiers had followed, men with axes in their hands and women and children in ox- 
drawn wains. Back to Thunder River, and still back, beyond Black River, the 
aborigines had been pushed, with slaughter and massacre. But the dark-skinned 
people did not forget that once Conajohara had been theirs. 

The guard inside the eastern gate bawled a challenge (oxpaHHmc b boctohhbix 
BOpOTax npoopan TpedoBaHne CKa3aTb napom.; challenge — etnoe /na noedunoK, 
dydJib/; mpedoeamie cKa3amb naponb ). Through a barred aperture torchlight 
flickered (nepe3 orpa>KaeHHoe pemeTKon OKomemco MHrayji cbct (jDaicejia), 
glinting on a steel headpiece and suspicious eyes beneath it (oTpaacaacu Ha 
CTajiBHOM inneMe h noao3pHTejiBHBix rna3ax noa hum). 

"Open the gate," snorted Conan (oTKpoii BOpOTa, — (f)BipKHyji KoHaH). "You see 
it's I, don't you (tbi bh,zihhib, 3to a, He Tax jth)?" 

Military discipline put his teeth on edge (Boemraa ,hhc nym-ruma aeiicTBOBajia eMy 
Ha HepBBi; to put / set the teeth on edge — pa3dpaotcamb, deucmeoeamb na nepebi: 
«nocmaeumb 3y6bi na npau, KpoMKy »). 

The gate swung inward and Conan and his companion passed through (BOpOTa 
KauHyjiHCB BOBHyrpB, h KoHaH h ero cnyTHHK npOHMH; to swing). Balthus noted 
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that the gate was flanked by a tower on each side, the summits of which rose above 
the stockade (Eairryc 3aMeTHJi, hto BOpOTa 3anmmajiHCb 6anmen c Ka^Knon 
CTOpOHBi = no odeuM cmoponaM, BepmnHBi Ka^K^oii B03BbmiajiHCb Ha 
nacTOKOJiOM; to flank — saipuipamb, npedoxpammb ebony / c fmama). He saw 
loopholes for arrows (oh yBH,neji aM6pa3ypbi pm CTpen = dm cmpenbdbi 
cmpenaMU ). 

guard [gQ:d], snort [snO:t], discipline [’dlslplln] 

The guard inside the eastern gate bawled a challenge. Through a barred aperture 
torchlight flickered, glinting on a steel headpiece and suspicious eyes beneath it. 
"Open the gate," snorted Conan. "You see it's I, don't you?" 

Military discipline put his teeth on edge. 

The gate swung inward and Conan and his companion passed through. Balthus 
noted that the gate was flanked by a tower on each side, the summits of which rose 
above the stockade. He saw loopholes for arrows. 

The guardsmen grunted as they saw the burden borne between the men 
(KapayntHbie 3aBOpnajiH, Koraa /ohh/ yBHaean rpy3, HecoMbiii MOKny 
My>KHHHaMH; to bear — necmu, eunocumb). Their pikes jangled against each other 
as they thrust shut the gate (hx mucn 3a6pau,ajiH apyr o flpyra, Koraa ohh 
npOTHCHyjiHCb 3aKpbiTb BOpOTa), chin on shoulder (oTBOpauHBaacb: «no,n6opo,n,OK 
Ha nneHO»), and Conan asked testily (h KoHaH cnpocHJi pa3flpa5KHTejibHo): "Have 
you never seen a headless body before (bbi HUKor^a npe^e /He/ bh^cjih 
6e3ronoBoro Tena)?" 

The guardsmen grunted as they saw the burden borne between the men. Their 
pikes jangled against each other as they thrust shut the gate, chin on shoulder, and 
Conan asked testily: "Have you never seen a headless body before?" 
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The faces of the soldiers were pallid in the torchlight (jinu,a cojinaT dbum 
MepTBeHHO-djieaHMMH b CBeTe (jmicejioB). 

"That's Tiberias," blurted one (oto /ecTb/ Tndepnac, — BbinanHJi o,o,hh). "I 
recognize that fur-trimmed tunic (a y3Haio 3Ty OTaenannyio MexoM TyHHKy). 
Valerius here owes me five lunas (Bajiepnyc 3aecb aoiDKeH MHe naTb nyH). I told 
him Tiberias had heard the loon call when he rode through the gate on his mule, 
with his glassy stare (a cica3aji eMy, hto Tndepnac ycjibimaji 30b 6 e3yMna, xoraa 
oh npoexan nepe3 BOpOTa Ha CBoeM Myne co /cbohm/ CTeKJiaHHBiM B3rjnmoM). I 
wagered he’d come back without his head (a nocnopHJi, hto oh BepHeTca 6e3 
/cBoeii/ ronoBBi; to wager — cmaeumb, depotcamb napu )." 

owe [ou], me [mi:], call [kO:l] 

The faces of the soldiers were pallid in the torchlight. 

"That’s Tiberias," blurted one. "I recognize that fur-trimmed tunic. Valerius here 
owes me five lunas. I told him Tiberias had heard the loon call when he rode 
through the gate on his mule, with his glassy stare. I wagered he’d come back 
without his head." 

Conan grunted enigmatically (KoHaH aaraaowno /hto-to/ npodopMOTan), motioned 
Balthus to ease the litter to the ground (noica3aji Eamycy /KCCtom onycTHTb 
hochjikh Ha 3eMJiio), and then strode off toward the governor’s quarters, with the 
Aquilonian at his heels (a 3aTeM nomaran k 5KHjiHiu,y rydepHaTOpa c aKBHJiOHu,eM, 
/cneAyiom,HM/ 3a hhm no rwTaM; to be at one’s heels — cnedoeamb 3a KeM-mo no 
mmaM). The tousle-headed youth stared about him eagerly and curiously (lOHoma 
co B3bepomeHHOH tojioboh 3HeprHHHO h c jnodonBiTCTBOM 03Hpajica BOKpyr ceda 
= no cmoponoM), noting the rows of barracks along the walls, the stables (3aMenaa 
pa^Bi dapaxoB Baonb ctch, kohmuihh), the tiny merchants' stalls (KpomeuHbie 
jiaBKH KynijOB), the towering blockhouse, and the other buildings 
(BOSBbiLuaiomiiMCfl dnoKray3 h ocTanbHbie saamia), with the open square in the 
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middle where the soldiers drilled (c OTKpbiToii imoma^BK) nocpe^HHe, r^e 
TpeHHpOBajiHCB cojwtbi), and where, now, fires danced and men off duty lounged 
(n r^,e ceiraac nnacann KOCTpti, n pa3BajiHJiHCb CBodo^HBie ot ^e^KypCTBa 
coanaTbi; in the middle — nocpedune, e cepeduue, e i\eumpe; to drill — 
Mymmpoeamb, mpenupoeamb( cr); off duty — ne ua dejicypcmee, ceododubiu om 
dejfcypcmea; to lounge — pcnaajiumbCR, cudemb passa.mcb, cjiommbcn, 
6e3dejibmmamb; men — modu, napnu, Myotcmiubi, condambi). These were now 
hurrying to join the morbid crowd gathered about the litter at the gate (oth = 
nocnedmie Tenepb cnemnnn npncoe,ztHHHTBca /k/ He3AOpOBoii Tonne = monne c 
ne3dopo6biM modonbimcmeoM , cobpaBineiica B03Jie hochjiok y bopot). The rangy 
figures of Aquilonian pikemen and forest runners mingled with the shorter, 
stockier forms of Bossonian archers (noa'/Kapbie (jmrypbi aKBHJiOHCKHx 
nnKeiimHKOB n necHbix oxothhkob CMemanHCb c donee hh3khmh KOpeHacTbiMH 
(j)opMaMH Soccohckhx nynHHKOB; runner — 6eeyu; /aMep./ oxomnuK 3 a 
dyueojiciMu). 

middle [midi], morbid [’m0:bld], crowd [kraud] 

Conan grunted enigmatically, motioned Balthus to ease the litter to the ground, and 
then strode off toward the governor's quarters, with the Aquilonian at his heels. 

The tousle-headed youth stared about him eagerly and curiously, noting the rows 
of barracks along the walls, the stables, the tiny merchants' stalls, the towering 
blockhouse, and the other buildings, with the open square in the middle where the 
soldiers drilled, and where, now, fires danced and men off duty lounged. These 
were now hurrying to join the morbid crowd gathered about the litter at the gate. 
The rangy figures of Aquilonian pikemen and forest runners mingled with the 
shorter, stockier forms of Bossonian archers. 

He was not greatly surprised that the governor received them himself (oh He 6biji 
oneHb y^HBJieH, hto rydepHaTOp npHHan hx caM = jiuhho). Autocratic society with 
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its rigid caste laws lay east of the marches (caMonepacaBHoe obmecmo c ero 
5KeCTKHMH KaCTOBbIMH 3aKOHaMH JieacaJIO = Haxodujiocb BOCTOHHee MapKH). 
Valannus was still a young man, well knit (Banamryc 6bijt eme mojiohbim 
My>KHHHoii, xopomo cnoaceHHbiM; to knit — 6H3amb; coedunmib), with a finely 
chiseled countenance already carved into sober cast by toil and responsibility (c 
tohko BBiceneHHbiM jihu,om = ebiceneunbiMU nepmaMU Jiuifa, yace 
BBirpaBHpOBaHHBiMH b = yj/ce HocmuuMU Tpe3Boe Bbipaacemie TaacenbiM TpynoM h 
OTBeTCTBeHHOCTBio = Onaeodapn mnjicejioMy mpydy u omeemcmeennocmu; to 
carve — ebiceKamb, ebiepaeupoearnb) . 

"You left the fort before daybreak, I was told," he said to Conan (tbi noKHHyn 
(j)opT po paccBeTa, CKa3ajin MHe: «a 6 bijt CKa3aH»; to leave — ocmaejwmb, 
noKudamb). "I had begun to fear that the Piets had caught you at last (a Hanan 
SoaTbca, hto mncTBi HaKOHeu, = Bee ace noiiMajiH Te6a; to catch — nouMamb )." 

receive [rl'si:v], society [sq'salqtl], begun [bl’gAnl 

He was not greatly surprised that the governor received them himself. Autocratic 
society with its rigid caste laws lay east of the marches. Valannus was still a young 
man, well knit, with a finely chiseled countenance already carved into sober cast 
by toil and responsibility. 

"You left the fort before daybreak, I was told," he said to Conan. "I had begun to 
fear that the Piets had caught you at last." 

"When they smoke my head the whole river will know," grunted Conan (Kor^a 
ohh 3aKonTaT moio ronoBy, Bca peica y3HaeT, — npOBOpnan KoHaH). "They'll hear 
Pictish women wailing their dead as far as Velitrium — I was on a lone scout 
(/ohh/ ycjibimaT, Kaic nHKTCKHe '/Keuuuiubi onaaKUBaiOT cbohx Me pm e hob aa>xe: 
«tuk naJieKO, kuk» b BejiHTpnyMe — a 6biJi Ha = e ohhhohhoh pa3BeaKe). I 
couldn't sleep (a He Mor cnam). I kept hearing drums talking across the river (a 
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npo^oiDKaji cjibiuiaTB = uenpepbieuo cjibiiuan 6apa6am>i, iieperoBapiiBaiOLunecH 3a 
peKoS)." 

"They talk each night," reminded the governor (ohh neperoBapHBaiOTca Ka^yio 
hohb, — HanoMHHJi rybepHaTOp), his fine eyes shadowed, as he stared closely at 
Conan (ero KpacnBBie rna3a norpycTHenn, Kor^a oh nocMOTpen npHCTanbHO Ha 
KoHaHa). He had learned the unwisdom of discounting wild men's instincts (oh 
HayuHJica He6naropa3yMHK) = mno l-iedmeopasyMno npenebperaTB HHCTHHKTaMH 
^HKapeii). 

will [wll], women [’wlmln], scout [skaut] 

"When they smoke my head the whole river will know," grunted Conan. "They'll 
hear Pictish women wailing their dead as far as Velitrium — I was on a lone scout. 

I couldn't sleep. I kept hearing drums talking across the river." 

"They talk each night," reminded the governor, his fine eyes shadowed, as he 
stared closely at Conan. He had learned the unwisdom of discounting wild men's 
instincts. 

"There was a difference last night," growled Conan (6bina pa3HHpa = 6biJio no- 
dpyzoMy nponmoH hohbio, — npopBinaji KoHaH). "There has been ever since 
Zogar Sag got back across the river (Taic /6 bijio/ Bcer^a c Tex nop, Kaic 3orap Car 
BepHyjica 3a peicy; to get back — eepriymbcn) 

"We should either have given him presents and sent him home, or else hanged 
him," sighed the governor (mbi aojijkhbi 6bijih jth6o Ha^apHTB eMy no,napKOB h 
OT npaBHTB ero aomoh, hjth 5Ke noBecHTB ero, — B3AOXHyn rydepHaTOp; should 
have + npuuacmue npomedmeeo epeMeuu — cnedoeano cdemmb nmo-mo e 
npoiunoM — cojteajieuue, coeem ). "You advised that, but — (tbi coBeTOBan 3 to, 
ho)" 
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"There was a difference last night," growled Conan. "There has been ever since 
Zogar Sag got back across the river." 

"We should either have given him presents and sent him home, or else hanged 
him," sighed the governor. "You advised that, but —" 

"But it's hard for you Hyborians to learn the ways of the outlands," said Conan (ho 
/oto/ TpyuHO ana Bac xaii6opHHu,eB — HayuHTtca obbmaaM OKpamr, — cica3aji 
KoHaH). "Well, it can’t be helped now, but there'll be no peace on the border so 
long as Zogar lives and remembers the cell he sweated in (Hy, OTOMy ceimac He 
noMoaceuib: <oto He MoaceT 6mtb noMoaceHO ceiiHac», ho He 6yaeT enoKOHCTBHa 
Ha rpamm,e, noica 3orap xchbct = Dfcue ii homhht KaMepy, b /kotopoh/ oh napHJica; 
to sweat — nomemb; OecnoKoumbcri). I was following a warrior who slipped over 
to put a few white notches on his bow (a npecjieaoBan BOHHa, KOTOpBiii 
npocKOJiB3Hyji nepes /peicy/, Arrodbi/ HaHecTH necKOUbKO 6eabix 3apy6oK Ha ero 
jiyice). After I split his head I fell in with this lad whose name is Balthus and who’s 
come from the Tauran to help hold the frontier (nocne Toro Rax a pacKOJioji ero 
ronoBy, a HaTOJiKHyjica Ha 3Toro napHa, m>e HMa BanTyc, h KOTOpbiii npHiueji H3 
TaypaHa noMOHb 3am,Hm,aTb rpammy; to hold — ydepotcueamb, 3aiqumamb). u 

said [sed], peace [pi:s], so [sou] 

"But it’s hard for you Hyborians to learn the ways of the outlands," said Conan. 
"Well, it can’t be helped now, but there’ll be no peace on the border so long as 
Zogar lives and remembers the cell he sweated in. I was following a warrior who 
slipped over to put a few white notches on his bow. After I split his head I fell in 
with this lad whose name is Balthus and who’s come from the Tauran to help hold 
the frontier." 
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Valannus approvingly eyed the young man's frank countenance and strongly-knit 
frame (Banaimyc o^odpHTentHO nocMOTpen /Ha/ OTKpbiToe rump h KpenKO 
cnojKeHHoe Teno: «(|)0pMy» Monofloro nenoBeKa; to approve — ododpnmb). 

"I am glad to welcome you, young sir (a pa# npHBeTCTBOBaTb Te6a, mojioaoh cop / 
pr,m,apb). I wish more of your people would come (a acenaio, /hto6bi/ dojibine H3 
TBoero Hapo^a npHxoAHJio = xomejiocb 6bi, nmodbi npuxodwio dojibiue juodeu U3 
meoeeo napoda). We need men used to forest life (mbi Hyac^aeMca /b/ mo^ax, 

npHBBIKIUHX K JieCHOH 5KH3HH = HOM HyDKHbl JlK)du, npU6blKlUUe K CHCU3HU 6 Jiecy ). 

Many of our soldiers and some of our settlers are from the eastern provinces and 
know nothing of woodcraft, or even of agricultural life (mho rue H3 iiaunix cojwt 
h HeKOTOpbie H3 HaniHx nocenemieB /po^OM/ H3 boctohhbix npOBHHu,HH h /He/ 
3HaK)T HHnero o Jiece / >kh3hh b necy, hh ^aace o cenbCKOH 5kh3hh)." 

approvingly [q'pru:vINlI], frame [frelm], province [’prOvIns] 

Valannus approvingly eyed the young man's frank countenance and strongly-knit 
frame. 

"I am glad to welcome you, young sir. I wish more of your people would come. 

We need men used to forest life. Many of our soldiers and some of our settlers are 
from the eastern provinces and know nothing of woodcraft, or even of agricultural 
life.” 

"Not many of that breed this side of Velitrium," grunted Conan (HeMHorne H3 3toh 
nopo^Bi /no/ 3Ty CTOpOHy BejiHTpnyMa, — npoSypuan KoHaH). "That town's full 
of them, though (tcm He MeHee, 3 tot ropo# nonoH hx). But listen, Valannus, we 
found Tiberias dead on the trail (ho nocnymaH, BajiaHHyc, Mbi Hauuni Tndepmi 
MepTBbiM Ha Tpone)." And in a few words he related the grisly affair (h b 
H ecKOJibKHx cnoBax oh noBe/tan /o/ >xyTKOM ^ene). 
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Valannus paled (Banamiyc nodae/piea; pale — djiednbiu). "I did not know he had 
left the fort (a He 3Han, /hto/ oh noKHHyji (jDopT). He must have been mad (oh, 
.HOidkho 6bitb, comen c yMa; to go mad — coumu cyMa; mad — 6e3yMHbiu )\ " 

breed [bri:d], full [fVl], affair [q'fFq] 

"Not many of that breed this side of Velitrium," grunted Conan. "That town's full 
of them, though. But listen, Valannus, we found Tiberias dead on the trail." And in 
a few words he related the grisly affair. 

Valannus paled. "I did not know he had left the fort. He must have been mad!" 

"He was," answered Conan (oh 6lijt = cornea, — OTBeraji KoHaH). "Like the other 
four; each one, when his time came, went mad and rushed into the woods to meet 
his death like a hare running down the throat of a python (icaK ocTajibHbie neTBepo, 
Rabbin, Koraa npHxo^HJio ero BpeiYia, cxoahji c yMa h Spocanca b Jiec, /hto6bi/ 
BCTpeTHTb CMepTb, Kax 3anu„ SeryumH bhh3 no ropny nHTOHa = KaK KpoauK, 
Komopbiu Jie3em e nacmb ydaey). Something called to them from the deeps of the 
forest (HeuTO npn3Bano hx H3 rny6riH neca), something the men call a loon, for 
lack of a better name, but only the doomed ones could hear it (hchto, /hto/ jiiop 
Ha3biBaiOT 6e3yMHeM H3-3a OTcyrcTBHn Jiynmero nasBamia, ho numb odpeHenubie 
mo mu cnbimaTb ero = cjibiiuam ezo). Zogar Sag has made a magic that Aquilonian 
civilization can't overcome (3orap Car coTBOpnn BonmedcTBO, KOTOpoe 
aKBHnoHCKan u,HBHJiH3au,mi He MonceT npeo,nojieTb)." 

python ['palTqnl, loon [lu:nl, magic [’mxGIk] 

"He was," answered Conan. "Like the other four; each one, when his time came, 
went mad and rushed into the woods to meet his death like a hare running down 
the throat of a python. Something called to them from the deeps of the forest, 
something the men call a loon, for lack of a better name, but only the doomed ones 
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could hear it. Zogar Sag has made a magic that Aquilonian civilization can't 
overcome." 

To this thrust Valannus made no reply; he wiped his brow with a shaky hand (Ha 
otot BLinaA Banamryc He .nan OTBeTa, oh BBiTep /cboh/ jio6 apOKameii pyicon; to 
shake — ecmpnxueamb; dpojicamb). 

"Do the soldiers know of this (cormaTbi 3HaiOT 06 3tom)?" 

"We left the body by the eastern gate (mbi ocTaBHJiH Teno y boctohhbix BOpOT)." 
"You should have concealed the fact, hidden the corpse somewhere in the woods 
(Te6e cneaoBajio CKpbiTB (f)aKT, cnpnTaB Tpyn rae-midyab b Jiecy). The soldiers are 
nervous enough already (conaaTbi y>Ke hi Taic/ nocTaTomio nepBinmaiOT; to be 
nervous — nepemmamb)." 

"They'd have found it out some way (/ohh/ y3Hajm 6bi /06/ 3tom Tax hjth rmane; to 
find out — ebincmimb, y3uamb; would have + npuuacmue npoiuediueeo epejueuu 
—ycnoenoe uaKjioueuue — edema 6bi). If I'd hidden the body, it would have been 
returned to the fort as the corpse of Soractus was — tied up outside the gate for the 
men to find in the morning (ecrm 6bi a cnpnTan Teno, oho 6bi BepHynocb b (jDopT, 
KaK Tpyn Copaicryca /6bijio/ — npiiBjnamibiM 3a BOpOTaMH, /htoobi/ moan = 
cojidambi HamjiH ero yrpOM)." 

conceal [kqn’si:l], already [0:l'redl], men [men] 

To this thrust Valannus made no reply; he wiped his brow with a shaky hand. 
"Do the soldiers know of this?" 

"We left the body by the eastern gate." 

"You should have concealed the fact, hidden the corpse somewhere in the woods. 
The soldiers are nervous enough already." 

"They'd have found it out some way. If I'd hidden the body, it would have been 
returned to the fort as the corpse of Soractus was — tied up outside the gate for the 
men to find in the morning." 


MyjibmuH3biKoeou npoeian Mjibu OpanKa www. franklang. ru 


219 



Valannus shuddered (BajiaHHyc coaponiyacH). Turning, he walked to a casement 
and stared silently out over the river, black and shiny under the glint of the stars 
(noBepHyBinucb, oh npomen k OKHy h nocMOTpen MOJina 3a peicy, nepHyio h 
S jiecTamyio no# CBepKamieM 3Be3fl). Beyond the river the jungle rose like an 
ebony wall (3a peKOH bbichjthcb .zjebpH, KaK nepHaa CTeHa). The distant screech of 
a panther broke the stillness (aaneKun xpiin naHTepti nap yum a THHiHHy). The 
night pressed in, blurring the sounds of the soldiers outside the blockhouse, 
dimming the fires (iiohl BTHCHynacr. = noeucm, pasMbiBaa 3ByKH coji^aT CHapyacn 
/nepea/ 6noKray30M, aaTeMiiaa KOCTpbi; to blur — pa3Mbieamb, dejiamb Mynwbrn / 
HencubiM). A wind whispered through the black branches, rippling the dusky water 
(BeTep menraji nepe3 nepHbie bctbh, noKpbiBaa padbio TeMHyio Boay). On its 
wings came a low, rhythmic pulsing, sinister as the pad of a leopard's foot (Ha ero 
KpbiJibax aoHecnocb HH3Koe pHTMHHHoe SneHHe, 3JiOBem,ee, xax noaymeuKa /Ha/ 
nane neonapaa). 

glint [glint], press [pres], pad [pxd] 

Valannus shuddered. Turning, he walked to a casement and stared silently out over 
the river, black and shiny under the glint of the stars. Beyond the river the jungle 
rose like an ebony wall. The distant screech of a panther broke the stillness. The 
night pressed in, blurring the sounds of the soldiers outside the blockhouse, 
dimming the fires. A wind whispered through the black branches, rippling the 
dusky water. On its wings came a low, rhythmic pulsing, sinister as the pad of a 
leopard's foot. 

"After all," said Valannus, as if speaking his thoughts aloud, "what do we know — 
what does anyone know — of the things that jungle may hide (b KOHije kohijob, — 
CKa3an Banamryc, KaK SyztTO BbiCKa3biBaa cboh mbicjth Bcnyx, — hto mbi 3HaeM 
— hto 3HaeT KTO-HH6yn,b — o Bemax = o moM, hto mojkct CKpbiBaTb nama)? We 
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have dim rumors of great swamps and rivers (mm nMeeM =y nac ecmb CMyrabie 
cjiyxn o BejiHKHx SojiOTax n peicax), and a forest that stretches on and on over 
everlasting plains and hills to end at last on the shores of the western ocean (n 
Jiece, KOTOpMii npocTHpaeTca aajibiue H ^ajibiue nepe3 SecKOHenm.ie paBHHHM n 
xojimm, /hto6m/ BaKOimuTbca HaKOHen, Ha deperax aanaauoro OKeaua). But what 
things lie between this river and that ocean we dare not even guess (ho KaKHe Beum 
= umo jiokht Me>Kay 3 toh peKoii h tcm oiceaHOM, mm He ocMenHBaeMca aa>Ke 
raaaTb). No white man has ever plunged deep into that fastness and returned alive 
to tell us what be found (hh oahh dejibiii nenoBeK mucoraa /h e/ norpy>Kajica 
rnydoKO b 3Ty TBepabimo h /h e/ B03Bpam,anca, /hto6bi/ paccKa3aTb HaM, hto 
Hame ji; fastness — Kpenocmb, oruiom, meepdbiHH, ijumadenb; fast — Kpenmu, 
meepdbiu). We are wise in our civilized knowledge, but our knowledge extends 
just so far — to the western bank of that ancient river (mbi Myapbi HauiHM 
u,HBHJiH30BaHHMM 3HaHHeM, ho Hame 3HaHHe npocTHpaeTca noxa JIHmb po 
3ana£Horo depera apeBHeii peKH) ! Who knows what shapes earthly and unearthly 
may lurk beyond the dim circle of light our knowledge has cast (kto 3HaeT, Kaicne 
4)opMM 3eMHbie h He3eMHbie MoryT TaHTbca 3a HeacHMM KpyroM CBeTa, /KOTOpoe/ 
OTdpacbiBaeT Hame 3Hamie; to cast — dpocamb, om6pacbieamb)l 

aloud [q'laud], we [wi:], shore [SO:] 

"After all," said Valannus, as if speaking his thoughts aloud, "what do we know — 
what does anyone know — of the things that jungle may hide? We have dim 
rumors of great swamps and rivers, and a forest that stretches on and on over 
everlasting plains and hills to end at last on the shores of the western ocean. But 
what things lie between this river and that ocean we dare not even guess. No white 
man has ever plunged deep into that fastness and returned alive to tell us what be 
found. We are wise in our civilized knowledge, but our knowledge extends just so 
far — to the western bank of that ancient river! Who knows what shapes earthly 
and unearthly may lurk beyond the dim circle of light our knowledge has cast? 
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"Who knows what gods are worshipped under the shadows of that heathen forest 
(kto 3HaeT, KaKHM 6oraM noKJiomHOTca no# ceHbio Toro a3bmecKoro Jieca), or 
what devils crawl out of the black ooze of the swamps (hjtk icaKne ^eMOHBi 
BLinoji3aiOT H3 nepHoii rpa3H 6ojiot)? Who can be sure that all the inhabitants of 
that black country are natural (kto mokct Suite. yBepeH, hto Bee ^khtcjih toh 
nepHon CTpaHE.i ecTecTBeHHbie 1 )? Zogar Sag — a sage of the eastern cities would 
sneer at his primitive magic-making as the mummery of a fakir (3orap Car — 
Myapeu boctohhbix roponoB rjiyMHJica 6bi nan, ero npnMHTHBHbiM BOJimeScTBOM, 
KaK nan npencTaBJiemieM (jiaKHpa; mummery — pojicdecmeeHCKan namnoMUMa; 
MacKapady, yet he has driven mad and killed five men in a manner no man can 
explain (tcm He MeHee oh cbcji c yMa h ySmi naTb nenoBeK cnocodoM, /KOTOpbiii/ 
hh oflHH uenoBeK /He/ MO>KeT oSbacHHTb; to drive mad — ceecmu c yMa). I wonder 
if he himself is wholly human (a acenaio 3HaTb / HHTepecHO, oh caM aBJiaeTca /jih/ 
nonHOCTbio uenoBeKOM = coeceM jiu uenoeeK oh com)." 

ooze [u:z], sage [seIG], sneer [snlql 

"Who knows what gods are worshipped under the shadows of that heathen forest, 
or what devils crawl out of the black ooze of the swamps? Who can be sure that all 
the inhabitants of that black country are natural? Zogar Sag — a sage of the eastern 
cities would sneer at his primitive magic-making as the mummery of a fakir; yet he 
has driven mad and killed five men in a manner no man can explain. I wonder if he 
himself is wholly human." 

"If I can get within ax-throwing distance of him I'll settle that question," growled 
Conan (ecnH a CMory ^odpaTbca Ha paccToaHHe bpocxa Tonopa ot Hero, a yjia>Ky / 
pemy 3 tot Bonpoc, — npopbinan KoHaH), helping himself to the governor's wine 
and pushing a glass toward Balthus (yromaacb: «noMoraa cede k» 

i Hmciot ecTecTBeHHoe nponcxo'/K^eiiHe. 
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rySepHaTOpCKHM biihom h no^TajiKHBaa CTaKaH k BajiTycy), who took it 
hesitatingly, and with an uncertain glance toward Valannus (KOTOpBin B3an ero, 
KOJiedjincb n c HeyBepeHHbiM B3rjia,noM Ha BanaHHyca). 

The governor turned toward Conan and stared at him thoughtfully (rydepnaTop 
noBepHynca k KoHaHy h ycTaBHJica Ha Hero saayiviHMBO). 

"If I can get within ax-throwing distance of him I'll settle that question," growled 
Conan, helping himself to the governor’s wine and pushing a glass toward Balthus, 
who took it hesitatingly, and with an uncertain glance toward Valannus. 

The governor turned toward Conan and stared at him thoughtfully. 

"The soldiers, who do not believe in ghosts or devils," he said, "are almost in a 
panic of fear (coimaTBi, KOTOpbie He BepaT b npiiBH^emra h aeivionoB, — CKaaaa 
oh, — nouTH b namnce ot CTpaxa). You, who believe in ghosts, ghouls, goblins 
(tbi, KOTOpBiii BepHiub b npHBH,neHHa, BaMnnpOB, toSjthhob), and all manner of 
uncanny things (h Bcaicoro po^a CBepxBecTecTBeHHBix cymecTB; uncanny — 
ceepx-becmecmeeHHbiu, HeodbxcHUMbiu, nopa3umejibHbiu; Dtcymmu ), do not seem 
to fear any of the things in which you believe (He KaaceuiBca SoaTBca = Kajicemcx, 
ne douwbCH HHnero H3 Toro: «KaKyio-JiH6o H3 Bemeii», bo hto tbi BepnmB)." 

who [hu:], fear [flq], believe [bl'li:v] 

"The soldiers, who do not believe in ghosts or devils," he said, "are almost in a 
panic of fear. You, who believe in ghosts, ghouls, goblins, and all manner of 
uncanny things, do not seem to fear any of the things in which you believe." 

"There’s nothing in the universe cold steel won’t cut," answered Conan (TaM ecTB 
HHnero = nem Huneeo bo BceneHHOH, /hto/ He pa3py6nT xoao^Haa CTanB). "I threw 
my ax at the demon, and he took no hurt (a SpocHJi moh Tonop b ^eMOHa, h oh /He/ 
nonyHHJi HHKaKOH paHBi; to throw), but I might have missed in the dusk, or a 
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branch deflected its flight (ho a, bo 3 mo>kho, npOMaxHyjica b cyMpaice, hjih BeTKa 
OTKJiOHHJia ero noneT). I'm not going out of my way looking for devils (a He 
codnpaiocB SpocHTB Bee chjibi Ha noriCKH aeMOHOB: «Hiua aeMOHOB»); but I 
wouldn't step out of my path to let one go by (ho a He cohay co CBoeii aoporn, 
/hto6bi/ nponycTHTB /xotb/ oauoro; to go out of one’s way — cmapambcn U30 ecex 
cur)." 

Valannus lifted his head and met Conan's gaze squarely (BaaaHHyc noamui /cboio/ 
rojiOBy h BCTperaa B3maa KoHaHa npaMo). 

cold [kquld], threw [Tru:], step [step] 

"There's nothing in the universe cold steel won't cut," answered Conan. "I threw 
my ax at the demon, and he took no hurt, but I might have missed in the dusk, or a 
branch deflected its flight. I'm not going out of my way looking for devils; but I 
wouldn't step out of my path to let one go by." 

Valannus lifted his head and met Conan's gaze squarely. 

"Conan, more depends on you than you realize (KoHaH, SojiBiue 3aBHCHT ot Te6a = 
om me6n 3aeucum doRbwe, neM tbi npeacTaBJiaeuib). You know the weakness of 
this province — a slender wedge thrust into the untamed wilderness (tbi 3Haemb 

CJiaboCTB 3TOH = HaUieU npOBHHH,HH-TOHKHH KJ1HH, BOH3eHHBIH B HeyKpOTHMyiO 

amcyio MecTHOCTb). You know that the lives of all the people west of the marches 
depend on this fort (tbi 3HaeniB, hto 5 kh 3 hh Bcex jnoaeh 3anaaHee MapKH 3aBHcaT 
ot 3toto = uaiuezo (JjopTa). Were it to fall, red axes would be splintering the gates 
of Velitrium before a horseman could cross the marches (ecrm oh naaeT, KpOBaBBie 
TonopBi pa3o6BK)T BOpOTa BejiHTpnyMa npe>Kae, ueM BcaaHHK cmokct nepeceuB 
Mapxy 1 ). His Majesty, or his Majesty's advisers, have ignored my plea that more 
troops be sent to hold the frontier (ero BemmecTBO hjih coBeTHHKH ero 
BejiHnecTBa nponrHOpHpOBajiH moio npocudy /o tom/, hto6bi SojiBme bohck 6bijto 

i 1 [purpaiiHMiiaH TcppHTopna. a He KaKaa-nnoynb TaM noMTOBaa hjih xoproBaa Mapica. 
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HanpaBJieHO 3amnmaTt rpammy = na 3au\umy zpanui^bi). They know nothing of 
border conditions, and are averse to expending any more money in this direction 
(ohh /He/ 3HaiOT mmero 06 ycnoBRsx Ha rpaHHu,e h HepacnojimKeHBi TpaTHTB 
Soutine AeHer b 3tom HanpaBJieHHH). The fate of the frontier depends upon the 
men who now hold it (cyztBba rpaHHu,Bi 3aBHCHT ot molten / con^aT, KOTOpwe 
ceimac 3amiimaiOT ee). 

depend [dl'pend], weakness ['wi:knls], plea [pli:] 

"Conan, more depends on you than you realize. You know the weakness of this 
province — a slender wedge thrust into the untamed wilderness. You know that the 
lives of all the people west of the marches depend on this fort. Were it to fall, red 
axes would be splintering the gates of Velitrium before a horseman could cross the 
marches. His Majesty, or his Majesty's advisers, have ignored my plea that more 
troops be sent to hold the frontier. They know nothing of border conditions, and 
are averse to expending any more money in this direction. The fate of the frontier 
depends upon the men who now hold it. 

"You know that most of the army which conquered Conajohara has been 
withdrawn (tbi 3HaeuiB, hto Sojibihiihctbo = dojibiucm nacmb apiviiui, KOTopaa 
3aBoeBana KoHa^Jicoxapy, SBiJia 0T03BaHa; to withdraw — omeodumb, om3bieamb). 
You know the force left is inadequate (tbi 3HaeniB, /hto/ ocTaBrnneca chjtbi 
HeAOCTaTOHHBi), especially since that devil Zogar Sag managed to poison our water 
supply, and forty men died in one day (ocodemio c Tex nop, Kaic 3tot ^bhboji 
3orap Car yMynpHJicii orpaBHTB Ham BO^onpOBOfl 1 , h copOK nenoBeK yMeprm 3a 
OflHH ^eHB). Many of the others are sick, or have been bitten by serpents (mhothc 
H3 ocTanBHBix Sojibhbi hjth yKyiueHBi 3MenMH) or mauled by wild beasts which 
seem to swarm in increasing numbers in the vicinity of the fort (hjih noKajieneHBi 

1 Hy, ecJiH Bce-TaKH BaM, .aoporoH HmaTenb, He BepHTca, hto npn KoHaHe b KaKOM-TO 3axoJiycTte Mor dbitb 
BO^O npOBOZl, TO MOVKCTC B0Cn0JII>30BaTBCJI TaKHMH CJIOBaMH, KaK CHCTeMa BO,TOCna6'/KCI[H!T, BO,TOBO,T, KO-BO,TCIB b 
KOH pe kohuob. 
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flHKHMH TBapflMM, KOTOpbie, KaaceTCa, KHHiaT B SoJIbHIHX KOJIHHeCTBax: «B 
pacTymnx KOJiHHecTBax» b OKpecTHOCTax (})opTa). The soldiers believe Zogar's 
boast that he could summon the forest beasts to slay his enemies (coji^aTBi BepaT 
noxBanbde 3orapa, hto oh Mor 6bi npH3BaTB necHbix TBapeii, Arrodbi/ yduTb 
BparoB). 

army [’Q:ml], supply [sq'plal], boast [bqust] 

"You know that most of the army which conquered Conajohara has been 
withdrawn. You know the force left is inadequate, especially since that devil Zogar 
Sag managed to poison our water supply, and forty men died in one day. Many of 
the others are sick, or have been bitten by serpents or mauled by wild beasts which 
seem to swarm in increasing numbers in the vicinity of the fort. The soldiers 
believe Zogar's boast that he could summon the forest beasts to slay his enemies. 

"I have three hundred pikemen, four hundred Bossonian archers (a HMeio = y mchh 
TpHCTa roiKHHepOB 1 , HCTLipecTa Soccohckhx ayHHHKOB), and perhaps fifty men 
who, like yourself, are skilled in woodcraft (h, MoaceT 6biTb, naTb^ecaT uenoBeK, 
KOTOpbie, Kax Tbi caM, HCKycHbi b jiecHoii 5kh3hh). They are worth ten times their 
number of soldiers, but there are so few of them (ohh CToaT b ^ecaTb pa3 Sojibiue 
hx = man020 Dice KOJiHuecTBa coaaaT, ho hx Tax Maao: «ecTb Tax Maao hx»). 
Frankly, Conan, my situation is becoming precarious (uecTHO /roBOpa/, KoHaH, 

Moe nonoaceHHe CTaHOBHTca HeHa^eacHbiM). The soldiers whisper of desertion; 
they are low-spirited, believing Zogar Sag has loosed devils on us (coa^aTbi 
menuyTca o ^e3epTHpCTBe, ohh noflaBJieHbi, Bepa, /hto/ 3orap Car BbinycTHJi 
aeMonoB Ha Hac; low-spirited — «c hu3kum dyxoM» = deMopajiu3oeaHHbiu). They 
fear the black plague with which he threatened us — the terrible black death of the 
swamplands (ohh SoaTca uepHOH uyMbi, KOTOpon oh yrpoacaa HaM — yacacHoii 
HepHoii CMepTH H3 6ohot). When I see a sick soldier I sweat with fear of seeing 


1 HjIH KOnCHIUHKOB. 
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him turn black and shrivel and die before my eyes (Koraa a Bnacy SojitHoro 
conaaTa, a noTeio = noKpbieatocb ucnapunou c = om CTpaxa, /hto/ yBnacy, /icaic/ oh 
HepneeT h cctixaeTca h yMHpaeT nepea mohmh rjia3aMH = na moux zjiasax). 

number ['nAmbq], plague [plelg], threaten [Tretn] 

"I have three hundred pikemen, four hundred Bossonian archers, and perhaps fifty 
men who, like yourself, are skilled in woodcraft. They are worth ten times their 
number of soldiers, but there are so few of them. Frankly, Conan, my situation is 
becoming precarious. The soldiers whisper of desertion; they are low-spirited, 
believing Zogar Sag has loosed devils on us. They fear the black plague with 
which he threatened us — the terrible black death of the swamplands. When I see a 
sick soldier I sweat with fear of seeing him turn black and shrivel and die before 
my eyes. 

"Conan, if the plague is loosed upon us, the soldiers will desert in a body (KoHaH, 
ecjm nyMa 6yaeT cnymeHa Ha Hac, cojiaaTbi ae3epTHpyiOT b nonHOM cocTaBe; in a 
body — e nojmoM cocmaee ) ! The border will be left unguarded (rpamma 6yaeT 
ocTaBJieHa 6e3 oxpam>i) and nothing will check the sweep of the dark-skinned 
hordes to the very gates of Velitrium — maybe beyond (h hhhto /He/ ocTaHOBHT 
jiaBHHy TeMiiOKO'/Kux opa ao caMbix BOpOT BejiHTpnyMa — /a/ MO>KeT /h/ aajibine)! 
If we cannot hold the fort, how can they hold the town (ecnn mbi He cmojkcm 

3aiHHTHTb (j)OpT, KaK CMOryT OHH 3aiU,HTHTb TOpOa)? 

loosed [lu:st], be [bi:], check [Cek] 

"Conan, if the plague is loosed upon us, the soldiers will desert in a body! The 
border will be left unguarded and nothing will check the sweep of the dark-skinned 
hordes to the very gates of Velitrium — maybe beyond! If we cannot hold the fort, 
how can they hold the town? 
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"Conan, Zogar Sag must die, if we are to hold Conajohara (KoHaH, 3orap Car 
aoroiceH yMepeTb, ecan me.i aoiDKHbi = xomuM 3anj,HTHTb / ya,ep5KaTb 
Konaaacoxapy; we are to hold — mu dojwicHbi ydepjicamt, hom cyoicdeno 
ydepjfcamb). You have penetrated the unknown deeper than any other man in the 
fort (tm npOHHKaji /b/ neBeaoMoe rnyd'/Ke, hcm KaKon-jmSo apyroh nenoBeK b 
4)opTe); you know where Gwawela stands, and something of the forest trails across 
the river (tbi 3Haeuib, rae ctoht TBaBejia n Koe-HTO o necHbix TponKax 3a peKoii). 
Will you take a band of men tonight and endeavor to kill or capture him (/tm/ 
B03BMH OTpaa conaaT ceroami BenepOM n nonbiTaiica ydmr. hjth B3aTb ero b 
nneH; will — 03Hanaem 3decb eejtcjiueyio npocbdy, cpaenume c pyccKUM: a He 
603bMetub Jiu, a ne 63nmb jiu me6e ')? Oh, I know it's mad (o, a 3Haio, 3to 
6e3yMHo). There isn't more than one chance in a thousand that any of you will 
come back alive (/ecTb/ He donee, hcm oanH rnaHC Ha Tbicany, hto KTO-undyab H3 
Bac BepHeTca mbbim). But if we don't get him, it's death for us all (ho ecnn mbi He 
B03bMeM ero, 3to CMepTb ana Hac Bcex). You can take as many men as you wish 
(/tbi/ Monceuib B3aTb CTonbKO moaeii, CKonbKO /tm/ noacenaemb)." 

hold Ihquld], any [’enl], capture [’kxpCq] 

"Conan, Zogar Sag must die, if we are to hold Conajohara. You have penetrated 
the unknown deeper than any other man in the fort; you know where Gwawela 
stands, and something of the forest trails across the river. Will you take a band of 
men tonight and endeavor to kill or capture him? Oh, I know it's mad. There isn't 
more than one chance in a thousand that any of you will come back alive. But if we 
don't get him, it's death for us all. You can take as many men as you wish." 


i Hy no'ieviy Bee c OTpHiiaTejibiiOH qacTnncM? PyccKHH h3bik Bce-TaKH HMeeT rrecc hmhcthhcckoc Haqano. EoJiBine 
na;ie>K;ii:.i b cBeTJioe 6y/iymee! no>KajiyHCTa. 
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"A dozen men are better for a job like that than a regiment," answered Conan 
(aKnKHHa moaeii nynme ana Taxon paboTBi, neM nonK, — OTBeraji KoHaH). "Five 
hundred men couldn't fight their way to Gwawela and back, but a dozen might slip 
in and out again (naTB cotch conaaT He Mornn 6bi npobHTBca k F BaBene h 
odpaTHO, ho aK»KHHa, B03M05KH0, npocKOJib3HyT Tyna h BBiCKOJib3HyT oSparao; to 
fight one’s way — npoiviadbieamb cede dopoey). Let me pick my men (pa3pemn 
MHe caMOMy BbidpaTB mohx nioaeii; to pick — codupamb, cnuMamb (nnodu), 
peamb, cpbieanib (iisembi, (ppyKnibi); ebidupamb, omdupamb, noddupamb). I don’t 
want any soldiers (a He xony /KaKiix-jmSo/ conaaT = Mne ne nyjfCHbi cojidambi )." 

job [GOb], regiment ['reGImqnt], pick [plk] 

"A dozen men are better for a job like that than a regiment," answered Conan. 

"Five hundred men couldn't fight their way to Gwawela and back, but a dozen 
might slip in and out again. Let me pick my men. I don’t want any soldiers." 

"Let me go!" eagerly exclaimed Balthus (no3BOJib MHe nonra! — CTpacTHO / c 
pBemieM BOCKJiHKHyji Eamyc; eager — cmpacmno Dicejiawupiu, Dicajicdyu{iiu). 
"I’ve hunted deer all my life on the Tauran (a oxorajica /Ha/ ojieHeii bcio moio 
acH3Hb b TaypaHe 1 )." 

"All right. Valannus, we'll eat at the stall where the foresters gather, and I’ll pick 
my men (xopomo. BajiaHHyc, mbi noea,HM y kohiohihh, rae codnpaiOTca 
oxothhkh, h a OTdepy mohx jnoaeH). We'll start within an hour (mbi BBiCTynHM b 
TeneHHe naca), drop down the river in a boat to a point below the village 
(cnycTHMca bhh3 no peice b noaKe HHace nocejnca) and then steal upon it through 
the woods (h noTOM npOKpaaeMca k HeMy nepe3 Jiec). If we live, we should be 
back by daybreak (ecrm mbi vkhbcm = ocmaneMcn j/cnebi, /to/ mbi aonacHBi 
BepHyTBca k paccBeTy)." 


i Ho MO)KeT 03HaqaTi> h cnoco6 .leHCTBHa: no-TaypaHCKH. 
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hour [auq], drop [drOp], eagerly ['i:gqll] 


"Let me go!" eagerly exclaimed Balthus. "I've hunted deer all my life on the 
Tauran." 

"All right. Valannus, we'll eat at the stall where the foresters gather, and I’ll pick 
my men. We’ll start within an hour, drop down the river in a boat to a point below 
the village and then steal upon it through the woods. If we live, we should be back 
by daybreak." 


3. The Crawlers in the Dark 

(IIojriymHe'Bo TbMe) 

The river was a vague trace between walls of ebony (peica 6wjia HeneTKOH jiHHHen 
MQTKjiy CTeHaMH nepHoro ijBeTa). The paddles that propelled the long boat (Becna, 
KOTOpbie TOJiKaim AJiHHHyio no/tKy) creeping along in the dense shadow of the 
eastern bank (Kpaaymyioca b rycToii Terni BOCTomioro 6epera) dipped softly into 
the water (onycKajmcr, decmyMHO b Boay), making no more noise than the beak of 
a heron (co3aaBaa He doabine myMa, next kjiiob u,anim). The broad shoulders of the 
man in front of Balthus were a blue in the dense gloom (umpOKne naemi 
MyjKHHHBi nepea BajiTycoM 6bijih chhcboh b rycTOM MpaKe). He knew that not 
even the keen eyes of the man who knelt in the prow would discern anything more 
than a few feet ahead of them (oh 3Haa, hto aaace ocTptie rna3a neaoBeica, 
KOTOpBiH CToan Ha Koaenax Ha Hocy cyan a, He pa3JiHHHJiH 6bi nero-ando = inmezo 
6oaee, aeM b HecKoaBKHx (j)yTax Bnepean hhx = na paccmonnuu necKOJibKux 
(pymoe neped humu; to kneel — cmomnb na kojichmx, cmaHoeumbca na KOJienu). 
Conan was feeling his way by instinct and an intensive familiarity with the river 


i no TeMe rnaBH n 6bi npe^JiojKHJi «Kpa/iymHecH». 
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(KoHaH HamynbiBaji /cboh/ nyTb hhcthhkthbho h /onnpaacb Ha/ rjiyboicoe 3Hamie 
peKH). 

boat [bqut], creep [kri:p], gloom [glu:m] 

The river was a vague trace between walls of ebony. The paddles that 
propelled the long boat creeping along in the dense shadow of the eastern bank 
dipped softly into the water, making no more noise than the beak of a heron. The 
broad shoulders of the man in front of Balthus were a blue in the dense gloom. He 
knew that not even the keen eyes of the man who knelt in the prow would discern 
anything more than a few feet ahead of them. Conan was feeling his way by 
instinct and an intensive familiarity with the river. 

No one spoke (hhkto /He/ roBOpHJi). Balthus had had a good look at his 
companions in the fort before they slipped out of the stockade and down the bank 
into the waiting canoe (Eairryc xopomo paccMOTpen cbohx cnyiHHKOB b (})opTe a o 
Toro, Kax ohh BbiCKOJib3HynH H3 yKpenjremia h bhii3 no 6epery b o>Kuaaiomee 
kbho3; to have a look at — nocMompenib Ha, dpocumb 63znnd Ha; before — do 
mozo kok, npejfcde neM, neped meM kok). They were of a new breed growing up in 
the world on the raw edge of the frontier — men whom grim necessity had taught 
woodcraft (ohh 6buiH H3 hoboh nopoabi, pacTymeH b MHpe Ha cypOBOM Kpaio 
rpaHHpbi — jhoah, KOTOpbix cypOBaa Heo6xoa,HMOCTb oSyunjia 3HaHHio Jieca; 
craft — peMecno; noexocmb, cnopoeKa ). Aquilonians of the western provinces to a 
man, they had many points in common (aKBHJiOHH,bi H3 3ana,o,Hbix npOBHHpHH ao 
oaHoro /nenoBeKa/, ohh hmcjih MHoro obmnx nepT; in common — coeMecmno, 
coodipa, eMecme, odnoepeMenHo). They dressed alike — in buckskin boots (ohh 
oaeBajiHCb oaHHaKOBO — b canorn H3 ojieHbeii kojkh), leathern breeches and 
deerskin shirts (KoacaHbie uiTaHbi h pybamKH H3 ojieHbeii ko>km), with broad 
girdles that held axes and short swords (c hihpokhmh noacaMH, KOTOpwe 
yaep'/KHBaau ceKHpbi h nanamn); and they were all gaunt and scarred and hard- 
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eyed (h ohh Bee 6 bijih cyxonapbiMH, h b mpaMax, h c jkcctkhm B3rjHmoM); sinewy 
and taciturn (MycicyjiHCTbiMH / jkhjihctbimh h mo ji h an m b b imm) . 

canoe [kq'nu:], dress [dres], scar [skQ:] 

No one spoke. Balthus had had a good look at his companions in the fort before 
they slipped out of the stockade and down the bank into the waiting canoe. They 
were of a new breed growing up in the world on the raw edge of the frontier — 
men whom grim necessity had taught woodcraft. Aquilonians of the western 
provinces to a man, they had many points in common. They dressed alike — in 
buckskin boots, leathern breeches and deerskin shirts, with broad girdles that held 
axes and short swords; and they were all gaunt and scarred and hard-eyed; sinewy 
and taciturn. 

They were wild men, of a sort, yet there was still a wide gulf between them and the 
Cimmerian (ohh 6buiH jpncapH, b HeKOTOpOM po/ie, tcm He MeHee 6bina eme 
mnpoKaa nponacTb Meac/iy hiimii h KHMMepmmeM). They were sons of 
civilization, reverted to a semi-barbarism (ohh 6bijih cbiiiaiviii u,HBHJiH3au,HH, 
BepHyBiHHMHCfl k nojiyBapBapCTBy). He was a barbarian of a thousand generations 
of barbarians (oh 6biji BapBapOM H3 Tbican noKOJieHHH BapBapOB). They had 
acquired stealth and craft, but he had been born to these things (ohh npiiobpejiH 
xHTpocTb h jiobkoctb, ho = ci oh po^HJicx k 3thm BemaM = c humu ). He excelled 
them even in lithe economy of motion (oh npeBoexo^HJi hx flajxe b rnbicoH 
3kohomhocth flBHxceHHa). They were wolves, but he was a tiger (ohh 6bijih bojtkh, 
a oh 6biJi imp). 

gulf [gAlf], stealth [stelT], wolves [wVlvz] 

They were wild men, of a sort, yet there was still a wide gulf between them and the 
Cimmerian. They were sons of civilization, reverted to a semi-barbarism. He was a 
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barbarian of a thousand generations of barbarians. They had acquired stealth and 
craft, but he had been bom to these things. He excelled them even in lithe economy 
of motion. They were wolves, but he was a tiger. 

Balthus admired them and their leader and felt a pulse of pride that he was 
admitted into their company (Eamyc Bocxnmajica hmh n nx BoacaKOM, n 
ncnbiTLiBaji nyBCTBO ropaocTH, hto oh 6bijt npHHaT b hx KOMnaHHio). He was 
proud that his paddle made no more noise than did theirs (oh ropanjica, hto ero 
Becno npoH3BO,im.no He Sojibiue myMa, hcm /aenann/ hx /Becna/). In that respect at 
least he was their equal (b 3tom OTHomemiH no KpaimeH Mepe oh 6biji hm 
pOBHeii), though woodcraft learned in hunts on the Tauran could never equal that 
ground into the souls of men on the savage border (xora 3Hamie Jieca, H3yneHHoe 
= nojiyneHHoe Ha oxoTe b TaypaHe /He/ Morno 6bi HHicoraa cpaBHSTBca c TeM = 
3HanueM, Baoji6neHHbiM b ayum moned Ha hhkoh / >KecTOKOH rpaHHH,e). 

admire [qd'malq], ground [graund], equal ['i:kwql] 

Balthus admired them and their leader and felt a pulse of pride that he was 
admitted into their company. He was proud that his paddle made no more noise 
than did theirs. In that respect at least he was their equal, though woodcraft learned 
in hunts on the Tauran could never equal that ground into the souls of men on the 
savage border. 

Below the fort the river made a wide bend (mcKe (jtopTa peica o6pa30BbiBana 
HiHpOKyio H3JiyuHHy). The lights of the outpost were quickly lost (oran aBamrocTa 
SbiCTpo nponaim), but the canoe held on its way for nearly a mile (ho icaH03 
npoaoiDKajio /cboh/ nyrb nouTH mhjho), avoiding snags and floating logs with 
almost uncanny precision (roberaa Kopar h nnaBaioiHHx SpeBeH c nouTH 
CBepxbecTecTBeHHOH touhoctbio; to hold on — npodojiDtcamb). 
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bend [bend], snag [snxg], precision [prl'sIZn] 


Below the fort the river made a wide bend. The lights of the outpost were quickly 
lost, but the canoe held on its way for nearly a mile, avoiding snags and floating 
logs with almost uncanny precision. 

Then a low grunt from their leader (3aTeM HH3Koe BopnaiiHe ot BOJKaica), and they 
swung its head about and glided toward the opposite shore (n ohh noBepHynn /ero/ 
HOCOByio nacTb n 3acKOJiB3HJiH k npOTHBonojiomroMy 6epery; to swing — 
noeepnymb, Kcmnymb, KOJiedamb). Emerging from the black shadows of the bush 
that fringed the bank (noaBnemre H3 nepHbix TeHeii KycTapmuca, KOTOpbin 
OKaHMJian 6eper) and coming into the open of the midstream created a peculiar 
illusion of rash exposure (n Bbixoa b = na OTKpBiToe MecTO Ha cepeamre peKH 
C03aaBajm CTpaHHyio hjijik>3hk) CTpeMHTenBHoro odna/Kemia). But the stars gave 
little light (ho 3Be3abi aaBajm Mano CBeTa), and Balthus knew that unless one were 
watching for it, it would be all but impossible for the keenest eye to make out the 
shadowy shape of the canoe crossing the river (h Eamyc 3Han, hto ecjrn kto-to He 
BbiCMaTpiiBaji hx, /3to/ 6biJio 6bi nouTH HeB03M0>KH0 aaa caMoro ocTporo rjia3a 
BbiaenHTb npuspaHiiyio (|>opMy KaH03, nepeceKaiomero peicy). 

opposite ['Opqzlt], create [krl'elt], illusion [I'lu:Zn] 

Then a low grunt from their leader, and they swung its head about and glided 
toward the opposite shore. Emerging from the black shadows of the brush that 
fringed the bank and coming into the open of the midstream created a peculiar 
illusion of rash exposure. But the stars gave little light, and Balthus knew that 
unless one were watching for it, it would be all but impossible for the keenest eye 
to make out the shadowy shape of the canoe crossing the river. 
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They swung in under the overhanging bushes of the western shore (ohii xanHyjiHCb 
noa HaBHcaioinHe KycTbi 3anaaHoro 6epera) and Balthus groped for and found a 
projecting root which he grasped (n BaaTyc Hamynan n Harnea = oujynbio nauieji 
BMCTynaiomnn KOpeHb, /3a KOTOpbih/ oh cxBaTHJica). No word was spoken (hh 
cnoBa /He/ 6bijio CKa3aHo). All instructions had been given before the scouting- 
party left the fort (Bee yKaiamia SbiJiH aaiibi ao Toro, KaK pasBeabiBaTeabiiaa 
rpynna noKHHyna (|>opT). As silently as a great panther, Conan slid over the side 
and vanished in the bushes (SecmyMHO, KaK orpOMHaa naHTepa, KoHaH CKOJib3Hyji 
3a 6opT h Hcne3 b KycTax). Equally noiseless, nine men followed him (Tax ace 
SecmyMHO aeBUTb nenoBeK nocjieaoBajiH 3a hhm). To Balthus, grasping the root 
with his paddle across his knee, it seemed incredible that ten men should thus fade 
into the tangled forest without a sound (Eaniycy, aepacaBineMyca 3a KOpeHb c 
BecnoM Ha KOJieHax, Ka3anocb HeBepoarabiM, hto6bi aecaTb uenoBeK Tax 
pacTBOpHJiHCb b 3anyTaHHOM = nenpoxoduMOM Jiecy 6e3 3ByKa). 

root [ru:t], grasp [grQ:sp], vanish ['vxnIS] 

They swung in under the overhanging bushes of the western shore and Balthus 
groped for and found a projecting root which he grasped. No word was spoken. All 
instructions had been given before the scouting-party left the fort. As silently as a 
great panther, Conan slid over the side and vanished in the bushes. Equally 
noiseless, nine men followed him. To Balthus, grasping the root with his paddle 
across his knee, it seemed incredible that ten men should thus fade into the tangled 
forest without a sound. 

He settled himself to wait (oh ycTponjica acaaTb). No word passed between him 
and the other man who had been left with him (hh oahhm cjiobom /He/ odMemuiHCb 
oh h apyroh nenoBeK, KOTOpbih 6biji ocTaBJieH c hhm). Somewhere, a mile or so to 
the northwest, Zogar Sag's village stood girdled with thick woods (rae-TO /b/ MHJie 
hjih okojio Toro Ha ceBepo-3anaa CTOiuia aepeBHa 3orapa Cara, OKpyjKeHHaa 
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rycTbiM necoM). Balthus understood his orders; he and his companion were to wait 
for the return of the raiding-party (Eairryc no mm cboh npuKaani, oh h ero cnyTHHK 
/aoa'/Kiibi/ 6mjth /KaaTb BOBBpauienmi anBepcMomion xoManabi; to raid — 
coeeptuamb najiem, nadez, odmey). If Conan and his men had not returned by the 
first tinge of dawn (ecrra 6bi KoHaH h ero jhoah He BepHymrcb k nepBOMy OTTeHKy 
paccBeTa), they were to race back up the river to the fort and report that the forest 
had again taken its immemorial toll of the invading race (ohh /aonncHbi/ Sbijih 
^BHraTbca Ha3aa BBepx no pexe k (j)opTy h aononcHTb, hto Jiec onnTb codpan cboio 
H3BeHHyro aaHb co BTOprmeHca pacbi). The silence was oppressive (TumriHa 6biJia 
rHeTymeir). No sound came from the black woods, invisible beyond the ebony 
masses that were the overhanging bushes (hh o^hh 3Byic /He/ aoHoennen h3 
nepHoro Jieca, HeBH^HMoro 3a nepHbiMH MaccaMH, KOTOpbie Sbijih HaBncaiomHMH 
KycTaMn). Balthus no longer heard the drums (Eairryc dojibine He cnbiman 
6apa6aHOB; to hear — cjibiiuamb). They had been silent for hours (ohh Monnann: 
«6bmji 6e3MOJiBHbiMH» ynce /HecKOJibKo/ nacoB). He kept blinking, unconsciously 
trying to see through the deep gloom (oh npoaomxan MOpraTb, 6ecco3HaTejibHO 
ribiraacb BnaeTb ckbo3b rnydoKim Mpax; to keep + V-ing — odomauaem 
npodojiDfcemie deucmeun, ebipajicennozo «unzoeou» cpopMoii). The dank night- 
smells of the river and the damp forest oppressed him (cbipbie HOHHbie 3anaxn 
pexii h cbiporo Jieca yrHeTaim ero). Somewhere, near by, there was a sound as if a 
big fish had flopped and splashed the water (rae-TO, no6jiH30CTH 6bin = pa3dancn 
3ByK, Kax SyztTO 6onbmaa pbida mnenHyna h nnecHyna Boaoir). Balthus thought it 
must have leaped so close to the canoe that it had struck the side, for a slight quiver 
vibrated the craft (EanTyc no ay Man, hto OHa, HaBepHoe, npbirayna Tax 6nH3KO k 
Kanoi, hto /oHa/ yaapnnacb o 6opT, Tax xax nerxan aponcb xonbixHyna 
cyneHbimxo). The boat's stern began to swing, slightly away from the shore (xopivra 
noaRH Hanana xanaTbcn, /yxoaa/ ot 6epera; to begin — nammamb, nammambcn). 
The man behind him must have let go of the projection he was gripping (nenoBex 
no3aan Hero, aonncHO Sbitb, Bbinycran BbiCTynaiomyio nacTb /xopnrn/, / 3 a 
xoTOpyro/ oh aepncancn; to let smth. go — ebinycmumb nmo-ji.). Balthus twisted his 
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head to hiss a warning (Eamyc noBepHyn /cboio/ ronoBy, /hto6bi/ nponnineTB 
npeaynpejKaeHne), and could just make out the figure of his companion, a slightly 
blacker bulk in the blackness (n Mor jihuib pa3o6paTb (j)nrypy CBoero cnymmca, 
nyTb 6ojiee nepHoe Teno b nepHOTe). 

leap [li:pj, report [rI'pO:t], dawn [dO:nj 

He settled himself to wait. No word passed between him and the other man who 
had been left with him. Somewhere, a mile or so to the northwest, Zogar Sag's 
village stood girdled with thick woods. Balthus understood his orders; he and his 
companion were to wait for the return of the raiding-party. If Conan and his men 
had not returned by the first tinge of dawn, they were to race back up the river to 
the fort and report that the forest had again taken its immemorial toll of the 
invading race. The silence was oppressive. No sound came from the black woods, 
invisible beyond the ebony masses that were the overhanging bushes. Balthus no 
longer heard the drums. They had been silent for hours. He kept blinking, 
unconsciously trying to see through the deep gloom. The dank night-smells of the 
river and the damp forest oppressed him. Somewhere, near by, there was a sound 
as if a big fish had flopped and splashed the water. Balthus thought it must have 
leaped so close to the canoe that it had struck the side, for a slight quiver vibrated 
the craft. The boat's stern began to swing, slightly away from the shore. The man 
behind him must have let go of the projection he was gripping. Balthus twisted his 
head to hiss a warning, and could just make out the figure of his companion, a 
slightly blacker bulk in the blackness. 

The man did not reply (Myacmma He OTBemn). Wondering if he had fallen asleep, 
Balthus reached out and grasped his shoulder (cnpaniHBaa ce6a, /He/ ycHya jih oh, 
Eamyc riOTanynca h cxBamji ero nneno; to fall asleep — 3 acuymb). To his 
amazement, the man crumpled under his touch and slumped down in the canoe (k 
ero H3yMJiemHO, MyacuHHa pyxHyn noa ero npHKOCHOBeHHeM h ocen BHH3y b 
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KaH03 = na duo kohoo). Twisting his body half about, Balthus groped for him, his 
heart shooting into his throat (noBepHyB ero Teno Ha non-o6opOTa, Earrryc omynan 
ero, y Hero flyma ymna b imtkh: «ero cepfln,e ^epHynoct, b ero ropao»; to have 
one's heart in one's mouth/throat — 6bimb onenb uanyzanuuM; dyuia e immiai 
ymaa). His fumbling fingers slid over the man's throat (ero namyiibiBaioume 
naabubi CKOJib3HynH no ropay My>KHHHbi) — only the youth's convulsive clenching 
of his jaws choked back the cry that rose to his lips (tojibko KOHByjiBCHBHoe 
CTHCKHBaHHe lOHOIHH = TOHOlUeU iQTOl HeJHOCTeH C^epJKaJIO KpHK = mOJlbKO 
KomyjibcueHo cmucHymbie nemo emu cdepjicami KpuK, KOTOpbiii noammcH k ero 
rydaM = eomoebiu copeambCR c eeo zy6). His finger encountered a gaping, oozing 
wound — his companion's throat had been cut from ear to ear (ero naneii 
HaTOJiKHynca Ha amuomyio, cowaiuyioca paHy — ropno ero cnyTHHKa dbino 
nepepe3aHO ot yxa po yxa; to cut — pe3amb, py6umb). 

asleep [q'sli:p], youth [ju:T], wound [wVnd] 

The man did not reply. Wondering if he had fallen asleep, Balthus reached out and 
grasped his shoulder. To his amazement, the man crumpled under his touch and 
slumped down in the canoe. Twisting his body half about, Balthus groped for him, 
his heart shooting into his throat. His fumbling fingers slid over the man's throat — 
only the youth's convulsive clenching of his jaws choked back the cry that rose to 
his lips. His finger encountered a gaping, oozing wound — his companion's throat 
had been cut from ear to ear. 

In that instant of horror and panic Balthus started up — and then a muscular arm 
out of the darkness locked fiercely about his throat, strangling his yell (b 3tot MHr 
yacaca h naHHKH BanTyc bckohhji — a 3aTeM MycKyjiHCTaa pyica H3 tcmhotbi 
coMKHynacb apocTHO Ha ero ropjie, no^aBJiaa ero Bonnb). The canoe rocked 
wildly (xaHoa ^hko 3aTpacaocb). Balthus' knife was in his hand, though he did not 
remember jerking it out of his boot, and he stabbed fiercely and blindly (hojk 
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Eamyca 6biji b ero pyKe, xota oh He noMHHJi, /Kaic/ BBixBaTHJi ero H3 canora, h oh 
apocrao h Bcnenyio boh3hji /ero/). He felt the blade sink deep, and a fiendish yell 
rang in his ear, a yell that was horribly answered (oh nonyBCTBOBan, /icaic/ ae3BHe 
norpy3HJiocr, raydoico, h 3Jio,a,eHCKHH Bonjib = eonnb 3Jioden pa3,o,ajica b ero yxe, 
bo nab, KOTOpbin 6biJi yacacHO OTBewen = na Komopbiu npumen yjicacHbiii omeem ). 
The darkness seemed to come to life about him (TeMHOTa, Ka3anocb, omnia BOKpyr 
Hero; to come to life — oofcueamb). A bestial clamor rose on all sides, and other 
arms grappled him (3Bepmn>iH Kpmc no/pniJica co Bcex ctopoh, h ^pyrne pyKH 
odxBaTHJiH ero). Borne under a mass of hurtling bodies the canoe rolled sidewise 
shone (/HecoMoe/ no# Maccoii CTOJiKHyBmnxea Ten icaHoa KanHynocb b6ok), but 
before he went under with it ho npeac^e neM oh nepeBepHynca c hhm), something 
cracked against Balthus' head (hto-to yaapmiocb o ronoBy Eairryca) and the night 
was briefly illuminated by a blinding burst of fire before it gave way to a blackness 
where not even stars (h hohb Ha KOpOTKoe BpeMfl ocBeranacb ocnenmnomeH 
BcnbimKOH oraa, npencAe neM OHa ycTynnna /mccto/ nepHOTe, r^e He cbcthiih 
Aance 3Be3flbi; to give way — ycmynamb, omcmynamb, noddaeambcn, cdaeambcn; 
to shine — ceemumb ). 

darkness ['dQ:knIs], yell [jell, shone [SOn] 

In that instant of horror and panic Balthus started up — and then a muscular arm 
out of the darkness locked fiercely about his throat, strangling his yell. The canoe 
rocked wildly. Balthus' knife was in his hand, though he did not remember jerking 
it out of his boot, and he stabbed fiercely and blindly. He felt the blade sink deep, 
and a fiendish yell rang in his ear, a yell that was horribly answered. The darkness 
seemed to come to life about him. A bestial clamor rose on all sides, and other 
arms grappled him. Borne under a mass of hurtling bodies the canoe rolled 
sidewise, but before he went under with it, something cracked against Balthus' 
head and the night was briefly illuminated by a blinding burst of fire before it gave 
way to a blackness where not even stars shone. 
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4. The Beasts of Zogar Sag 


(3BepH 3orap Cara) 

Fires dazzled Balthus again as he slowly recovered his senses (omn ocnemuiH 
Eairryca onaTb, Koraa oh MeaneHHO npHuien b co3HaHne / b nyBCTBo; to recover 
one’s senses — npuxodumt e co3nanue: «eno6b odpemamb ceou uyecmea»). He 
blinked, shook his head (oh 3aMOpran, norpac tojioboh; to shake). Their glare hurt 
his eyes (hx apKHH cbct npHHHHaji 6ojtb ero rna3aM; to hurt — ymu6umb, 
npuHUHRmb 6ojib). A confused medley of sound rose about him, growing more 
distinct as his senses cleared (decnopaaouHaa Memamma 3ByKOB noaHanacb 
BOKpyr Hero, CTaHOBacb donee pa3dopHHBoii, no Mepe Toro, Kaic ero nyBCTBa 
npoacHajiHCb). He lifted his head and stared stupidly about him (oh noaHan /cboio/ 
rojiOBy h nocMOTpen rnyno = myno BOKpyr ceda = no cmoponaM). Black figures 
hemmed him in, etched against crimson tongues of flame (nepHbie (jmrypbi 
OKpyncajm ero, hctko onepHeHHbie npoTHB = na (pone KpOBaBbix a3biKOB nnaMeHH; 
to etch — epaeupoeamb, saneuanuieeamb; hem — ododoK, rnuMa; npaii, KpoMKa; 
to hem — oepanmueamb (umo-ji. onpedenenubmu epanuijaMu); OKpyjtcamb). 

sense [sens], rose [rquz], hem [hem] 

Fires dazzled Balthus again as he slowly recovered his senses. He blinked, shook 
his head. Their glare hurt his eyes. A confused medley of sound rose about him, 
growing more distinct as his senses cleared. He lifted his head and stared stupidly 
about him. Black figures hemmed him in, etched against crimson tongues of flame. 
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Memory and understanding came in a rush (naiviHTL n nomiMamie npnmjrn b 
cnemKe = dbicmpo). He was bound upright to a post in an open space, ringed by 
fierce and terrible figures (oh 6bijt npiiBaaaii BepTHKanbHO k CTondy Ha otkpbitom 
npocTpaHCTBe, OKpy>KemibiM CBHpenBiMH h y>KacHE>iMH (fmrypaivui; to bind — 
6R3amb, npu6R3bi6amb, c6R3bieamb ). Beyond that ring fires burned, tended by 
naked, dark-skinned women ( 3 a 3thm KpyroM ropenn KOCTpbi, / 3 a kotopmmh/ 
npHCMaTpHBajm o6na>Kem[bie TeMiiOKO>KHe •/Kenminibi; to tend — 
npucMampueamb, yxajtcueamb) . Beyond the fires he saw huts of mud and wattle, 
thatched with brush ( 3 a KOCTpaMH oh yBuaea xhjkhhm H3 i nuiibi h npyTbeB, 
KpbiTbie KycTapHHKOM). Beyond the huts there was a stockade with a broad gate ( 3 a 
xffiKHHaMH 6bin nacTOKon c mnpOKHMH BOpOTaMH). But he saw these things only 
incidentally (ho oh BHaen 3th Bemn rnnub mcubkom). Even the cryptic dark 
women with their curious coiffures were noted by him only absently (aa>xe 
TariHCTBemibie TeMHbie /Kenuunibi c hx aiodoribinibiMH npHnecxaMH 6birm 
3aMeneHbi hm numb pacceamro). His full attention was fixed in awful fascination 
on the men who stood glaring at him (ero nomroe = ece BHHMamre 6bino 
cocpeaoToneHO, b yjKacHoii npHTaraTeubHOCTH, Ha MyjKHHHax, KOTOpbie CToann 
ycTaBacb Ha Hero). 

post [pqust], space [spels], cryptic [’krlptlk] 

Memory and understanding came in a rush. He was bound upright to a post in an 
open space, ringed by fierce and terrible figures. Beyond that ring fires burned, 
tended by naked, dark-skinned women. Beyond the fires he saw huts of mud and 
wattle, thatched with brush. Beyond the huts there was a stockade with a broad 
gate. But he saw these things only incidentally. Even the cryptic dark women with 
their curious coiffures were noted by him only absently. His full attention was 
fixed in awful fascination on the men who stood glaring at him. 
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Short men, broad-shouldered, deep-chested, lean-hipped HH3KOpocjibie m^okhkhm, 
mnpOKonjienne, c mnpOKoii rpyubio, c y3KHMH SeapaMn), they were naked except 
for scanty loin-clouts (ohh 6mjth odHa^KeHM 3a ncKmoneHneM CKyaHoii 
HadeapeHHon noBa3Kn; except for — 3a ucKjuonenueM). The firelight brought out 
the play of their swelling muscles in bold relief (cbct KOCTpa noanepKHBajio / 
Bbmejnnio nrpy nx BsaBiMaiomuxca MycKynoB oneiib peabecjmo; to bring out — 
ebwejinmb, oonapyjicueamb; in relief — penbecfno). Their dark faces were 
immobile (nx TeMHbie Jinn,a 6biJin nenoaBH>Kiibi), but their narrow eyes glittered 
with the fire that burns in the eyes of a stalking tiger (ho hx yaKiie rna3a CBepKann 
oraeM, KOTOpbie ropHT b rna3ax noaKpaabiBaiomeroca Tnrpa). Their tangled 
manes were bound back with bands of copper (nx cnyraHHbie rpHBbi 6biJin 
nepeTaHyTbi C3aan neHTaMH / nonocicaMH Mean). Swords and axes were in their 
hands (Menu n Tonopbi 6biJin b hx pyicax). Crude bandages banded the limbs of 
some (rpybbie noBa3KH nepexBaTbraajiH kohchhocth HeKOTOpbix), and smears of 
blood were dried on their dark skins (h naraa KpOBH bmcoxiih Ha hx TeMHbix 
mKypax). There had been fighting, recent and deadly (ohh cpa^ajmcb, HeaaBHO h 
CMepTenbHo). 

naked [nelkld], immobile [I'mquballl, recent [ri:snt] 

Short men, broad-shouldered, deep-chested, lean-hipped, they were naked except 
for scanty loin-clouts. The firelight brought out the play of their swelling muscles 
in bold relief. Their dark faces were immobile, but their narrow eyes glittered with 
the fire that bums in the eyes of a stalking tiger. Their tangled manes were bound 
back with bands of copper. Swords and axes were in their hands. Crude bandages 
banded the limbs of some, and smears of blood were dried on their dark skins. 
There had been fighting, recent and deadly. 

His eyes wavered away from the steady glare of his captors, and he repressed a cry 
of horror (ero rna3a OTBepHynncb ot TBepaoro B3rnaaa ero njieHHTejieii, h oh 
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no^aBHn KpHK y>Kaca). A few feet away there rose a low, hideous pyramid: it was 
built of gory human heads (/b/ HecKOJiBKnx (jjyrax npoub = om uezo B03BBimanacb 
HH3Kaa OTBpaTHTeabHaa impaMH^a, OHa 6biJia nocTpoeHa H3 oicpoBaBJieHHbix 
uejiOBeuecKHx toiiob; to build — cmpoumu). Dead eyes glared glassily up the 
black sky (MepTBbie rna3a CMOTpenn CTeKJiaHHO = ocmejcieueeuiuM 63ZJindoM 
BBepx b uepHoe He6o). Numbly he recognized the countenances which were turned 
toward him (openeHeB, oh y3Han Jinpa, KOTOpbie 6bijih noBepHyrbi k HeMy; numb 
— oueMejibiu, oijeneuejibiu, uenodeujfCHbiu). They were the heads of the men who 
had followed Conan into the forest (ohh = omo Sbijih ronoBbi jnofleii, KOTOpbie 
nocneflOBanH 3a KoHaHOM b nee). He could not tell if the Cimmerian's head were 
among them (oh He Mor cica3aTb, 6bina jih ronoBa KoHaHa cpe^H hhx). Only a few 
faces were visible to him (xmim. hcckojibko jihu, Sbijih bh^hmbi eMy). It looked to 
him as if there must be ten or eleven heads at least (/oto/ eMy noKa3anocb, hto icaic 
Sy^TO TaM flonacHO Sbitb, no KpaimeH Mepe, flecaTb-oflHHHa^u,aTb ronoB). A 
deadly sickness assailed him (y>xacHaa TonmoTa oxBarana ero). He fought a desire 
to retch (oh doponca c /KenamieM BbipBaTb; to retch — puzamb; myoicumbCR (npu 
peome)). Beyond the heads lay the bodies of half a dozen Piets (3a ronoBaMH 
nejicajiH Tena nojiy^KOKHHbi hhktob), and he was aware of a fierce exultation at the 
sight (h oh oco3HaBan = ucnbimbiean apocTHoe TOpacecTBO npu BH^e /oToro/; to be 
aware of — oco3uaeamb, 3uamb, omdaeamb cede omuem ). The forest runners had 
taken toll, at least (no KpaimeH Mepe, necHbie pa3BeflHHKH codparm ^aHb; to take 
toll — codpamb noiujiuuy). 

steady ['stedl], captor ['kxptq], hideous fhldlqs] 

His eyes wavered away from the steady glare of his captors, and he repressed a cry 
of horror. A few feet away there rose a low, hideous pyramid: it was built of gory 
human heads. Dead eyes glared glassily up the black sky. Numbly he recognized 
the countenances which were turned toward him. They were the heads of the men 
who had followed Conan into the forest. He could not tell if the Cimmerian's head 
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were among them. Only a few faces were visible to him. It looked to him as if 
there must be ten or eleven heads at least. A deadly sickness assailed him. He 
fought a desire to retch. Beyond the heads lay the bodies of half a dozen Piets, and 
he was aware of a fierce exultation at the sight. The forest runners had taken toll, at 
least. 

Twisting his head away from the ghastly spectacle (oTBepHyB /cboio/ roaoBy ot 
Mep3Koro 3pejiHiua), he became aware that another post stood near him oh nomiJi / 
3aMeTHJi, hto eute oshh ctoji6 ctohji B03Jie Hero) — a stake painted black as was 
the one to which he was bound (ctoji6, OKpameHHBiH b uepHbiH u,BeT, Kaic h tot, k 
KOTOpOMy 6bijt npuBinan oh). A man sagged in his bonds there, naked except for 
his leathern breeks (MyjKHHHa, oSbhcihiih b cbohx nyrax TaM, o6Ha>KeHHbiH 3a 
HCKJHoneHHeM ero KmicaHbix mTaHOB), whom Balthus recognized as one of 
Conan's woodsmen KOTOporo = e KomopoM Eamyc y3Haa, /icaic/ o^Horo 113 
jiecoBHKOB KoHaHa). Blood trickled from his mouth, oozed sluggishly from a gash 
in his side (KpOBb comuiacb H3 ero pTa, BbiTeicajia Me/tJieHHO H3 rjiyboKoii paHbi b 
doxy; sluggish — embiu; Mednenubiu, uemoponjiuebiu) . Lifting his head as he 
licked his livid lips (no,nmiB /cboio/ roaoBy, Kor^a oh o6jiH3biBaji /cboh/ 
m epTBem io-6 ji eanbie ryobi), he muttered, making himself heard with difficulty 
above the fiendish clamor of the Piets: "So they got you, too (oh npodopMOTaa, 
aeaaa ce6a ycjibimaHHbiM = cmapancb 6 um b yen u mem n um , c rpyaoM 
/nepeKpbiBaa/ 3JioaeHCKTiii ryn hhktob: 3iia L inT, ohh B3ajiH Te6a to ace; to get — 
63nmb, nouMcimb, docmamb, 3anojiynumb)\" 

aware [q'wFq], livid [’livid], too [tu:] 

Twisting his head away from the ghastly spectacle, he became aware that another 
post stood near him — a stake painted black as was the one to which he was 
bound. A man sagged in his bonds there, naked except for his leathern breeks, 
whom Balthus recognized as one of Conan's woodsmen. Blood trickled from his 


MyjibmuH3biKoeou npoeian Hjibu OpaHKa www. frcinklang. ru 


244 



mouth, oozed sluggishly from a gash in his side. Lifting his head as he licked his 
livid lips, he muttered, making himself heard with difficulty above the fiendish 
clamor of the Piets: "So they got you, too!" 

"Sneaked up in the water and cut the other fellow's throat," groaned Balthus 
(He3aMeTHO noaRpanHCB b Boae n nepepe3arm ropjio apyroMy napmo, — 
npocTOHan BanTyc). "We never heard them till they were on us (mbi mncoraa = 
eoece He cjiBimarm, noica ohh /He/ 6bihh Ha Hac = nanajiu ua nac). Mitra, how can 
anything move so silently (Mmpa, Kaic MO>KeT wTO-nudyab aBiiraTBca TaK 
SecmyMHo)?" 

"Sneaked up in the water and cut the other fellow's throat," groaned Balthus. "We 
never heard them till they were on us. Mitra, how can anything move so silently?" 

"They're devils," mumbled the frontiersman (ohh atflBonbi, — npodopMOTan 
5 KHTejib npnrpaHHHba). "They must have been watching us from the time we left 
midstream (ohh, HaBepHoe, cneannH 3a HaMH c Toro BpeMeHH, Koraa mbi 
noKHHynH cepeamiy peKH; to leave — noKudamb, ocmaejinmb). We walked into a 
trap (mbi yro^HJiH b 3 anaaHio). Arrows from all sides were ripping into us before 
we knew it (cTpenbi co Bcex ctopoh BOH3ajiHCB b Hac, noxa mbi nomura 3to = mu 
onoMHWiucb). Most of us dropped at the first fire (Sojibihhhctbo H3 Hac nornbao 
npH nepBOM 3aime). Three or four broke through the bushes and came to hand¬ 
grips (Tpoe-neTBepo npodHJiHCB nepe3 KycTBi h BCTynHJiH BpyKonamHyio; to come 
to handgrips — ecmynamb epyKonaumyio; to grip — cxeamumb; cjicamb). But 
there were too many (ho /hx/ 6bijio cjihihkom MHoro). Conan might have gotten 
away (KoHaH, bo3mo>kho, yrnea). I haven't seen his head (a He BHaea ero roaoBBi). 

Been better for you and me if they'd killed us outright (6bdio 6bi nymue ana Te6a h 
ana MeHa, ecan 6bi ohh ySnan Hac cpa3y). I can't blame Conan (a He Mory bhhhtb 
KoHaHa). Ordinarily we'd have gotten to the village without being discovered (b 
oSbihhom caynae mbi 6bi ao6paaucb ao aepeBHH, He 6yaynu o6napy>Kem[BiMH = 
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He3aMeniHo). They don't keep spies on the river bank as far down as we landed 
(ohh He aepJKaT corjiaaaTaeB Ha 6epery peKH Taic aaneico bhh3 /no peice/, rae mbi 
BBicaanjiHCb). We must have stumbled into a big party coming up the river from 
the south (mbi, HaBepHoe, HaTOJiKHyjiHCB Ha Sojibhioh OTpaa, noaHHMaiomHHca 
BBepx no peice c iora). Some devilment is up (3aTeBaeTca Kaicaa-TO ataBOJiBmHHa; 
to be up — npoucxodumb, 3ameeamb, 3aMbiiujinmb). Too many Piets here (3aecB 
cjihihkom MHoro niiKTOB). These aren't all Gwaweli; men from the western tribes 
here and from up and down the river (3th = ohu He Bee rBaBejiBu,Bi, 3aecB moan H3 
3anaaHBix nneMeH h c BepxoBBeB h hioobbcb peKH)." 

blame [blelm], can't — Br.[kQ:nt] Am. [kxnt], south [sauT] 

"They're devils," mumbled the frontiersman. "They must have been watching us 
from the time we left midstream. We walked into a trap. Arrows from all sides 
were ripping into us before we knew it. Most of us dropped at the first fire. Three 
or four broke through the bushes and came to hand-grips. But there were too many. 
Conan might have gotten away. I haven't seen his head. Been better for you and me 
if they'd killed us outright. I can't blame Conan. Ordinarily we'd have gotten to the 
village without being discovered. They don't keep spies on the river bank as far 
down as we landed. We must have stumbled into a big party coming up the river 
from the south. Some devilment is up. Too many Piets here. These aren't all 
Gwaweli; men from the western tribes here and from up and down the river." 

Balthus stared at the ferocious shapes (Eamyc ycTaBHJica Ha amcne (jinrypui). 

Little as he knew of Pictish ways, he was aware that the number of men clustered 
about them was out of proportion to the size of the village (xoth oh 3 Han Mano o 
nHKTCKHx obBinaax, oh noHHMan, hto kojihucctbo My>KHHH, coSpaBuraxca BOKpyr 
hhx 6bijio HecoH3MepHMO c pa3MepOM nocejiKa; out of proportion to — 
uecou3MepuMO c, uecopa3Mepuo c ). There were not enough huts to have 
accommodated them all (6bijio HeaocTaTOHHO xhxchh, /hto6bi/ pa3MecTHTB hx 
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Bcex). Then he noticed that there was a difference in the barbaric tribal designs 
painted on their faces and breasts (3aTeM oh 3aMeTHJi, hto 6 r>uia pasmma b 
BapBapCKHx naeMeinibix y30pax, HaHeceHHbix KpacKoh Ha hx jiHH,a h rpyub; to 
paint — Kpacumb, Hanocumb KpacKou, pucoeamb ). 

cluster ['klAstq], notice [’nqVtls], difference [’dlfrqns] 

Balthus stared at the ferocious shapes. Little as he knew of Pictish ways, he was 
aware that the number of men clustered about them was out of proportion to the 
size of the village. There were not enough huts to have accommodated them all. 
Then he noticed that there was a difference in the barbaric tribal designs painted on 
their faces and breasts. 

"Some kind of devilment," muttered the forest runner (Kaicaa-TO abaBOJibimma, — 
npobopMOTan necHOH pa3BeanHK). "They might have gathered here to watch 
Zogar's magic-making (bo3mo>kho, ohh codpajmcb 3aecb CMOTpeTb Ha kojuiobctbo 
3orapa). He'll make some rare magic with our carcasses (oh cotbopht Kaicoe- 
HHdyzjB pe^Koe koji,hobctbo c HamHMH TymicaMH). Well, a border-man doesn't 
expect to die in bed (Hy, norpaHHHHHK He HaaeeTca yMepeTb b nocTejm). But I 
wish we'd gone out along with the rest (ho 5Kajib, hto mu He yuuiH c ocTanbHbiMH: 
«a 5KenaK), hto6m mm yinim /Tor^a/ c 0CTajibHbiMH»)." 

kind [kalndl, runner [’rAnq], our [’auq] 

"Some kind of devilment," muttered the forest runner. "They might have gathered 
here to watch Zogar's magic-making. He'll make some rare magic with our 
carcasses. Well, a border-man doesn't expect to die in bed. But I wish we'd gone 
out along with the rest." 


Myjihm uh 3hi k osou npoeKin Hjibu OpauKa www. franklang. ru 


247 



The wolfish howling of the Piets rose in volume and exultation (bojihhh boh 
nHKTOB B03poc no rpOMKOCTH h jiHKOBaHHio), and from a movement in their ranks, 
an eager surging and crowding (h no ^BHJKeHmo b hx pa^ax, 3HeprmmoH 
nyjibcapHH h ynnoTHeHHK); crowd — monna; to crowd — mojinumbcn), Balthus 
deduced that someone of importance was coming (Eairryc c^enan bbiboa, hto men 
kto-to BaacHBiii). Twisting his head about, he saw that the stakes were set before a 
long building, larger than the other huts (noBepHyB ronoBy, oh yBH^eji, hto 
ctojiSbi 6bijih ycTaHOBJieHbi nepen anumibiM CTpoeHneM, SyjibiHHM, hcm 
ocTanbHbie xnacHHbi), decorated by human skulls dangling from the eaves 
(yKpameHHbiM nejiOBenecKHMH nepenaMH, CBHcaromHMH c KapHH3a; to set — 
ycmanoeumb, nocmaeumb). Through the door of that structure now danced a 
fantastic figure (nepe3 = e flBepH 3Toro coopyaceHHa Tenepb TaHpeBana 
(})auTacTH L iecKaa (Jmrypa). 

volume [’v01ju:m], deduce [dl'dju:s], eave [i:v] 

The wolfish howling of the Piets rose in volume and exultation, and from a 
movement in their ranks, an eager surging and crowding, Balthus deduced that 
someone of importance was coming. Twisting his head about, he saw that the 
stakes were set before a long building, larger than the other huts, decorated by 
human skulls dangling from the eaves. Through the door of that structure now 
danced a fantastic figure. 

"Zogar!" muttered the woodsman, his bloody countenance set in wolfish lines as he 
unconsciously strained at his cords (3orap! — npobopMOTan jiccobhk, ero 
OKpoBaBJieHHoe jihh,o npHo6pe.no bojihbh nepTbi, Kor^a oh 6ecco3HaTejibHO 
naTanya cboh nyrbi). Balthus saw a lean figure of middle height (Eamyc yBuaea 
Tomyio (jmrpy cpe^Hero pocTa), almost hidden in ostrich plumes set on a harness 
of leather and copper (nouTH CKpbiTyio CTpaycHHbiMH nepbaMH, Haca^Kemmix Ha 
AOcnexH H3 ko5kh h mc^h). From amidst the plumes peered a hideous and 
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malevolent face (/to/ cpeau nepbeB BbirjiaaMBa.no OMep3HTejitHoe h 3Jio6Hoe 
jihh,o). The plumes puzzled Balthus (nepba 03aaaHHiiH Eairryca). He knew their 
source lay half the width of a world to the south (oh 3Han, /hto/ hx hctohhhk 
ae>Kan / 3 a/ nonoBHHy mHpHHBi MHpa = nojiMupa k iory). They fluttered and rustled 
evilly as the shaman leaped and cavorted (ohh 3JiOBeme pa3BeBajmcb h mypmaim, 
Koraa maMaH npbiran h CKaicaji). 

set [set], harness [’hQmls], leather ['leDq] 

"Zogar!" muttered the woodsman, his bloody countenance set in wolfish lines as he 
unconsciously strained at his cords. Balthus saw a lean figure of middle height, 
almost hidden in ostrich plumes set on a harness of leather and copper. From 
amidst the plumes peered a hideous and malevolent face. The plumes puzzled 
Balthus. He knew their source lay half the width of a world to the south. They 
fluttered and rustled evilly as the shaman leaped and cavorted. 

With fantastic bounds and prancings he entered the ring and whirled before his 
bound and silent captives ((])anTacTn h ec k n mm npBDKKaMH h CKamcaMH oh Borneji b 
KOJIbHP H 3aKpy'/KH3CH liepCH iQTOl CBPOaHHblMH H MOJIHaiH,HMH nJieHHHKaMH) . 

With another man it would have seemed ridiculous — a foolish savage prancing 
meaninglessly in a whirl of feathers (ana apyroro /uenoBeica/ 3to noica3ajiocb 6bi 
CMemHbiM — npnaypKOBaTbiH anicapb, CKaHymnii SeccMbicneHHO b KpynceHHH 
nepbeB). But that ferocious face glaring out from the billowing mass gave the 
scene a grim significance (ho 3to CBHpenoe jthu,o, npHCTainmo rnaaamee H3 
Bonuyiomenca Maccbi, npnaaBano cueue m pawn bin CMbicn). No man with a face 
like that could seem ridiculous or like anything except the devil he was (hh oaHH 
uenoBeK c TaKHM jihh,om /He/ Mor Ka3aTbca CMexoTBOpHbiM hjth Hanoaodne Toro, 
3a IICKJHOHeHHeM Toro aeMOHa, KOTOpbIM OH 6bIJl). 

fantastic [fqn'txstlk], another [q'nADq], ferocious [fq’rquSqs] 
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With fantastic bounds and prancings he entered the ring and whirled before his 
bound and silent captives. With another man it would have seemed ridiculous — a 
foolish savage prancing meaninglessly in a whirl of feathers. But that ferocious 
face glaring out from the billowing mass gave the scene a grim significance. No 
man with a face like that could seem ridiculous or like anything except the devil he 
was. 

Suddenly he froze to statuesque stillness (Bapyr oh oiteneHen b 3acTbiBiueH = 
nojiHou HenoaBinKHOCTH); the plumes rippled once and sank about him (nepba 
KOJibixHyjiHCB OHMn pa3 h onycTHJiHcr. /BOKpyr Hero/; to sink — noepyjicambcn, 
monynib, onycKambcn). The howling warriors fell silent (Boionme bohhbi 
3aMOJinajiH; to fall silent — 3aMOJinamb). Zogar Sag stood erect and motionless 
(3orap Car ctohji npaMOH h HenoaBHJKHbrii), and he seemed to increase in height 
— to grow and expand (h oh, Ka3anocb, yBejiHHHBajica b pocTe — poc h 
paciHHpajicfl). Balthus experienced the illusion that the Piet was towering above 
him (Eairryc HcnbiTbmaji hjuho3hio Toro, hto hhkt B03Bbimanca nan hhm), staring 
contemptuously down from a great height (rjiaaa npe3pHTejibHO CBepxy bhh3 c 
orpOMHoii BbicoTbi), though he knew the shaman was not as tall as himself (xoth 
oh 3Haji, /hto/ maMaH 6biji He TaKoii bbicokhh, icaic oh caM). He shook off the 
illusion with difficulty (oh H36aBHJica ot hjijho3hh c TpyaoM). 

statuesque [stxCV'esk], erect [I'rekt], increase [In'kri:s] 

Suddenly he froze to statuesque stillness; the plumes rippled once and sank about 
him. The howling warriors fell silent. Zogar Sag stood erect and motionless, and he 
seemed to increase in height — to grow and expand. Balthus experienced the 
illusion that the Piet was towering above him, staring contemptuously down from a 
great height, though he knew the shaman was not as tall as himself. He shook off 
the illusion with difficulty. 
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The shaman was talking now, a harsh, guttural intonation that yet carried the hiss 
of a cobra (rnaMaH Tenepb roBOpnji Id pa3apa5KaiomeH ropTaHHon HHTOHapneii, 
KOTOpaa TeM He MeHee Hecna /b cede/ mnneHne Kobpbi). He thrust his head on his 
long neck toward the wounded man on the stake (oh blits Hyji cboio ronoBy Ha 
/ero/ pjihhhoh mee b CTOpOHy paHeHoro MyacuHHLi y CTOJida); his eyes shone red 
as blood in the firelight (ero ma3a 3acBeTHJiHCL KpacHLiM, Kaic KpOBL b CBeTe 
Kocipa). The frontiersman spat full in his face (schtcjil npurpanimbs nmoHyn 
npaMO b ero jihh,o = eMy e jiupo\ to spit — nneeamb). 

The shaman was talking now, a harsh, guttural intonation that yet carried the hiss 
of a cobra. He thrust his head on his long neck toward the wounded man on the 
stake; his eyes shone red as blood in the firelight. The frontiersman spat full in his 
face. 

With a fiendish howl Zogar bounded convulsively into the air (c yacacHLiM BoeM 
3orap noanpLirayn cyaopoacHO b B03pyx), and the warriors gave tongue to a yell 
that shuddered up to the stars (h bohhli nopaim tojioc b Biipe Bonjia, KOTOpbiii 
coaporaynca = esMemnyjicR no 3BQ3R). They rushed toward the man on the stake, 
but the shaman beat them back (ohh Spochjihcl k MyacuHHe Ha CTOJide, ho maMaH 
orpa3HJi hx; to beat back — ombumb, ompa3umb). A snarled command sent men 
running to the gate (BOpunimaa KOMaHpa ompaBHJia Jiioneii 6eroM k BOpOTaM; to 
send — omnpaejwmb, nocbuiamb ). They hurled it open, turned and raced back to 
the circle (ohh pacnaxHyjin hx, noBepHyjiHCL h no6e5KajiH Ha3an k Kpyry). The 
ring of men split, divided with desperate haste to right and left (kojilpo moneii 
pacnanocL, pa3nejiHJiocL c OTuaaHHOH nocnemHOCTLio HanpaBO h HaneBo). 
Balthus saw the women and naked children scurrying to the huts (Eamyc yBHpeji 
}KeHiHHH h rojiLix neTeh, derymnx CTpeMmaB k xhxchhum) . They peeked out of 
doors and windows (ohh BbirnaabiBajiH H3 nBepeh h okoh). A broad lane was left 
to the open gate (miipoKHH npoxop 6liji ocTaBJieH k otkplitlim BOpOTaM), beyond 
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which loomed the black forest ( 3 a kotopbimh MaaHHJi HepHbiii Jiec), crowding 
sullenly in upon the clearing, unlighted by the fires (cKannriBaacr. 3JiOBeine Ha 
pocuHCTH, HeocBeureHHOH KOCTpaMn; clearing — ynacmoK, pacHuufeHHbiu nod 
nauiHJO, pocHucmb). 

fiendish ['fi:ndIS], convulsively [kqn’vAlsIvlI], haste [heist] 

With a fiendish howl Zogar bounded convulsively into the air, and the warriors 
gave tongue to a yell that shuddered up to the stars. They rushed toward the man 
on the stake, but the shaman beat them back. A snarled command sent men running 
to the gate. They hurled it open, turned and raced back to the circle. The ring of 
men split, divided with desperate haste to right and left. Balthus saw the women 
and naked children scurrying to the huts. They peeked out of doors and windows. 

A broad lane was left to the open gate, beyond which loomed the black forest, 
crowding sullenly in upon the clearing, unlighted by the fires. 

A tense silence reigned as Zogar Sag turned toward the forest, raised on his tiptoes 
and sent a weird inhuman call shuddering out into the night (uapnaa uanpH'/Keimaa 
THuiHHa, Kor.na 3orap Car riOBepnyacH k Jiecy, nonmuica Ha /ero/ man ohkm h 
HCTOpr npHHynJiHBBiH HeHejiOBenecKHH 30b, BnbpHpyiomHH b hohh). Somewhere, 
far out in the black forest, a deeper cry answered him (rne-TO, naneico b nepHOM 
Jiecy, donee hpbkhh KpHK OTBeTHJi eMy). Balthus shuddered (Eairryc 
conponiynca). From the timbre of that cry he knew it never came from a human 
throat (ot = no TeM6py 3Toro Kpmca oh 3Han, /hto/ oh mncorna = eoece He 
hcxohhjt H3 nenoBenecKoro ropna). He remembered what Valannus had said — 
that Zogar boasted that he could summon wild beasts to do his bidding (oh 
BcnoMHHJi, hto roBOpHJi BanaHHyc — hto 3orap xBajiHJica, hto oh mo'/KCt 
npH3BaTB hukhx TBapeii HcnojiHHTB ero npHKa3Bi; to do one’s bidding — 
ucnojimmb Hbu-mo npunasbi, pacnopsiDicemm ) . The woodsman was livid beneath 
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his mask of blood (jiecoBHK 6liji MepTBeHHO-djieaHbiH noa ero MacKoii H3 KpOBii). 
He licked his lips spasmodically (oh kohbyjibchbho objiroan /cboh/ ry6bi). 

weird [wlqd], do [du:], beneath [bI'ni:T] 

A tense silence reigned as Zogar Sag turned toward the forest, raised on his tiptoes 
and sent a weird inhuman call shuddering out into the night. Somewhere, far out in 
the black forest, a deeper cry answered him. Balthus shuddered. From the timbre of 
that cry he knew it never came from a human throat. He remembered what 
Valannus had said — that Zogar boasted that he could summon wild beasts to do 
his bidding. The woodsman was livid beneath his mask of blood. He licked his lips 
spasmodically. 

The village held its breath (nocenoK 3aaep>Kaji /cbo e/ amxaHHe; to hold — 
depjfcamb, sadepjicamb ). Zogar Sag stood still as a statue, his plumes trembling 
faintly about him (3orap Car CToan Kan CTaTya, ero nepra cnabo noaparHBajiH 
BOKpyr Hero; to tremble — dpootcamb). But suddenly the gate was no longer empty 
(ho Bapyr BOpOTa 6bijih 6 orn>me He nycTBie). 

The village held its breath. Zogar Sag stood still as a statue, his plumes trembling 
faintly about him. But suddenly the gate was no longer empty. 

A shuddering gasp swept over the village and men crowded hastily back, jamming 
one another between the huts (SpocaioiHHH b apcuKb B3aox npoicaTHJica no ceny, h 
moan noTecHHJiHcr. nocneumo Ha3aa, caaBJiHBaa apyr apyra Me>Kay xroKHHaMH). 
Balthus felt the short hair stir on his scalp (Eairryc nonyBCTBOBan, Ikslk/ KOpOTKne 
bojiocbi meBenaTca Ha ero MaxymKe). The creature that stood in the gate was like 
the embodiment of nightmare legend (cymecTBO, KOTOpoe CToano b BOpOTax, 6bijto 
noxmKHM Ha BonnomeHne KomMapHoii nereHabi). Its color was of a curious pale 
quality which made it seem ghostly and unreal in the dim light (ero u,BeT 6biji 
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neoSbiHiioro 6jie,zjHoro OTTeHKa, KOTOpwii ^eJian ero /KasaTbcn/ npnapaniibiM h 
HepeanbHbiM b TycKJiOM CBeTe). But there was nothing unreal about the low-hung 
savage head (o^Haico /He/ 6bino HHnero HepeanbHoro b hh3ko noca^KemiOH 
CBHpenoh ronoBe), and the great curved fangs that glistened in the firelight (h 
orpOMHbix 3amyTbix KJibiKax, KOTopbie GnecTejin b CBeTe koctpob). On noiseless 
padded feet it approached like a phantom out of the past (Ha SecmyMHbix Jianax c 
no,nymeHKaMH oho npHdjiroKajiocb, KaK (j)aHTOM H3 npouuioro; noise — myM). It 
was a survival of an older, grimmer age, the ogre of many an ancient legend — a 
saber-tooth tiger (sto 6biJi nepemiTOK apeBiieii 3JiOBemeii 3noxn, y>Kac mho rax 
ApeBHHx nereHfl — ca6ne3y6biH rarp; ogre — eejiuKan-juodoed). No Hyborian 
hunter had looked upon one of those primordial brutes for centuries (hh oami 
xaHdopHHCKHH oxothhk /He/ CMOTpen Ha o^Horo H3 Tex H3HanajibHbix 3Bepeii y>Ke 
/Miionie/ BCKa). Immemorial myths lent the creatures a supernatural quality, 
induced by their ghostly color and their fiendish ferocity (flaBHHe MH(f)bi 
npH^aBanH cymecTBaM CBepxbecTecTBeHHoe KanecTBO, Bbi3biBaeMoe hx 
npH3pauHbiM u,BeTOM h hx ^taBOJibCKOH CBHpenocTbio); to lend — daeanib e done, 
npudaeamb, npucnocadjiueambcn). 

nightmare ['naltmFq], glisten [gllsn], primordial [praI'mO:djql] 

A shuddering gasp swept over the village and men crowded hastily back, jamming 
one another between the huts. Balthus felt the short hair stir on his scalp. The 
creature that stood in the gate was like the embodiment of nightmare legend. Its 
color was of a curious pale quality which made it seem ghostly and unreal in the 
dim light. But there was nothing unreal about the low-hung savage head, and the 
great curved fangs that glistened in the firelight. On noiseless padded feet it 
approached like a phantom out of the past. It was a survival of an older, grimmer 
age, the ogre of many an ancient legend — a saber-tooth tiger. No Hyborian hunter 
had looked upon one of those primordial brutes for centuries. Immemorial myths 
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lent the creatures a supernatural quality, induced by their ghostly color and their 
fiendish ferocity. 

The beast that glided toward the men on the stakes was longer and heavier than a 
common, striped tiger, almost as bulky as a bear (TBapb, KOTOpaa CKOJib3HJia k 
MyacuHHaM Ha CTOJidax, 6biJia annnnee h Taacenee, hcm o6l.iheil.im nojiocaTbiH 
THrp, non™ TaKoii ace KpynHoii, KaK MeaBeat). Its shoulders and forelegs were so 
massive and mightily muscled as to give it a curiously top-heavy look (ee nneHH h 
nepeanue aaribi 6 blue TaKue MaccHBHbie h c TaKoii Morynefi MycKyjiaTypoii: 
«Moryne MycKyjmcTbie», hto iipuaaBaau eii CTpaHHO neycTonmiBbin Bna), though 
its hindquarters were more powerful than that of a lion (xoaa ee saanaa wacrb 
6biJia donee moiuhoh, neM y jibBa). Its jaws were massive, but its head was 
brutishly shaped (ee hcjiiocth Sbijih MaccHBHbie, ho ee ronoBa 6biJia rpydoii 
(jtopMbi). Its brain capacity was small (ee odbeM M03ra 6biji HeBejimc). It had room 
for no instincts except those of destruction (oh He HMen MecTa ana hhcthhktob, 
KpOMe TaxoBbix pa3pymeHHa = e ueM ObiJio Mecmo numb dm uucmuuKmoe 
paspyuieuuH). It was a freak of carnivorous development, evolution run amuck in a 
horror of fangs and talons (oto 6bina anoManua /b/ pa3BHTHH naoToaanbix, 
3BOJHOH,HOHHoe 6e3yMHe b yacace H3 kjibikob h KorTeii; to run amuck — 
o6e3yMemb; 6bimb eue ce6n, ueucmoecmeoeamb; e npocmu uaQpacbieambcn ua 
ecnKoco ecmpenuozo ). 

bear [bFq], hindquarters ['halndkw0:tqz], capacity [kq'pxsltlj 

The beast that glided toward the men on the stakes was longer and heavier than a 
common, striped tiger, almost as bulky as a bear. Its shoulders and forelegs were 
so massive and mightily muscled as to give it a curiously top-heavy look, though 
its hindquarters were more powerful than that of a lion. Its jaws were massive, but 
its head was brutishly shaped. Its brain capacity was small. It had room for no 
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instincts except those of destruction. It was a freak of carnivorous development, 
evolution run amuck in a horror of fangs and talons. 

This was the monstrosity Zogar Sag had summoned out of the forest (oto 6lijio 
nyAOBume, /KOTOpoe/ 3orap Car BM 3 Baji H 3 Jieca). Balthus no longer doubted the 
actuality of the shaman's magic (Eajrryc Sojitme He coMHeBanca b hbm MarHH 
maMaHa = nmo ona Hacmomgcm, deucmeennan). Only the black arts could 
establish a domination over that tiny-brained, mighty-thewed monster (tojibko 
nepHaa Mama Morna ycTanoBiiTb BJiacTB naa othm mohctpom c KpomemibiM 
M03roM h Moryneii MycKynaTypon; thews — MycKyjibi). Like a whisper at the back 
of his consciousness rose the vague memory of the name of an ancient god of 
darkness and primordial fear (noaobHO rnenoTy noaaan = na 3adeopKax ero 
C03HaHHa, noamuiHCB CMyTHbie BOcnoMHHamHi 06 hmchh apeBHero 6 ora TBMbi h 
nepBobbiTHoro yacaca), to whom once both men and beasts bowed (KOTOpOMy 
HeKor^a noKJiomuiHCb KaK moan, TaK h 3Bepn) and whose children — men 
whispered — still lurked in dark corners of the world (h huh aeTH = demu 
Komopoeo — menTarm jikwi — Bee eme Tanimcb b tcmhuix yronKax MHpa). New 
horror tinged the glare he fixed on Zogar Sag (hobbih yjxac H 3 MeHHJi B3rnaa, 
/KOTOpbiii/ oh cocpeaoTOHHji Ha 3orape Care; to tinge — cnezKa OKpaiuueamb( cr), 
npudaeamb ommenoK; nojiynamb ommenoK). 

actuality [qkCV'xlItl], bowed [baud], whom [hu:m] 

This was the monstrosity Zogar Sag had summoned out of the forest. Balthus no 
longer doubted the actuality of the shaman's magic. Only the black arts could 
establish a domination over that tiny-brained, mighty-thewed monster. Like a 
whisper at the back of his consciousness rose the vague memory of the name of an 
ancient god of darkness and primordial fear, to whom once both men and beasts 
bowed and whose children — men whispered — still lurked in dark corners of the 
world. New horror tinged the glare he fixed on Zogar Sag. 
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The monster moved past the heap of bodies and the pile of gory heads without 
appearing to notice them (uynoBHme flBjmynocr. mhmo rpy^Bi Tea n Ryan roaoB, 
Ka3aaocb He 3aMeaaa hx: «6e3 Ka3aTeai>CTBa 3aMeuaTb hx»). He was no scavenger 
(oh 6r»ia He naflajibiHHK). He hunted only the living, in a life dedicated solely to 
slaughter (oh oxomaca ToabKO Ha 5khbbix, b >kh3hh, nocBaureHHoii 
HCKaiOHHTeabHO ydHHCTBy). An awful hunger burned greenly in the wide, 
unwinking eyes (cTpaumbiH roaoa ropea 3eaeHbiM b mnpoKO pacKpbiTbix, 
HeMKraromiix raa3ax); the hunger not alone of belly-emptiness, but the lust of 
death-dealing (roaoa He tohbko nycTOTbi aceayaxa, ho /h/ acaacaui ydiniCTBa). His 
gaping jaws slavered (ero pa3BepCTbie neaiocTH ncnycKaan caiOHy = U3 ezo 
pa3eepcmbix uejuocmeu cmeKana cmcma; to slaver — nycKamb cjijohu ). The 
shaman stepped back, his hand waved toward the woodsman (rnaMaH inarayn 
Ha3aa, ero pyxa MaxHyaa b CTOpOHy aecoBHKa). 

gory [’gO:rI], scavenger ['skxvInGq], slaughter [’slO:tq] 

The monster moved past the heap of bodies and the pile of gory heads without 
appearing to notice them. He was no scavenger. He hunted only the living, in a life 
dedicated solely to slaughter. An awful hunger burned greenly in the wide, 
unwinking eyes; the hunger not alone of belly-emptiness, but the lust of 
death-dealing. His gaping jaws slavered. The shaman stepped back, his hand 
waved toward the woodsman. 

The great cat sank into a crouch (orpOMHaa KOHiKa npnnana k 3eMJie; to crouch — 
npunadamb k 3eMJie; cozuymbcn, cjicambca; crouch — npunadauue k 3eMJie, 
uazudauue, czudamie), and Balthus numbly remembered tales of its appalling 
ferocity (h Eairryc, openeHeB, bchomhhjt paccKa3bi o ee yacacHoii CBHpenocTH) : of 
how it would spring upon an elephant and drive its sword-like fangs so deeply into 
the titan's skull (o /tom/, xaK OHa HadpacbiBanacb Ha caoHa h BOH3ana cboh 
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caSjieBHflHbie kjibikh TaK raySoKO b nepen THTaHa) that they could never be 
withdrawn (/TaK,/ hto hx ueabaa 6bmo Bbixamuxb: «ohh motjih miKoraa 6biTb 
BbiTam,eHbi»; to withdraw — u36JieKamb, ebimacKueamb ), but would keep it nailed 
to its victim, to die by starvation (ho ohh aepacaim ee npHKOBamroH k ee acepTBe, 
TaK hto OHa yMHpana ot roao/ta: «yMepeTb roaoflOM»; would + V — o6o3Hanaem 
npuebmuoe / odbiHHoe deucmeue e npoiujioM). The shaman cried out shrilly, and 
with an ear-shattering roar the monster sprang (rnaMaH npoH3HTeabHO aaBOinia, h c 
oraymHTeabHbiM pbinamreM mohctp npbimya; to shatter — pa36umb edpe6e32u; 
pa3dpo6umb). 

appalling [q'pOdIN], elephant ['ellfqnt], starvation [stQ:’veISnl 

The great cat sank into a crouch, and Balthus numbly remembered tales of its 
appalling ferocity: of how it would spring upon an elephant and drive its sword¬ 
like fangs so deeply into the titan's skull that they could never be withdrawn, but 
would keep it nailed to its victim, to die by starvation. The shaman cried out 
shrilly, and with an ear-shattering roar the monster sprang. 

Balthus had never dreamed of such a spring (Eairryc HHKoraa /He/ BHaen /payae bo 
CHe/ TaKoro npbDKKa; to dream of — Menmamb, epe3umb, eudemb eo cue), such a 
hurtling of incarnated destruction embodied in that giant bulk of iron thews and 
ripping talons (TaKoro Spocica onHu,eTBOpeHHoro pa3pymeHHH, BonnomeHHoro b 
3tom rnraHTCKOM Tene H3 5Kene3Hbix MycxynoB h pa3pbiBarom,Hx Korreii). Full on 
the woodsman's breast it struck (oh yaapHJi npaMO Ha = e rpy^b necHoro miTerra), 
and the stake splintered and snapped at the base (h ctoji6 TpecHyn h OTJiOMHJica y 
ocHOBamia), crashing to the earth under the impact (pyxHyB Ha 3eMJiio noa 
yaapOM; to strike — ydapumb, amaKoeamb, 3aKOJiomb ). Then the saber-tooth was 
gliding toward the gate (3aTeM ca6jie3y6bm 3acKOJib3HJi k BOpOTaM), half dragging, 
half carrying a hideous crimson hulk that only faintly resembled a man 
(HanonoBHHy BOJiona, HanonoBHHy Heca OTBpaTHTenbHbie KpOBaBbie ocTaHKH 
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/Toro/, hto jihuil e^Ba HanoMHHaao neaoBeica). Balthus glared almost paralyzed, 
his brain refusing to credit what his eyes had seen (Eairryc CMOTpen nonra 
napajiH30BaHHtiH, ero M03r OTKa3biBajica BepHTb /TOMy/, hto Bnaejin ero rjia3a). 

tooth [tu:T], saber [’selbq], credit [’kredlt] 

Balthus had never dreamed of such a spring, such a hurtling of incarnated 
destruction embodied in that giant bulk of iron thews and ripping talons. Full on 
the woodsman's breast it struck, and the stake splintered and snapped at the base, 
crashing to the earth under the impact. Then the saber-tooth was gliding toward the 
gate, half dragging, half carrying a hideous crimson hulk that only faintly 
resembled a man. Balthus glared almost paralyzed, his brain refusing to credit what 
his eyes had seen. 

In that leap the great beast had not only broken off the stake (b tom npbmice 
orpOMHbiii 3Bepb He tojtbko cnoMan ctoji6), it had ripped the mangled body of its 
victim from the post to which it was bound (oh OTOpBan HCKajieneHHoe Teno ero 
}KepTBbi ot CTOJida, k KOTOpOMy oho 6bijio npHBB3aHo; to break off — cjioMamb, 
onuioMamb ). The huge talons in that instant of contact had disemboweled and 
partially dismembered the man (orpOMHbie kotth b to mitio Benue KOHTaKTa 
BbinoTpoiHHJiH h uacTHHHO pacujieHHJiH nejiOBeica; bowel — Kuiuna; bowels — 
BHympeHHocmu; member — men), and the giant fangs had tom away the whole top 
of his head (a rnraHTCKHe kjtbikh OTOpBarm bck> MaKyimcy ero tojiobbi), shearing 
through the skull as easily as through flesh (npohaa uepe3 nepen /Taic >k e/ nerKO, 
KaK uepe3 mbco; to shear — pe3amb, paccenamb ). Stout rawhide thongs had given 
way like paper (KpenKTie cbipOMBTHbie peMHH noaajiHCb, KaK SyMara); where the 
thongs had held, flesh and bones had not (/TaM/ rae Bbiaep^Karm peMHH, He 
/Bbiaep'/Kana/ iliotb h kocth). Balthus retched suddenly (BajiTyc neo'/Knaanuo 
BbipBan = ezo ebipeano). He had hunted bears and panthers (oh oxothjtcb Ha 
MeaBeaeii h naHTep), but he had never dreamed the beast lived which could make 
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such a red min of a human frame in the flicker of an instant (ho oh miKoraa /He/ 
MeHTan = ne nodo3peean, /hto/ 5khbct 3Bepi>, KOTOpBiii Mor = MOJtcem caejiam 
TaKHe KpOBaBLie omMeTKH H3 HenoBenecKoro Tena b MrHOBeHHe OKa). 

partially ['pQ:SqlI], disembowel [dlslm'bauql], min [’ru:In] 

In that leap the great beast had not only broken off the stake, it had ripped the 
mangled body of its victim from the post to which it was bound. The huge talons in 
that instant of contact had disemboweled and partially dismembered the man, and 
the giant fangs had torn away the whole top of his head, shearing through the skull 
as easily as through flesh. Stout rawhide thongs had given way like paper; where 
the thongs had held, flesh and bones had not. Balthus retched suddenly. He had 
hunted bears and panthers, but he had never dreamed the beast lived which could 
make such a red ruin of a human frame in the flicker of an instant. 

The saber-tooth vanished through the gate (ca6ne3y6biH Hcne3 nepe3 BOpOTa), and 
a few moments later a deep roar sounded through the forest, receding in the 
distance (h hcckojibko ceKyma cnycra moicoe ptraamie npoHecjiocr. nepe3 Jiec, 
3aTHxaa B^arm; to recede — omcmynamb, tmmumbcn, ydajmmbcn). But the Piets 
still shrank back against the huts (ho hhktbi OTiipanyau k xhjkhhum), and the 
shaman still stood facing the gate that was like a black opening to let in the night (a 
maMaH Bee enje CToan jthu,om k BOpOTaM, KOTOptie 6bijih Kaic uepHoe OTBepcrae, 
BnycKaiomee howl: «hto6bi BnycicaTB hohb»). 

The saber-tooth vanished through the gate, and a few moments later a deep roar 
sounded through the forest, receding in the distance. But the Piets still shrank back 
against the huts, and the shaman still stood facing the gate that was like a black 
opening to let in the night. 
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Cold sweat burst suddenly out on Balthus' skin (xojioaHuin noT BMCTymui Bapyr 
Ha xmxe BajiTyca). What new horror would come through that gate to make 
carrion-meat of his body (KaKoii hobbih y>xac npnneT nepe3 3th BOpOTa, Arrobbi/ 
caenaTB na^anr, H3 ero Tena; carrion — meno, mpyn; nadajib; meat — Mnco)l Sick 
panic assailed him and he strained futilely at his thongs (TOuiHOTBOpHaa naHHica 
oxBamna ero, h oh TmeTHO HaTaHyn peMHH). The night pressed in very black and 
horrible outside the firelight (hohb oxanacb, oneHb nepHaa h yacacHaa 3a 
npeaeaaMH CBeTa koctpob). The fires themselves glowed lurid as the fires of Hell 
(koctpbi caMH nbuiajm MepTBeHHO-6jiea,HbiM /cbctom/, Kaic KOCTpbi a^a). He felt 
the eyes of the Piets upon him oh omyTHJi rjia3a mncroB Ha ce6e) — hundreds of 
hungry, cruel eyes that reflected the lust of souls utterly without humanity as he 
knew it (cothh ronomibix, acecTOKHx rjia3, KOTOpbie OTpaacaan acaac/iy ayuj 
coBepmeHHO 6e3 nenoBenHOCTH / HejiOBenecxHx xanecTB, xax oh 3Han 3to). They 
no longer seemed men (ohh Sojibiue He Ka3anncb aroabMH); they were devils of 
this black jungle (ohh 6bi;ui aeMonaMH 3thx nepiibix a'/Kyuraen), as inhuman as 
the creatures to which the fiend in the nodding plumes screamed through the 
darkness (TaxHe ace SecnejiOBeHHbie, Kax co3aaHHa, x xoTOpbiM B3biBan cxB03b 
TbMy aeMon b xanaiomuxca nepbax). 

humanity [hjufmxnltl], creature ['kri:Cql, fiend [fi:nd] 

Cold sweat burst suddenly out on Balthus' skin. What new horror would come 
through that gate to make carrion-meat of his body? Sick panic assailed him and he 
strained futilely at his thongs. The night pressed in very black and horrible outside 
the firelight. The fires themselves glowed lurid as the fires of Hell. He felt the eyes 
of the Piets upon him — hundreds of hungry, cruel eyes that reflected the lust of 
souls utterly without humanity as he knew it. They no longer seemed men; they 
were devils of this black jungle, as inhuman as the creatures to which the fiend in 
the nodding plumes screamed through the darkness. 
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Zogar sent another call shuddering through the night, and it was utterly unlike the 
first cry (3orap OTnpaBHJi eme ophh 30b, BHbpHpyioiHHH b hohh, h otot 6bijt 
coBceM HenoxojK Ha nepBLih KpHK). There was a hideous sibilance in it — Balthus 
turned cold at the implication (AraM/ 6bijto Mep3Koe mmieiuie b iicm — BanTyc 
3acTbin npH oco3HaHHH /Toro, hto ero O/KuaaeT/; implication — mo, nmo 
nodpa3yMeeaemcn; nodmevicm; CMbiai). If a serpent could hiss that loud, it would 
make just such a sound (ecjm 6bi 3Mea Morna unmeTt Tax rpOMKO, OHa 6bi zenana 
= U3daeajia KaK pa3 TaKoii 3ByK). 

implication [ImplI'kelSn], such [sAC], asound [q’saund] 

Zogar sent another call shuddering through the night, and it was utterly unlike the 
first cry. There was a hideous sibilance in it — Balthus turned cold at the 
implication. If a serpent could hiss that loud, it would make just such asound. 

This time there was no answer — only a period of breathless silence in which the 
pound of Balthus’ heart strangled him (b 3tot pa3 He 6bijto OTBeTa — jihhib 
nepHOfl 6e3flbixaHHOH thihhhbi, b KOTOpoii CTyic cepppa Eamyca nopaBjnui ero = 
ocjiyiuaji ezo)\ and then there sounded a swishing outside the gate (a 3aTeM TaM 
pa3panca cbhct / rnenecT 3a BOpOTaMH), a dry rustling that sent chills down 
Balthus’ spine (cyxoe menecTeHHe, KOTOpoe Bbi3Bano: «nocjiajio» MypaiuKii no 
no3BOHOHHHKy BajiTyca). Again the firelit gate held a hideous occupant (cHOBa 
ocBemeHHbie KOCTpaMH BOpOTa pep5KanH OTBpaTHTejiBHoro oouTaTena = cnoea e 
oceeipeuHbix KocmpaMU eopomax 6bui omepamum cji biibiu zocnib). 

period [pl’ri:qd], breathless [’breTlIs], occupant [’Okjupqnt] 

This time there was no answer — only a period of breathless silence in which the 
pound of Balthus’ heart strangled him; and then there sounded a swishing outside 
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the gate, a dry rustling that sent chills down Balthus' spine. Again the firelit gate 
held a hideous occupant. 

Again Balthus recognized the monster from ancient legends (cHOBa Eamyc y3Han 
MOHCTpa H3 apeBHHx nereHa). He saw and knew the ancient and evil serpent it (oh 
BHaen h 3Han apeBHioio h 3JioBemyio 3Meio) which swayed there (KOTOpaa 
pacKanHBanacB TaM), its wedge-shaped head, huge as that of a horse (ee 
KJTHHOBHTTHyTO ronoBy, orpOMHyio, KaK TaKOBaa = zojioea aomaan), as high as a 
tall man's head (ctojib ace BbicoKyio, KaK ronoBa BBicoKoro MyacmiHLi), and its 
palely gleaming barrel rippling out behind (h ee SaeaHO Meppaiomyio Tymy, 
CTpyamyioea 3a Heir). A forked tongue darted in and out, and the firelight glittered 
on bared fangs (pa3,o,BoeHHbiH a3biK /pe3Ko/ BbicoBbiBaaca h Hcae3aa BHyTpn: 
«6pocaaca BHyTpb h Hapyacy», a cbct koctpob CBepKaa Ha o6na>Kennbix KabiKax). 

recognize [’rekqgnalz], evil [’i:vl], huge [hju:G] 

Again Balthus recognized the monster from ancient legends. He saw and knew the 
ancient and evil serpent which swayed there, its wedge-shaped head, huge as that 
of a horse, as high as a tall man's head, and its palely gleaming barrel rippling out 
behind it. A forked tongue darted in and out, and the firelight glittered on bared 
fangs. 

Balthus became incapable of emotion (Eairryc CTan HecnocodHbiM Ha smoiihh; to 
become — cmaHoeumbcn). The horror of his fate paralyzed him (y>Kac ot = neped 
ero yuacTbK) napamooBaji ero). That was the reptile that the ancients called Ghost 
Snake (sto 6biJia periTmuHi, KOTOpyio apeBiine Ha3biBanH npH3pauHbiM 3MeeM), 
the pale, abominable terror that of old glided into huts by night to devour whole 
families (SneznibiH, raflKHH y>xac, KOTOpbiii b npoKnne BpeMeHa npocKajib3biBaji b 
xroKHHbi no HOuaM, /uToSbi/ co>KpaTb pejibie ceMbn). Like the python it crushed its 
victim (noaodHO nHTOHy, oh cflaBJiHBan cbokd JKepTBy), but unlike other 
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constrictors its fangs bore venom that carried madness and death (ho, b OTJiHHHe ot 
apyrnx KOHCTpHKTOpOB, ero kjibikh hmcjih up, KOTOpbih npHHOCHJi 6e3yMHe h 
CMepTt; to bear — necmu, UMemb npu cede). It too had long been considered 
extinct (oh Toace aaBHO CHHTanca BBiMepniHM). But Valannus had spoken truly (ho 
Banamryc roBOpHJi npaBay). No white man knew what shapes haunted the great 
forests beyond Black River (hh oanH Sejibin nenoBeK /He/ 3Han, Kaicne (f)opMbi 
obHTajiH b orpOMHBix necax 3a HepHoir percon). 

incapable [In'kelpqbl], abominable [q'bOmlnqbl], devour [dl'vauq] 

Balthus became incapable of emotion. The horror of his fate paralyzed him. That 
was the reptile that the ancients called Ghost Snake, the pale, abominable terror 
that of old glided into huts by night to devour whole families. Like the python it 
crushed its victim, but unlike other constrictors its fangs bore venom that carried 
madness and death. It too had long been considered extinct. But Valannus had 
spoken truly. No white man knew what shapes haunted the great forests beyond 
Black River. 

It came on silently, rippling over the ground (oh npHdjiHacajica 6e3MOJiBHO, 

CTpyacr. no 3eMJie), its hideous head on the same level (ero OTBpaTHTentHaa 
ronoBa Ha o^hom h tom ace ypOBHe), its neck curving back slightly for the stroke 
(ero mea morayra cnerica Ha3a^ ,n,Jia yuapa). Balthus gazed with a glazed, 
hypnotized stare into that loathsome gullet down which he would soon be engulfed 
(Eairryc ycTaBHJica 6e3acH3HemibiM, 3arHnHOTH3HpOBaHHBiM B3rjia^OM b 3Ty 
Mep3Kyio money, bhh3 = e KOTOpyro oh cxopo 6yn,eT 3arjioneH = ezo CKopo 
sazjiomHym), and he was aware of no sensation except a vague nausea (h oh /h e/ 
HcnbiTBiBan HHicaKHx ornymemiH, KpOMe CMyTHoir TomHOTbi). 

slightly [’slaltll], loathsome [’lquDsqm], nausea ['nO:sjq] 
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It came on silently, rippling over the ground, its hideous head on the same level, its 
neck curving back slightly for the stroke. Balthus gazed with a glazed, hypnotized 
stare into that loathsome gullet down which he would soon be engulfed, and he 
was aware of no sensation except a vague nausea. 

And then something that glinted in the firelight streaked from the shadows of the 
huts (n Tor,na hto-to SnecHyno b orae koctpob, MeTHyBiueeca H3 TeHeii xhjkhh), 
and the great reptile whipped about and went into instant convulsions (n orpOMHaa 
penmrma xjiecTHyna /xboctom/ h 3a6njiacB b MraoBeHHBix KOHByjibcnax = 
M2H06emo 3a6umcb e Komynbcunx; to go into convulsions — sadumbCR e 
KoneyjibcuRx). As in a dream Balthus saw a short throwing-spear transfixing the 
mighty neck (icaK bo CHe Eamyc yBH,ne.Ji KOpOTKoe MeTaTejibHoe xonbe, 
npOH3HBmee Morynyio rneio), just below the gaping jaws (nyrb Hnace pa3BepCToii 
nacTn); the shaft protruded from one side, the steel head from the other (jnpeBKO 
Topnano c oahoh CTOpOHbi, CTanbHoe ocTpne c Apyroh; to protrude — 
ebidaeambCR, mopuamb). 

streak [stri:k], jaws [GO:z], protrude [prq'tru:d] 

And then something that glinted in the firelight streaked from the shadows of the 
huts, and the great reptile whipped about and went into instant convulsions. As in a 
dream Balthus saw a short throwing-spear transfixing the mighty neck, just below 
the gaping jaws; the shaft protruded from one side, the steel head from the other. 

Knotting and looping hideously, the maddened reptile rolled into the circle of men 
who stove back from him (roBHBaacb OMep3HTejibHbiMH y3JiaMH n neiruiMH, 
odesyiYieBLuaa penTiuma 3aicaTHJiacb b Kpyr aioaeii, KOTOpbie OTupanyau ot Hee; to 
stave — omnpRnymb, omcKonumb). The spear had not severed its spine, but merely 
transfixed its great neck muscles (xonbe He nepednno ee nosBOHOHHHK, ho iramb 
npOH3HJio ero orpoMHbie meiiHbie Mycicyjibi). Its furiously lashing tail mowed 
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down a dozen men (ee apocTHO xjiemyiium xboct ckochji flioxcimy nejiOBeic) and 
its jaws snapped convulsively, splashing others with venom that burned like liquid 
fire (a ee nemocTH KOHByjibCHBHO aasraau, aadpbisniBaa apyrnx aaoivi, KOTOpbin 
acer, Kax 5 kh,hkhh oroHb). Howling, cursing, screaming (Boioume, npOKJiHHaiom,He, 
Boromme), frantic, they scattered before it, knocking each other down in their flight 
(o6e3yMeBimie ohh pa36erarmcb nepea Heir, cbimaa apyr apyra Ha3eMb b /cbocm/ 
dercTBe), trampling the fallen, bursting through the huts (Torma naBmnx, 
npopbrnaacb wepea xh/Khiibi). The giant snake rolled into a fire, scattering sparks 
and brands (niraiiTCKim 3Men 3aicaTHJica b KOCTep, paadpacbiBaa ncKpbi n 
ronoBHH), and the pain lashed it to more frenzied efforts (a 6ojib no^xnecTHyna 
ero k 6onee 6einem>iM yc\-\nv\m\ \ frenzy — 6e3yMue, dewencmeo; neucmoecmeo). 

A hut wall buckled under the ram-like impact of its flailing tail, disgorging 
howling people (cTeHa xnacnHbi OTCTynnna no^, TapaHHbiM y^apOM ero 
MonoTxm,ero xBOCTa, H3BepmyB Boionmx Jiro^eii; ram — 6apan; mapan, 
cmeHodumnoe opydue). 

knot [nOt], venom [’venqm], scatter [’skxtq] 

Knotting and looping hideously, the maddened reptile rolled into the circle of men 
who stove back from him. The spear had not severed its spine, but merely 
transfixed its great neck muscles. Its furiously lashing tail mowed down a dozen 
men and its jaws snapped convulsively, splashing others with venom that burned 
like liquid fire. Howling, cursing, screaming, frantic, they scattered before it, 
knocking each other down in their flight, trampling the fallen, bursting through the 
huts. The giant snake rolled into a fire, scattering sparks and brands, and the pain 
lashed it to more frenzied efforts. A hut wall buckled under the ram-like impact of 
its flailing tail, disgorging howling people. 

Men stampeded through the fires, knocking the logs right and left (mo^n 
SpocHimcb 6e)KaTb nepe3 KOCTpbi, yuapaa = pacKudbiean SpeBHa HanpaBO n 
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HaneBo). The flames sprang up, then sank Oslikh nnaivieini B3MeTajmcb, noTOM 
onaaaan; to spring up — 63MenmymbCR, ecicomunb; to sink — onycKcrnibcn, 
nadamb ). A reddish dim glow was all that lighted that nightmare scene 
(KpacHOBaTbiii TycKJibiH amp /oto/ 6bijto Bee, hto ocBemano 3Ty KomMapHyio 
citeHy) where the giant reptile whipped and rolled (r^e ruraHTCicaa penTHima 
dHJiacr, n KaTanact), and men clawed and shrieked in frantic flight (a moan 
u,apanajiHCB n Broacajm b 6e3yMHOM SercTBe). 

Balthus felt something jerk at his wrists (Eamyc nonyBCTBOBan, /Kaic/ hto-to 
aepHynocB o ero 3anacTta), and then, miraculously, he was free, and a strong hand 
dragged him behind the post (n noTOM nyaoM oh OKa3anca CBodoaHbiM, a CHJibHaa 
pyxa 3aTanrHJia ero 3a ctojt6). Dazedly he saw Conan, felt the forest man's iron 
grip on his arm (oiteneHeB, oh yBHaen KoHaHa, omyTHn 5Kene3Hyio xBaTKy 
necHoro uenoBeKa Ha CBoeh pyxe). 

shriek [Sri:k], where [wFq], claw [klO:] 

Men stampeded through the fires, knocking the logs right and left. The flames 
sprang up, then sank. A reddish dim glow was all that lighted that nightmare scene 
where the giant reptile whipped and rolled, and men clawed and shrieked in frantic 
flight. 

Balthus felt something jerk at his wrists, and then, miraculously, he was free, and a 
strong hand dragged him behind the post. Dazedly he saw Conan, felt the forest 
man’s iron grip on his arm. 

There was blood on the Cimmerian's mail, dried blood on the sword in his right 
hand (Ha KOJitnyre KHMMeproma 6biJia KpOBB, BBicoxmaa KpOBt. Ha Mene b ero 
npaBoii pyice); he loomed dim and gigantic in the shadowy light (oh 
BbipHCOBbiBanca HeacHO h Kaaaaca i iiraiiTCKHM: «BbipHCOBbiBajica ueaciibiM h 
rirraHTCKHM» b npH3pauHOM CBeTe; to loom — eupucoebwamb cm, Ka3ambCM, 
MCLMHUmb). 
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"Come on (^aBan = eneped)\ Before they get over their panic (noica ohii He 
onpaBHJTHCt. ot naHHKn; to get over — onpaeumbcn, npeodojiemb)\" 

blood [blAd], right [ralt], gigantic [Gal'gxntlk] 

There was blood on the Cimmerian's mail, dried blood on the sword in his right 
hand; he loomed dim and gigantic in the shadowy light. 

"Come on! Before they get over their panic!" 

Balthus felt the haft of an ax shoved into his hand (Eamyc omyraji pyKoimcy 
Tonopa, cyHyTyio b ero pyicy). Zogar Sag had disappeared (3orap Car Hcne3). 
Conan dragged Balthus after him until the youth's numb brain awoke, and his legs 
began to move of their own accord (KoHaH bojiok Eairryca 3a codoii, noica /He/ 
npodynHJicn ou,eneHeBHiHH M03r lOHomn, a ero Horn /He/ HanajiH ^BHraTbca no 
/hx/ codcTBeHHOMy corjiacHio = dodpoeojibno). Then Conan released him and ran 
into the building where the skulls hung (3aTeM KoHaH OTnycTHJi ero h B6e>Kan b 
3flamre, r^e Bircejin nepena). Balthus followed him (EanTyc nocne^OBaji 3a hhm). 
He got a glimpse of a grim stone altar, faintly lighted by the glow outside (oh 
Birmmyji Ha MpaHiibni KaMeHHBiii ajiTapt, cjiabo ocBememibiH 3apeBOM cnapy>KH); 
five human heads grinned on that altar (rorrb nejiOBenecKHx tojiob CKajiHJiHCb Ha 
tom ajiTape), and there was a grisly familiarity about the features of the freshest; it 
was the head of the merchant Tiberias (h 6biJio HenpHuraoe omyiHemie 
3HaKOMCTBa c nepTaMH caMoii CBe^Keii, sto 6bina ronoBa Kynu,a TnbepHaca). 
Behind the altar was an idol, dim, indistinct, bestial, yet vaguely man-like in 
outline (3a anTapeM 6biJi h^oji, CMyTHbiii, pacnjibiBnaTbiii, 3BepHHbiii, TeM He 
MeHee HencHO nenoBeKonoAoSHbiH no KOHTypy = c neueniKUMU 
nenoeeKonododubiMU KownypciMu). Then fresh horror choked Balthus as the shape 
heaved up suddenly with a rattle of chains, lifting long misshapen arms in the 
gloom (noTOM cbokhh y>xac c^aBHJi ropno Eairrycy, Kor^a (jiopMa B^pyr 
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noflrouiacb c ^pe6e3>KaHHeM iieneii, noflHHMaa ^jiHHHbie ypoflJiHBBie pyKH bo 
M paKe = npommuean eo MpaK pym). 

shove [SAv], accord [q'kO:d], idol [’aldl] 

Balthus felt the haft of an ax shoved into his hand. Zogar Sag had disappeared. 
Conan dragged Balthus after him until the youth's numb brain awoke, and his legs 
began to move of their own accord. Then Conan released him and ran into the 
building where the skulls hung. Balthus followed him. He got a glimpse of a grim 
stone altar, faintly lighted by the glow outside; five human heads grinned on that 
altar, and there was a grisly familiarity about the features of the freshest; it was the 
head of the merchant Tiberias. Behind the altar was an idol, dim, indistinct, bestial, 
yet vaguely man-like in outline. Then fresh horror choked Balthus as the shape 
heaved up suddenly with a rattle of chains, lifting long misshapen arms in the 
gloom. 

Conan's sword flailed down, crunching through flesh and bone (Men KoHaHa 
oSpyimnica bhii3, neperptnaa nnoTB n koctb), and then the Cimmerian was 
dragging Balthus around the altar (a noTOM KHMMepnen, Taiunji Eajrryca BOKpyr 
anTapa = 3a ajimapb ), past a huddled shaggy bulk on the floor, to a door at the back 
of the long hut (mhmo CBajieHHoii jioxMaTon Tymn Ha nony, k ^BepH b 3a,ztHeH 
uacTH ajihhhoh xnacHHBi). Through this they burst, out into the enclosure again 
(uepe3 3to ohh npOHecjiHcr, Hapyacy CHOBa BOBHyTpr. orpa^ti). But a few yards 
beyond them loomed the stockade (ho b HecKOJiBKHx ap^ax 3a hhmh Maannn 
HaCTOKOJl). 

enclosure [In'klquZq], yard [jRd], stockade [stO'keld] 

Conan's sword flailed down, crunching through flesh and bone, and then the 
Cimmerian was dragging Balthus around the altar, past a huddled shaggy bulk on 
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the floor, to a door at the back of the long hut. Through this they burst, out into the 
enclosure again. But a few yards beyond them loomed the stockade. 

It was dark behind the altar-hut (6bijio tcmiio 3a xhjkhhoh c ajrrapeM). The mad 
stampede of the Piets had not carried them in that direction (SemeHoe nammecicoe 
SercTBO mucroB He 3aHecjio hx b 3tom HanpaBnemm). At the wall Conan halted, 
gripped Balthus, and heaved him at arm's length into the air as he might have lifted 
a child (y ctchbi KoHaH ocTaHOBHJica, cxBaTHJi Eamyca h noamui ero Ha 
paccToaHHH BbiTaHyTOH pyKH b B03ayx, Kax 6bi oh, bo3mo5kho, noamui pedemca). 
Balthus grasped the points of the upright logs set in the sun-dried mud (Eamyc 
cxBaTHJica 3a ocTpna BepTHKajibHbix dpeBen, nocTaBJieHHbix b BbicymeHHyio 
cojiHpeM rjiHHy) and scrambled up on them, ignoring the havoc done his skin (h 
noamuica no hhm, ur nopiipyH noTepn, npHmmeHHbie ero KO>Ke; to do — denamb, 
npummnmb). He lowered a hand to the Cimmerian (oh onycTHJi pyicy /no 
HanpaBJieHHK) k/ KoHaHy = nponiRHyji Kouany enu3 pyxy), when around a corner of 
the altar-hut sprang a fleeing Piet (icoraa 3a yrnoM xh5khhbi c anTapeM noaBHJica 
y6eraiOHi,HH hhkt). He halted short, glimpsing the man on the wall in the faint 
glow of the fires (oh pe3KO ocTaHOBHJica, 3aMemB HenoBexa Ha CTeHe b cnaboM 
CBeTe koctpob). Conan hurled his ax with deadly aim, but the warrior's mouth was 
already open for a yell of warning (KoHaH niBbipHyn cboh Tonop c tohhmm 
npHpenoM, ho pOT BOHHa y>xe 6biJi OTKpbiT ana Kpnxa npeaynpeacaeHHa = 
npedynpejicdcuoipezo KpuKa ), and it rang loud above the din, cut short as he 
dropped with a shattered skull (h oh pa3aanca rpOMKO Haa inyMOM, npepBanca, 
Koraa oh pyxHyn c pasapodneiiiibiM nepenoM; din — uiyM, zpoxom, zydemie, zyn, 
Hecmuxajoujuu 3eon ). 

stampede [stxm'pi:dl, heave [hi:v], havoc [’hxvqk] 

It was dark behind the altar-hut. The mad stampede of the Piets had not carried 
them in that direction. At the wall Conan halted, gripped Balthus, and heaved him 
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at arm's length into the air as he might have lifted a child. Balthus grasped the 
points of the upright logs set in the sun-dried mud and scrambled up on them, 
ignoring the havoc done his skin. He lowered a hand to the Cimmerian, when 
around a corner of the altar-hut sprang a fleeing Piet. He halted short, glimpsing 
the man on the wall in the faint glow of the fires. Conan hurled his ax with deadly 
aim, but the warrior's mouth was already open for a yell of warning, and it rang 
loud above the din, cut short as he dropped with a shattered skull. 

Blinding terror had not submerged all ingrained instincts (cjienoii y>xac He 3aTonHJi 
= nodaem Bee 3aicopeHe.Jibie hhcthhktui). As that wild yell rose above the clamor, 
there was an instant's lull (Koraa 3tot anKiui Bonjib B3MeTiiyjica nan myMOM, 6bin 
= 603HUKJ10 ceKyH^Hoe 3aTimibe), and then a hundred throats bayed ferocious 
answer (a noTOM coraa thotok nponaana CBHpenbiH otbct) and warriors came 
leaping: to repel the attack presaged by the warning (h bohiibi dpocuaucb: 
«npHnuiH 6pocaacb» OTpa3HTb aTaicy, npeflBemeHHyio npeflynpejK^eHHeM). 

blinding [’blalndlN], lull [1A1], repel [rl’pel] 

Blinding terror had not submerged all ingrained instincts. As that wild yell rose 
above the clamor, there was an instant's lull, and then a hundred throats bayed 
ferocious answer and warriors came leaping to repel the attack presaged by the 
warning. 

Conan leaped high, caught, not Balthus' hand but his arm near the shoulder, and 
swung himself up (KoHaH bbicoko noflnpbirayji, yxBaTHJica He / 3 a/ khctb Eairryca, 
a / 3 a/ ero pyicy B03Jie nnena h SpocHJi ce6a BBepx; to swing oneself up — 
noddpocumb cefm seepx). Balthus set his teeth against the strain (Eairryc OKan 
cboh 3y6bi ot Hanpa^KeHua), and then the Cimmerian was on the wall beside him, 
and the fugitives dropped down on the other side (a 3aTeM KHMMepneu, 6biJi = 
0Kd3ajicH Ha CTeHe 3a hhm, h 6erjreu,bi cnpuiraynH Ha - c .npyroii CTOpOHbi). 
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caught [kO:t], wall [wO:l], fugitive ['fju:GIt!v] 


Conan leaped high, caught, not Balthus' hand but his arm near the shoulder, and 
swung himself up. Balthus set his teeth against the strain, and then the Cimmerian 
was on the wall beside him, and the fugitives dropped down on the other side. 


5. The Children of Jhebbal Sag 

(yUeTM ,ZJ:>Ke66a.ii Cara) 

"Which way is the river?" Balthus was confused (b Kaicon CTOpOHe: «KaKoii nyrb» 
peica? — BanTyc 6bin c6ht c TOJiKy/pacTepanca). 

"We don't dare try for the river now," grunted Conan (mli He pHCKHeM ncicaTb peicy 
ceimac, — npOBOpnan KoHaH). "The woods between the village and the river are 
swarming with warriors (nee Me5K,ny nocejiKOM h peKoii khihht BOHHaMH). Come 
on (^aBaii)! We'll head in the last direction they'll expect us to go — west (mm 
HanpaBHMca b nocne/pieM HanpaBJiemm, b kotopom ohh mKHaaiOT, hto mbi 
nohaeM — /Ha/ 3ana,n) !" 

confused [kqn'fju:zd], dare [dFq], swarm [swO:m] 

"Which way is the river?" Balthus was confused. 

"We don’t dare try for the river now," grunted Conan. "The woods between the 
village and the river are swarming with warriors. Come on! We'll head in the last 
direction they'll expect us to go — west!" 
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Looking back as they entered the thick growth, Balthus beheld the wall dotted with 
black heads as the savages peered over (orjiaabiBaacb, Koraa ohh BoniJin b rycTBie 
3apocnH, BanTyc 3aMeTHJi CTeHy, yceamiyio wepiibiMM ronoBaMH, Koraa amcapH 
rnaaejiH nepe3 /Hee/; to behold — eudemb , 3 aMenamb , y 3 pemb ). The Piets were 
bewildered (nnKTBi 6bijih c6htbi c TOJiKy). They had not gained the wall in time to 
see the fugitives take cover (ohh He aobpajiHCb CTeHbi BOBpeMa, htoSm 
yBMaeTb, /kbk/ 6erjien,bi yKpbuiHCb). They had rushed to the wall expecting to repel 
an attack in force (ohh SpocHJiHCb k CTeHe, Haaeacb aaTb oraop ocymecTBJiaeMOH 
axaKe; to put in force — ocyipecmejinm b , eeodumb e deuemeue ; in force — e cune ). 

They had seen the body of the dead warrior (ohh yBHaenn Teno MepTBoro BOHHa). 
But no enemy was in sight (ho Hmcaicoro Bpara He 6bino bh,h,ho). 

growth [grquTl, bewilder [bl'wlldq], cover ['kAvq] 

Looking back as they entered the thick growth, Balthus beheld the wall dotted with 
black heads as the savages peered over. The Piets were bewildered. They had not 
gained the wall in time to see the fugitives take cover. They had rushed to the wall 
expecting to repel an attack in force. They had seen the body of the dead warrior. 
But no enemy was in sight. 

Balthus realized that they did not yet know their prisoner had escaped (Eairryc 
nomui, hto ohh eme He 3HaiOT, hto hx njieHHHK c6e>Kan). From other sounds he 
believed that the warriors, directed by the shrill voice of Zogar Sag, were 
destroying the wounded serpent with arrows (no apyrmvi 3ByicaM oh nonaran, hto 
bohhbi, pyKOBoauMbie npOH3HTejibHbiM tojiocom 3orap Cara, y n mhto>k a i ot 
paHeHyio 3Meio CTpenaMH). The monster was out of the shaman's control (nyanme 
Bbiiujio: «6bino BHe» ro-noa kohtpojm rnaMaHa). A moment later the quality of the 
yells was altered (ceicyHaoH no35Ke xapaKTep KpHKOB H3MeHHJica) . Screeches of 
rage rose in the night (KpHKH apocra noAHarmcb = pa 3 danucb b hohh). 
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prisoner [’prlznq], control [kqn'trqul], screech [skri:C] 


Balthus realized that they did not yet know their prisoner had escaped. From other 
sounds he believed that the warriors, directed by the shrill voice of Zogar Sag, 
were destroying the wounded serpent with arrows. The monster was out of the 
shaman's control. A moment later the quality of the yells was altered. Screeches of 
rage rose in the night. 

Conan laughed grimly (KoHaH 3JiOBeme 3acMenncn). Fie was leading Balthus along 
a narrow trail that ran west under the black branches (oh Ben Eairryca no y3KOH 
Tponice, KOTOpaa 6enca.na no# nepHBiMH BeTBHMH), stepping as swiftly and surely as 
if he trod a well-lighted thoroughfare (cTynaa Tan npOBOpHO h yBepeHHO, Kan 
byztTO oh men no xopomo ocBememroH oncHBneHHOH ynmj,e). Balthus stumbled 
after him, guiding himself by feeling the dense wall on either hand (Eamyc 
cnoTBHcancn 3a hhm, pyKOBoacTByncr. omymeHHeM nnoTHon ctchbi no o6enM 
CTOpOHaM: «Ha Kancaoii pyKe»). 

laugh [IRf], branch [brRnC], surely [’Suqll] 

Conan laughed grimly. He was leading Balthus along a narrow trail that ran west 
under the black branches, stepping as swiftly and surely as if he trod a well-lighted 
thoroughfare. Balthus stumbled after him, guiding himself by feeling the dense 
wall on either hand. 

"They'll be after us now (ohh cehnac 6yayT raaTBcn 3a HaMn: «6bitb 3a HaMH»). 
Zogar's discovered you're gone, and he knows my head wasn't in the pile before the 
altar-hut (3orap oSHapyncnn, /hto/ tm nponan, n oh 3HaeT, /hto/ moh ronoBa He 
6bina b Kyne nepea xhhchhoh c anTapeM). The dog (co6aKa)! If I'd had another 
spear I'd have thrown it through him before I struck the snake (ecnn 6bi n irnen = y 
MeHR ObiJio eme oaho Kom>e, a 6bi 6pocnn ero ckbo3b Hero = npommyji 6bi ezo po 
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Toro, KaK nopa3HJi 3Meio). Keep to the trail (.nepxcHCb TporomxH = m cxodu c 
mponuHKu). They can't track us by torchlight, and there are a score of paths leading 
from the village (ohh He Moryr npocne^HTB Hac no oraio (j)axe.Jia, h ItsmI ecTb 
MHOJKecTBO Tpon, Beflym,Hx ot noceuxa). They'll follow those leading to the river 
first — throw a cordon of warriors for miles along the bank, expecting us to try to 
break through (ohii noifuyT cuanana /no/ TeM, /xoTOptie/ BeayT k pexe — SpocaT 
KOpflOH bohhob Ha MHJiH b^ojib 6epera, ojKH^aa Hac = ojfcudaR, umo mu 
nonbiTaeMca npopBaTtca). We won't take to the woods until we have to (mm He 
no fine m b Jiec, noxa /mm/ /He/ SyneiYi BMiiy>x,nenM; to take — udmu, deueambCR, 
Hanpaejwmbcn; to have to V — npuxodumbCR, dumb ebiuyotcdeHUbiM dejiamb umo- 
ji.). We can make better time on this trail (mbi MmxeM npoiiTH Sontmee 
paccimmie no 3toh Tponmnce; to make good time — npoxodumb dojibiuoe 
paccmomue 3a xopomKoe epeMR; good — better — the best — xopoiuuu — Jiymue 

— jiymuuu ). Now buckle down to it and run as you never ran before (Tenepr, 
codepHCB c CHJiaMH h 6ern Tax, xax tm HHxor^a paHtme He 6eran; to buckle down 

— codpambcn c cunaMU, 63RmbCR ’Riepeumio 3a nmo-ji.; to buckle — sacmeeueamb 
npRjfCKy; buckle — npRotcKa)." 

score [skO:], path [pRTl, break [brelk] 

"They'll be after us now. Zogar's discovered you're gone, and he knows my head 
wasn't in the pile before the altar-hut. The dog! If I'd had another spear I'd have 
thrown it through him before I struck the snake. Keep to the trail. They can't track 
us by torchlight, and there are a score of paths leading from the village. They'll 
follow those leading to the river first — throw a cordon of warriors for miles along 
the bank, expecting us to try to break through. We won't take to the woods until we 
have to. We can make better time on this trail. Now buckle down to it and run as 
you never ran before." 
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"They got over their panic cursed quick!" panted Balthus, complying with a fresh 
burst of speed (ohh onpaBHJiHCb ot /cBoeii/ naHHKn uepTOBCKH SbiCTpo! — 
nponbixTea Eairryc, aehcTBya b eooTBeTCTBHH co cbokhm pbibkom ckopocth = 
dejian noebiu CKopocmnou pueoK). 

"They're not afraid of anything, very long," grunted Conan (ohh He SoaTca mmero 
oneiib aonro, — npOBOpnan KoHaH; to be afraid of — donmbcn neeo-ji.). 

quick [kwlk], comply [kqm'plal], afraid [q'freld] 

"They got over their panic cursed quick!" panted Balthus, complying with a fresh 
burst of speed. 

"They're not afraid of anything, very long," grunted Conan. 

For a space nothing was said between them (Kaicoe-To BpeMa HHuero /He/ 6bijio 
CKa3aHO MOK^y hhmh). The fugitives devoted all their attention to covering 
distance (6erjieu,bi nocBaTHJiH Bee CBoe BHHMaHHe npoxmKaemno ancTaHii,HH). 
They were plunging deeper and deeper into the wilderness (ohh norpy>KajiHCB 
rjiy6>Ke h rny6>Ke b j\wkwq MecTa / b uam,o6y) and getting farther away from 
civilization at every step (h yaajHumcb /Bee/ a ana me ot u,HBHJiH3au,HH c KajKabiM 
maroM), but Balthus did not question Conan’s wisdom (ho Eamyc He coMHeBanca 
/b/ MyapocTH KoHaHa). The Cimmerian presently took time to grunt (KHMMepneu, 
HexoTOpoe BpeMa cnycTa ypBan Bpeivia, /hto6bi/ npoSypnaTb): "When we’re far 
enough away from the village we'll swing back to the river in a big circle (xoraa 
mm 6yaeM aocTaTOHHO aaneico ot nocenKa, mm noBepHeM Ha3aa k pexe no 
SojibmoMy Kpyry). No other village within miles of Gwawela (hh oaHoro apyroro 
nocenKa b upeaeaax = na HecKOJibKO MHJib ot TBaBejibi). All the Piets are gathered 
in that vicinity (Bee hhktm codpajincb b 3toh OKpyre). We'll circle wide around 
them (mbi mnpOKHM KpyroM odoiiaeM hx; to circle — odxodumb npyeoM). They 
can’t track us until daylight (ohh He Moryr BbicneanTb Hac ao paccBeTa). They'll 
pick up our path then, but before dawn we'll leave the trail and take to the woods 
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(Tor,na ohh Hana^yr Ha Ham cue#, ho p o paccBeTa mli coifneM c TponiiHKH h 
HanpaBHMca b Jiec; to pick up the path/ the trail — uanacmb ua cned, 63nmb cued; 
to pick up — nododpamb (c 3eMJiu ))." 

devote [dl'vqut], every [evrl], wisdom [’wlzdqm] 

For a space nothing was said between them. The fugitives devoted all their 
attention to covering distance. They were plunging deeper and deeper into the 
wilderness and getting farther away from civilization at every step, but Balthus did 
not question Conan’s wisdom. The Cimmerian presently took time to grunt: "When 
we're far enough away from the village we'll swing back to the river in a big circle. 
No other village within miles of Gwawela. All the Piets are gathered in that 
vicinity. We'll circle wide around them. They can't track us until daylight. They'll 
pick up our path then, but before dawn we’ll leave the trail and take to the woods." 

They plunged on (ohh npoaoiDKajiH yrnySn^TBcn). The yells died out behind them 
(KpHKH 3aMepJiH noaami hhx). Balthus’ breath was whistling through his teeth 
CuMxaHHe BajiTyca CBiiCTejio = eupueanocb co ceucmoM ckbo3b 3y6ti). Fie felt a 
pain in his side, and running became torture (oh nonyBCTBOBaji 6ojib b cbocm boxy, 
h 6er CTan nbiTKoii). He blundered against the bushes on each side of the trail (oh 
HaTajiKHBanoi Ha KycTbi no o6e ctopohm TponiiHKH). Conan pulled up suddenly, 
turned and stared back down the dim path (B^pyr KoHaH ocTaHOBHJicn, 
noBepHyncn h npncTajibHO Bnumejicii na3a,n b neacnyio Tpomcy). 

Somewhere the moon was rising, a dim white glow amidst a tangle of branches 
(ryi,e-TO noaHHManacb nyHa, HencHBiii benbiii otcbct cpe^n cnneTemni BeTBeii). 

whistling [’wIslIN], torture [tO:Cq], moon [mu:nl 

They plunged on. The yells died out behind them. Balthus’ breath was whistling 
through his teeth. He felt a pain in his side, and running became torture. He 


Myji h m uh 3 hi k o so it npoeKin Hjibu Opanra www. franklang. ru 


277 



blundered against the bushes on each side of the trail. Conan pulled up suddenly, 
turned and stared back down the dim path. 

Somewhere the moon was rising, a dim white glow amidst a tangle of branches. 

"Shall we take to the woods?" panted Balthus (mm HanpamiMca b Jiec? — 
nponbixTen Eamyc; to pant — uacmo u nmjicejio duiuamb, 3aduxambcn) . 

"Give me your ax," murmured Conan softly (a an MHe tboh Tonop, — npomenTan 
KoHaH thxo). "Something is close behind us (hto-to 6jih3ko no3a^H Hac)." 

"Then we'd better leave the trail!" exclaimed Balthus (tout a HaM nymue cohth c 
Tponti! — BOCKJiHKHyn Eamyc; had better V — nymue cdejiamb umo-ji. 
(peKOMendaifun, coeemf). Conan shook his head and drew his companion into a 
dense thicket (KoHaH norcanan rojiOBon n 3aT3myji CBoero cnynuiKa b rycToii 
KycTapmiK; to draw — maipumb, mnnymb). The moon rose higher, making a dim 
light in the path (nyHa no^muiacb BMine, cna6o ocbcthb Tpony: «aeaaa cnaSbui 
CBeT Ha Tpone»). 

"We can't fight the whole tribe!" whispered Balthus (mm He MonceM cpancaTbcn /c/ 
u,enbiM nneMeHeM! — npomenTan Eamyc). 

"No human being could have found our trail so quickly, or followed us so swiftly," 
muttered Conan (hh o^hh nenoBeK /He/ mot 6bi Haimr Ham cne^ Tax cxopo hhh 
nocneAOBaTb 3a HaMH Tax 6bicipo, — npo6opMOTan KoHaH; human being — 
nenoeenecKoe cyipecmeo, nenoeeK). "Keep silent (mohuh: «xpamr / codnionaii 
6e3MonBHO»)." 

drew [dru:], being [bi:IN], silent ['sallqnt] 

"Shall we take to the woods?" panted Balthus. 

"Give me your ax," murmured Conan softly. "Something is close behind us." 

"Then we'd better leave the trail!" exclaimed Balthus. Conan shook his head and 
drew his companion into a dense thicket. The moon rose higher, making a dim 
light in the path. 
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"We can't fight the whole tribe!" whispered Balthus. 

"No human being could have found our trail so quickly, or followed us so swiftly," 
muttered Conan. "Keep silent." 

There followed a tense silence in which Balthus felt that his heart could be heard 
pounding for miles away (/TaM/ nocjieaoBajia iianpa'/Kemiaa THimma, b KOTOpoii 
BajiTyc HyBCTBOBaa, hto CTyK ero cepaua Mor 6bitb ycnbimaH = mojicho 
ycjibimamb 3a mhjth /nponb/). Then abruptly, without a sound to announce its 
coming, a savage head appeared in the dim path (3aTeM pe3KO 6e3 3Byica, 
B03Bem,aiomero ero noaBJiemie, CBHpenaa ronoBa noaBHJiacb Ha HeacHoii 
TponriHKe). Balthus' heart jumped into his throat; at first glance he feared to look 
upon the awful head of the saber-tooth (cepfliie Eamyca nonnpbiniyno k /ero/ 
ropjiy, npn nepBOM B3maae oh ncnyrajica, /hto/ cmotpht Ha = eudum y>icacHyio 
rojiOBy ca6jie3y6oro). But this head was smaller, more narrow; it was a leopard 
which stood there, snarling silently and glaring down the trail (ho 3Ta ronoBa 6buia 
MeHbiue, donee y3Kaa, 3to 6biJi neonapA, KOTOpbiii ctohji TaM = maM cmom 
jieonapd, 6e3MOJiBHO pbina h pa3rjiaa,biBaa Tpony). What wind there was was 
blowing toward the hiding men, concealing their scent (tot BeTep, hto /tslm/ 6btn, 
Ayn b CTOpOHy npaHym,Hxca moaen, CKpbiBaa hx 3anax). The beast lowered his 
head and snuffed the trail, then moved forward uncertainly (3Bepb HaKJiOHHJi 
/cbok)/ rojiOBy h obHioxan TponHHKy, 3aTeM aBHHynca Bnepea HeyBepeHHo). A 
chill played down Balthus' spine (o3ho6 npobejKaji no no3BOHOHHHKy = cnune 
Eamyca). The brute was undoubtedly trailing them (xchbothoc, hccomhchho, 
BbicnejKHBano hx). 

heart [hRt], heard [hq:d], scent [sent] 

There followed a tense silence in which Balthus felt that his heart could be heard 
pounding for miles away. Then abruptly, without a sound to announce its coming, 
a savage head appeared in the dim path. Balthus' heart jumped into his throat; at 
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first glance he feared to look upon the awful head of the saber-tooth. But this head 
was smaller, more narrow; it was a leopard which stood there, snarling silently and 
glaring down the trail. What wind there was was blowing toward the hiding men, 
concealing their scent. The beast lowered his head and snuffed the trail, then 
moved forward uncertainly. A chill played down Balthus' spine. The brute was 
undoubtedly trailing them. 

And it was suspicious (n oho 6bijto nofl03pHTejibHMM = nodo3peeajio nmo-mo). It 
lifted its head, its eyes glowing like balls of fire (oho no^muio /cboio/ ronoBy c 
/ero/ rna3aMH, nbiaaiouuiMii, icaic oraemmie mapbi), and growled low in its throat 
(n 3apbiHa.no hh3khm ropJiOBBiM pbiHarmeM! «3apBiHano hh3ko b ero ropne»). And 
at that instant Conan hurled the ax (h b 3tot momcht KoHaH MeTHyn Tonop). 

All the weight of arm and shoulder was behind the throw, and the ax was a streak 
of silver in the dim moon (Bca CHJia pyKH h nnena 6biJia 3 a sthm dpocxoM = 
cjiumcb e 3moM dpocKe, h Tonop 6bijt BcnbiimcoH cepedpa = cepedpnnou 
ecnbiwKou b HeacHOH nyHe = e nencnoM ceeme jiynu). Almost before he realized 
what had happened, Balthus saw the leopard rolling on the ground in its death- 
throes, the handle of the ax standing up from its head (/nonra/ npe>Kfle next oh 
oco3Han, hto npOH30uiJio, Eairryc yBH^en neonap^a, KaTaiomeMca no 3eMJie b 
/ero/ CMepTejibHbix Myicax, pyicoaTKa Tonopa BCTaBana = mopnajia H3 ero ronoBbi). 
The head of the weapon had split its narrow skull (ocTpne opymra pacKonono ero 
y3KHH nepen; head —ydapnan ujiu peDfcyipan nacmb uHcmpyMenma, e ommmue 
om pynKu, pyKommai). 

suspicious [sqs'pISqsl, weight [welt], leopard [’lepqdl 

And it was suspicious. It lifted its head, its eyes glowing like balls of fire, and 
growled low in its throat. And at that instant Conan hurled the ax. 

All the weight of arm and shoulder was behind the throw, and the ax was a streak 
of silver in the dim moon. Almost before he realized what had happened, Balthus 
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saw the leopard rolling on the ground in its death-throes, the handle of the ax 
standing up from its head. The head of the weapon had split its narrow skull. 

Conan bounded from the bushes, wrenched his ax free (KoHaH blickohhji H3 
KyCTOB, OCBOdOAHJI pBIBKOM CBOH TOnOp: «BBia,epHyjI CBOii Tonop CB 06 oaHBIM») 
and dragged the limp body in among the trees, concealing it from the casual glance 
(n OTTamnn 6e3BOJiBHoe Teno b /cpenu/ KycTbi, npnna ero ot cnynaHHoro 
B3rjiaAa). 

"Now let's go, and go fast!" he grunted, leading the way southward, away from the 
trail (Tenepb naeM, h naeM SbiCTpo! — npoBOpnan oh, B03rnaBnnn nyTb Ha lor, 
npoub ot Tponbi). "There'll be warriors coming after that cat ( 3 a kotom npHayr 
BOHHbi: «TaM 6ynyr bohhbi, npHxoaamne 3a TeM kotom»). As soon as he got his 
wits back Zogar sent him after us (icaic tojiuko oh = 3o2ap CHOBa npimien b ce6n, 
3orap = oh nocnan ero 3a HaMH; to get one’s wits back — cnoea npudmu e ce6n, 
onoMHumbcn: «nojiynumb ceoii yM / co3Hamie o6pamno»). The Piets would follow 
him, but he'd leave them far behind (nmcrbi nomjiH 6bi 3 a hhm, ho oh ocTaBHJi 6bi 
hx Aanexo no3a^,H). He'd circle the village until he hit our trail and then come after 
us like a streak (oh Kpyncnn 6bi BOKpyr nocejiica, noica /oh/ /He/ Hanan Ha Ham cnea 
h 3aTeM 6bi men 3a HaMH, icaic nonocKa = xeocm ). They couldn't keep up with him 
(ohh He MorjiH 6bi nocneTb 3 a hhm), but they'll have an idea as to our general 
direction (ho ohii 6ynyr hmctb = y hux 6ydem npeacTaBnemie o HarneM odmeM 
HanpaBJieHHH). They'd follow, listening for his cry (ohh 6bi cjieaoBajin, 
npHCJiymHBaacb k ero Kpmcy). Well, they won’t hear that (Hy, ohh He ycjibimaT 
3Toro), but they'll find the blood on the trail, and look around and find the body in 
the bush (ho ohh HaifoyT KpOBb Ha rponmnce h ocMorpaTca, h HaiiayT Teno b 
KycTax). They'll pick up our spoor there, if they can (ohh obHapyncaT Ham cnea 
TaM). Walk with care (h^h c ocTOponcHOCTbio = ocmopootcno )." 

wrench [renC], fast [fRst], care [kFq] 
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Conan bounded from the bushes, wrenched his ax free and dragged the limp body 
in among the trees, concealing it from the casual glance. 

"Now let's go, and go fast!" he grunted, leading the way southward, away from the 
trail. "There'll be warriors coming after that cat. As soon as he got his wits back 
Zogar sent him after us. The Piets would follow him, but he'd leave them far 
behind. He'd circle the village until he hit our trail and then come after us like a 
streak. They couldn't keep up with him, but they'll have an idea as to our general 
direction. They'd follow, listening for his cry. Well, they won’t hear that, but they'll 
find the blood on the trail, and look around and find the body in the brush. They'll 
pick up our spoor there, if they can. Walk with care." 

He avoided clinging briars and low-hanging branches effortlessly (oh roheraji 
iienmnomeroca miinoBHHKa h hh3ko CBiicaioimix BeTBeh 6e3 ycHjmii; effort — 
ycwiue ), gliding between trees without touching the stems (cKoabsa MOKay 
aepeBbaMH 6e3 KacaHHa = ne rncaxcb ctbojiob) and always planting his feet in the 
places calculated to show least evidence of his passing (h Bceraa CTaBa /cboh/ 
CTynHH b MecTa c pacneTOM noica3aTB = ocmaeumb Kaic mojkho MeHtuie 
CBHaeTenbCTB ero npoxoaa); but with Balthus it was slower, more laborious work 
(ho c EajiTycoM = d.m Eanmyca 3to 6bui boaee m ea-Te hhbih, donee yTOMHTejibHbiii 
Tpya; least — Menbiue eceeo, MUHUMyM). 

briar [’bralq], least [li:st], evidence ['evldqnsl 

He avoided clinging briars and low-hanging branches effortlessly, gliding between 
trees without touching the stems and always planting his feet in the places 
calculated to show least evidence of his passing; but with Balthus it was slower, 
more laborious work. 

No sound came from behind them (hii oaHoro 3Byxa /He/ aoHOCHJiocb C3aan). 

They had covered more than a mile when Balthus said: "Does Zogar Sag catch 
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leopard-cubs and train them for bloodhounds (ohii npouuin 6ojiee /neW mhjth, 
Kor^a Eajiryc CKa3aji: 3orap Car jiobht aeTeHbimeH JieonapaoB n obynaeT nx ana 
= kcik nineeK)?" 

Conan shook his head (KoHaH noKanan /cBoeii/ touobh). "That was a leopard he 
called out of the woods (oto 6bijt neonapa, /KOTOporo/ oh BBOBan H3 Jieca)." 

"But," Balthus persisted, "if he can order the beasts to do his bidding, why doesn't 
he rouse them all and have them after us (ho, — Eanryc HacTaiiBan, — ecnn oh 
MO'/KeT npHKa3biBaTt 3BepaM BbinojimiTb ero pacnopaaceHHa, noneMy oh He 
noaHHMeT hx Bcex h /He/ nouuieT hx 3a HaMH)? The forest is full of leopards; why 
send only one after us (nee nonoH neonapaoB, noneMy nocbinaTb nnmu oaHoro 3a 
HaMH)?" 

does [dAz], persist [pq'slst], rouse [rauz] 

No sound came from behind them. They had covered more than a mile when 
Balthus said: "Does Zogar Sag catch leopard-cubs and train them for 
bloodhounds?" 

Conan shook his head. "That was a leopard he called out of the woods." 

"But," Balthus persisted, "if he can order the beasts to do his bidding, why doesn't 
he rouse them all and have them after us? The forest is full of leopards; why send 
only one after us?" 

Conan did not reply for a space (KoHaH He OTBenan HexoTOpoe BpeMa), and when 
he did it was with a curious reticence (a xoraa oh caejian = omeemun, oto 6 bino 
/caenaHo/ c HeoSbiHHOH HeMHoroenoBHOCTbio; space — npocmpancmeo, 
npoMejicymoK, cpoK, unmepean). 

"He can't command all the animals (oh He MmxeT KOMaHaoBaTb bccmh 
5KHBOTHbiMH). Only such as remember Jhebbal Sag (tojibko TaxHMH = meMU, 
KOTOpbie noMHaT ,I(}Ke66ajia Cara)." 
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"Jhebbal Sag?" Balthus repeated the ancient name hesitantly (,Z],ace66ajia Cara? — 
noBTOpnji BajiTyc flpeBHee HMa, 3aHKancb). He had never heard it spoken more 
than three or four times in his whole life (oh mncorfla /He/ cntiman, /hto6bi/ ero 
npOH3HOCHJiH donee Tpex-neTbipex pa3 = oh cjibiiucui ezo ne donee mpex- nem tip ex 
pan 3a bcio cboio aormb). 

reticence ['retlsqns], command [kq'mRnd], animal ['xnlmql] 

Conan did not reply for a space, and when he did it was with a curious reticence. 
"He can't command all the animals. Only such as remember Jhebbal Sag." 

"Jhebbal Sag?" Balthus repeated the ancient name hesitantly. He had never heard it 
spoken more than three or four times in his whole life. 

"Once all living things worshipped him (HeKor^a Bee acHBbie cymecTBa 
noKJiomuiHCb eMy). That was long ago, when beasts and men spoke one language 
(3to 6 biJio flaBHO, Kor^a 3BepH h jhoah roBOpHJiH /Ha/ o^,hom a3biice). Men have 
forgotten him; even the beasts forget (jiiop 3a6biJiH ero, ^aace 3Bepn 3a6biBaiOT). 
Only a few remember (numb HeMHorne noMHaT). The men who remember Jhebbal 
Sag and the beasts who remember are brothers and speak the same tongue (jhoah, 
KOTOpbie noMHaT ^acebdajia Cara, h 3BepH, KOTOpbie noMHaT /ero/, — SpaTba h 
roBOpaT Ha oahom h tom ace a3bixe; same — odun u mom Dice, mom otce caMbiu )." 

once [wAns], worship [’wq:SIp], language [’lxNgwIG] 

"Once all living things worshipped him. That was long ago, when beasts and men 
spoke one language. Men have forgotten him; even the beasts forget. Only a few 
remember. The men who remember Jhebbal Sag and the beasts who remember are 
brothers and speak the same tongue." 
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Balthus did not reply; he had strained at a Pictish stake (Eajiryc He OTBeTHJi, oh 
nanparanca = ntimajicR ebipeambcn, eupbieancR y nHKTCKoro CTOJida; to strain — 
nammueamb; pacmmueamb; nanpmamb ) and seen the nighted jungle give up its 
fanged horrors at a shaman's call h Buaea, /icaic/ nomibie a'/Kyurau OTaaBaan cbohx 
KJiBiKacTBix wynnm no 30By niaMaHa). 

"Civilized men laugh," said Conan (u,HBHJiH30BaHHbie moan CMeiOTca, — cica3aji 
KoHaH). "But not one can tell me how Zogar Sag can call pythons and tigers and 
leopards out of the wilderness and make them do his bidding (ho hhkto /He/ 

MO>xeT CKa3aTb MHe, icaic 3orap Car mokct npH3biBaTb nHTOHOB h TnrpOB h 
jieonapaoB H3 amcHx MecT h 3acTaBJiaTb hx Hcnojimrrb ero npHKa3bi). They would 
say it is a lie, if they dared (ohh 6bi CKa3anH, /hto/ 3to jio5kb, ecrm 6bi 
ocMejiHJiHCb). That's the way with civilized men (sto /ecTb/ cnocod = eom man 
odcmoum deao c u,HBHJiH30BaHHbiMH jiioabMH). When they can't explain something 
by their half-baked science, they refuse to believe it (xoraa ohh He MoryT 
oSbacHHTb hto-to hx HeaoHomeHHOH: «nony-HcneueHHOH» HayKoii, ohh 
OTKa3bIBaiOTCa BepHTb 3TOMy)." 

call [kO:l], science [’salqns], refuse [rl'fju:zl 

Balthus did not reply; he had strained at a Pictish stake and seen the nighted jungle 
give up its fanged horrors at a shaman's call. 

"Civilized men laugh," said Conan. "But not one can tell me how Zogar Sag can 
call pythons and tigers and leopards out of the wilderness and make them do his 
bidding. They would say it is a lie, if they dared. That's the way with civilized men. 
When they can't explain something by their half-baked science, they refuse to 
believe it." 

The people on the Tauran were closer to the primitive than most Aquilonians 
(jhoah b TaypaHe Sbijih SnrnKe k nepBobbrmbiM /moaaM/, neM SojibiHHHCTBO 
aKBHJiOHiieB); superstitions persisted, whose sources were lost in antiquity 
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(COXpaHHJIHCB CyeBepua, ML II HCTOHHHKH = UCmO’lHUKU KOmopblX 3aTep^JlHCB B 
^peBHOCTH). And Balthus had seen that which still prickled his flesh (a Eajrryc 
BH^en to, KOTOpoe Bee enje 6yztopa}KHJio ero nnoTb). He could not refute the 
monstrous thing which Conan's words implied (oh He mot onpOBeprayrr, 
nynoBHumyio Beim> = ucmuny , KOTOpyio 3aKJHOHajiH b cede cnoBa KoHaHa). 

"I've heard that there's an ancient grove sacred to Jhebbal Sag somewhere in this 
forest," said Conan (a cjiBiman, hto ecTB ^peBmra poma, CBameHHaa ^Jia 
,Z],>Ke66ajia Cara, r^e-TO b stom Jiecy, — cica3aji KoHaH). "I don't know (/a/ He 
3Haio). I've never seen it (a HHKor^a /He/ BH^en ee). But more beasts remember in 
this country than any I've ever seen (ho dojitme TBapeh noMHaT b bthx Kpaax, neM 
a BH^en rne-nudo = ho e 3mux Kpcmx noMimm //Jjice66a.a Casa/ dojibiue meapeu, 
neM h euden zde-nu6o)." 

people [pi:pl], source [sO:s], antiquity [xn'tlkwltl] 

The people on the Tauran were closer to the primitive than most Aquilonians; 
superstitions persisted, whose sources were lost in antiquity. And Balthus had seen 
that which still prickled his flesh. He could not refute the monstrous thing which 
Conan's words implied. 

"I've heard that there's an ancient grove sacred to Jhebbal Sag somewhere in this 
forest," said Conan. "I don't know. I've never seen it. But more beasts remember in 
this country than any I've ever seen." 

"Then others will be on our trail (3HauHT /h/ apyrne dynyr = noudym no HarneMy 
cjie^y)?" 

"They are now," was Conan's disquieting answer (ohh y tkq /ujiyr/, — 6bijt 
T peBommiH = ecenwoujuu mpeeozy otbct KoHaHa). "Zogar would never leave our 
tracking to one beast alone (3orap HHKopua 6 bi /He/ ocTaBHJi Harne npecne^OBaHHe 

JIHIHB O^HOMy 3BepK))." 
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"What are we to do, then?" asked Balthus uneasily, grasping his ax as he stared at 
the gloomy arches above him (hto >xe HaM Tor^a flenaTB? — cnpocun Eairryc 
odecnoKoeHHO, OKHMaa cboh Tonop, Kor^a oh ycTaBHJica Ha MpanHBie apKH nap 
hhm). His flesh crawled with the momentary expectation of ripping talons and 
fangs leaping from the shadows (y Hero no Teny noSe^Kann MypauiKH ot 
MOMeHTajitHoro O'/Knaanna pBy TH Hx KorTeii h kjtbikob, BbiripbiniBaiomux 113 TeHeii 
= om MOMenmajibHoso onacemiR, mno U3 meneu sbinpbizHym peyique Kozmu u 
KjibiKU', to crawl — noji3mu (o MypauiKax)). 

disquiet [dls'kwalqt], alone [q'lqunl, ask [Rsk] 

"Then others will be on our trail?" 

"They are now," was Conan's disquieting answer. "Zogar would never leave our 
tracking to one beast alone." 

"What are we to do, then?" asked Balthus uneasily, grasping his ax as he stared at 
the gloomy arches above him. His flesh crawled with the momentary expectation 
of ripping talons and fangs leaping from the shadows. 

"Wait (mwnKflH)!" 

Conan turned, squatted and with his knife began scratching a curious symbol in the 
mold (KoHaH noBepHynca, cen Ha KOpTomcH h cbohm ho>kom Hanan 
BbiqapanbiBaTb HeodbiHHbiH chmboji b pbixjioh 3eMJie). Stooping to look at it over 
his shoulder, Balthus felt a crawling of the flesh along his spine, he knew not why 
(HaKJiOHHBiHHCb, /hto6bi/ nocMOTpeTb Ha Hero = 3naK nepe3 ero nueno, Eairryc 
nonyBCTBOBan, Kaic node^KanH MypauiKH b^ojib no3BOHOHHHKa: «6eraHHe 
MypameK hjioth b^ojib no3BOHOHHHKa», oh He 3Han noneMy). He felt no wind 
against his face (oh He omyman BeTpa b jihijo), but there was a rustling of leaves 
above them (ho 6bijto rnypuiamie jihctbcb Ha,a, hhmh) and a weird moaning swept 
ghostily through the branches (h npHHy^jiHBBiH ctoh npOHecca npH3pauHO nepe3 
bctbh; to sweep — Mecmu; npoHocumbcn). Conan glanced up inscrutably, then 
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rose and stood staring somberly down at the symbol he had drawn (KoHaH 
B3rmmyji BBepx Henpomm,aeMO, noTOM noammca n CToaa, yrpiOMO ycTaBact 
/bhh3/ Ha chmboh, /KOTOpBiii/ oh HapHCOBan; to draw — pucoeamb). 

symbol ['slmbql], mold [mquld], inscrutably [In'skru:tqbll] 

"Wait!" 

Conan turned, squatted and with his knife began scratching a curious symbol in the 
mold. Stooping to look at it over his shoulder, Balthus felt a crawling of the flesh 
along his spine, he knew not why. He felt no wind against his face, but there was a 
rustling of leaves above them and a weird moaning swept ghostily through the 
branches. Conan glanced up inscrutably, then rose and stood staring somberly 
down at the symbol he had drawn. 

"What is it?" whispered Balthus (hto 3to? — npomenTaa Eamyc). It looked 
archaic and meaningless to him (oh = 3hok Ka3anca apxaHHHbiM h 
SeccMBicjieHHBiM fljia Hero). He supposed that it was his ignorance of artistry 
which prevented his identifying it as one of the conventional designs of some 
prevailing culture (oh npeanoaoacHa, hto 3to 6bijio ero He3HaHHe HCKyccTBa, 
KOTOpoe = nmo ezo meeDtcecmeo Memano eMy OToacaecTBHTb ero Kaic = c o^hhm 
H3 ycnoBHBix 3HUKOB KaKOH-TO rocnoacTByromcH KyjibTypBi; to prevail — 
mopotcecmeoeamb (over), odepotcamb nodedy; docmuzamb i^enu; npeodnadamb, 
zocnodcmeoeamb, npeeanupoeamb). But had he been the most erudite artist in the 
world, he would have been no nearer the solution (ho ecnn 6bi oh 6bijt = ho 6ydb 
oh /dajfce/ caMbiM spyaupoBamibiM xy^omnncoM b MHpe, oh He noaomea 6bi 
banace k pemeHHio). 

archaic [R'kellk], suppose [sq'pquz], ignorance ['Ignqrqns] 
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"What is it?" whispered Balthus. It looked archaic and meaningless to him. He 
supposed that it was his ignorance of artistry which prevented his identifying it as 
one of the conventional designs of some prevailing culture. But had he been the 
most erudite artist in the world, he would have been no nearer the solution. 

"I saw it carved in the rock of a cave no human had visited for a million years," 
muttered Conan (a Bnaea ero BbicewemibiM b cicane nemepbi, /KOTOpyio/ hh oaun 
nenoBeK He noceman b TeneHne MHJiJiHOHa JieT, — npodopMOTan KoHaH), "in the 
uninhabited mountains beyond the Sea of Vilayet, half a world away from this spot 
(b HeodHTaeMbix ropax 3a MOpeM BHJiaiieT, Ha paccToamni b nojiMHpa: «nonMHpa 
npoub» ot 3Toro MecTa). Later I saw a black witch-finder of Kush scratch it in the 
sand of a nameless river (no3>Ke a Buaea, /icaic/ Hepiibiii = nepHOKODicuu HCKaTenb 
Be^tM H3 Kyma Hau,apanaji ero Ha necxe 6e3biMaHHOH pexn). He told me part of 
its meaning — it's sacred to Jhebbal Sag and the creatures which worship him (oh 
paccKa3aji MHe nacTb ero 3HanemHi — 3to CBaiueHHbiH /3Haic/ ^aceSSajia Cara h 
C03AaHHH, KOTOpbie noKJiOHaiOTca eMy). Watch (cmotph)!" 

year [jq:], sacred [’sekrld], watch [wOC] 

"I saw it carved in the rock of a cave no human had visited for a million years," 
muttered Conan, "in the uninhabited mountains beyond the Sea of Vilayet, half a 
world away from this spot. Later I saw a black witch-finder of Kush scratch it in 
the sand of a nameless river. He told me part of its meaning — it’s sacred to 
Jhebbal Sag and the creatures which worship him. Watch!" 

They drew back among the dense foliage some yards away and waited in tense 
silence (ohh OTCTynHJiH cpean = e rycTyio jiHCTBy Ha HecKOJibKO apaoB /npoW h 
ac^ajiH = cmajiu otcdamb b HanpaaceHHoii THHiHHe). To the east drums muttered and 
somewhere to north and west other drums answered (Ha BOCTOxe rnyxo rpoxoTarm 
6apa6aHbi, a rae-TO Ha ceBepe h sanaae OTBenajiH apyrue 6apa6aHbi). Balthus 
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shivered, though he knew long miles of black forest separated him from the grim 
beaters of those drums (BanTyc Bsaponiyr, xotji oh 3Han, / hto/ aourne mhjth 
nepHoro Jieca OTaenajiH ero ot MpanHbix 6apa6aHmHKOB Tex 6apa6aHOB) whose 
dull pulsing was a sinister overture that set the dark stage for bloody drama (neb 
yHBiJiBiH puTMumibiH 6oii 6bijt 3JiOBemeii yBepTiopoH, KOTOpaa roTOBHJia TeMHyio 
cu,eHy ana KpOBaBob apaMbi; to set the stage — eomoeumb ctfeny, Mownupoeamb 
deKopaijuu). 

north [nO:T], overture ['quvqtjuq], drama [drRmq] 

They drew back among the dense foliage some yards away and waited in tense 
silence. To the east drums muttered and somewhere to north and west other drums 
answered. Balthus shivered, though he knew long miles of black forest separated 
him from the grim beaters of those drums whose dull pulsing was a sinister 
overture that set the dark stage for bloody drama. 

Balthus found himself holding his breath (Eamyc o6napy>KHa ce6a 
3aaep>KH Baiouni m abixanne = odnapyotem, mno 3amaun dbixanue). Then with a 
slight shaking of the leaves, the bushes parted (noTOM, c nericHM apoacamreM 
jiHCTbeB, icycTbi pa3omjmcb) and a magnificent panther came into view (h 
noaBHJiacb BiiymuTeabnaa nanrepa; to come into view — nomumbcn). The 
moonlight dappling through the leaves (jiyHHbih cbct, o6pa3ya naTHHCTbiii 
pHcyHOK CKB03b jiHCTba) shone on its glossy coat rippling with the play of the great 
muscles beneath it (SnecTen Ha ee nocHameiica nucype, nepeKaTbiBaacb ot nrpbi 
orpoMHbix MycKynoB noa Heii; to ripple — npoiaeodumb eojmoo6pa3Hbie 
deujtcemin, eojiHoeamb(cn), KOJibixamb( cm)). 

magnificent [mxg'nlflsnt], view [vju:], panther ['pxnTq] 


Myjitm uh 3hi k o hou npoeian Hjibu Opanra www. franklang. ru 


290 



Balthus found himself holding his breath. Then with a slight shaking of the leaves, 
the bushes parted and a magnificent panther came into view. The moonlight 
dappling through the leaves shone on its glossy coat rippling with the play of the 
great muscles beneath it. 

With its head low it glided toward them (c ee ronoBon hii3ko = onycmue aojioey, 
OHa CKOJiB3Hyjia k hum). It was smelling out their trail (oHa BbimoxHBajia nx cjiea). 
Then it halted as if frozen, its muzzle almost touching the symbol cut in the mold 
(3aTeM OHa ocTaHOBHJiacb, cjiobho 3acTbiBiuaa, ee Mopaa nonra icacajiacB 
CHMBOJia, Bbipe3aHHoro b pbixjion 3eMJie). For a long space it crouched motionless; 
it flattened its long body and laid its head on the ground before the mark (aonroe 
BpeMa OHa cnaena HenoaBHamo, OHa pacnpaBHJia CBoe ajunmoe Teno h nojimKHJia 
cbok) ronoBy Ha 3eMJiio nepea mctkoh). And Balthus felt the short hairs stir on his 
scalp (h BanTyc nonyBCTBOBaji, /hto/ ero KOpOTKHe Bonocbi Ha ronoBe 
3ameBenHJiHCb). For the attitude of the great carnivore was one of awe and 
adoration (h6o no3a orpOMHoro xHmHHKa 6bina oaHoii = no30u CTpaxa h 
odo'/Kauua = npeKiumenmi, dnazozoeenun). 

attitude [’xtltju:d], carnivore ['kRnlvO:], awe [O:] 

With its head low it glided toward them. It was smelling out their trail. Then it 
halted as if frozen, its muzzle almost touching the symbol cut in the mold. For a 
long space it crouched motionless; it flattened its long body and laid its head on the 
ground before the mark. And Balthus felt the short hairs stir on his scalp. For the 
attitude of the great carnivore was one of awe and adoration. 

Then the panther rose and backed away carefully, belly almost to the ground 
(3aTeM naHTepa noamuiacb h ocTOpomro noroiTHJiacb, nowra /xacaacb/ opioxoM 
3Cmjih). With his hind-quarters among the bushes he wheeled as if in sudden panic 
and was gone like a flash of dappled light (cBoeii 3aaHen nacTbio cpean icycTOB 
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OHa oroicana Kpyr, cjiobho b HeomiaaHHOH namnce, h nponana, KaK BcnbiuiKa 
naTHHCToro CBeTa; to wheel — onucbieamb Kpyz, noeopanueamb; wheel — 

KOJieco ). 

Balthus mopped his brow with a trembling hand and glanced at Conan (Eairryc 
BBiTep /cBoii/ jio6 nponcameii pyicon n nocMOTpen Ha KoHaHa). 

Then the panther rose and backed away carefully, belly almost to the ground. With 
his hind-quarters among the bushes he wheeled as if in sudden panic and was gone 
like a flash of dappled light. 

Balthus mopped his brow with a trembling hand and glanced at Conan. 

The barbarian's eyes were smoldering with fires that never lit the eyes of men bred 
to the ideas of civilization (rna3a BapBapa TJiejm onunvui, KOTOpbie miKorna He 
ocBemajiH rjia3a moneii, BOcroiTaHHbiH b hhchx u,HBHJiH3au,HH; to light — 
oceeipamb ). In that instant he was all wild, and had forgotten the man at his side (b 
tot mht oh 6biji coBepuieHHO hhkhh h 3a6BiJi o HenoBeice pa^OM c co6oii: «y ero 
6oKa / CTOpOHBi»). In his burning gaze Balthus glimpsed and vaguely recognized 
pristine images and half-embodied memories (b ero ropameM B30pe BanTyc 
yraanen h CMyTHO pacno3Han He3aMyTHeHHBie o6pa3bi h nojiyBonnomeHHBie 
BoenoMHHaHHa), shadows from Life's dawn (Temr c = epeMen paccBeTa )Kh3hh), 
forgotten and repudiated by sophisticated races (3a6biTBie h OTBeprHyrbie 
HCKymeHHbiMH pacaMH) — ancient, primeval fantasms unnamed and nameless 
(npeBmie, nepBobbiTHbie cjDaHTOMbi, 6e3biMaHHbie h Hen3BecTHbie). 

Then the deeper fires were masked and Conan was silently leading the way deeper 
into the forest (noTOM 6ojiee rnydoKne ormr dbirm CKpbiTbi = cKpbuiucb, h KoHaH 
MOJina B03rjiaBJian nyTb / Ben nyTeM rny6>Ke b Jiec). 

smolder ['smquldql, barbarian [bR'bFqrlqn], idea [al'dlq] 
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The barbarian's eyes were smoldering with fires that never lit the eyes of men bred 
to the ideas of civilization. In that instant he was all wild, and had forgotten the 
man at his side. In his burning gaze Balthus glimpsed and vaguely recognized 
pristine images and half-embodied memories, shadows from Life's dawn, forgotten 
and repudiated by sophisticated races — ancient, primeval fantasms unnamed and 
nameless. 

Then the deeper fires were masked and Conan was silently leading the way deeper 
into the forest. 

"We’ve no more to fear from the beasts," he said after a while, "but we've left a 
sign for men to read (HaM He HyacHO Soutine Soutlc a acHBOTHbix, — oh CKa3an 
nepe3 HeKOTOpoe BpeMa, — ho mbi ocTaBHJiH 3Haic ana jnoaeii /htoSbi 
npouHTaTt/). They won't follow our trail very easily (ohh He noifuyT no HarneMy 
Ciieay onem. Jienco), and until they find that symbol they won't know for sure 
we've turned south (h noica ohh /He/ HaiiayT 3tot chmboji, ohh He 6yayr 3HaTt 
HaBepHaica, /hto/ mbi noBepHyim Ha ror). Even then it won't be easy to smell us out 
without the beasts to aid them (aaace Toraa /3to/ SyaeT Henenco BtimoxaTt Hac 6e3 
3Bepeii htoSbi noMont hm = 6e3 noMouju 3eepeu ). But the woods south of the trail 
will be full of warriors looking for us (ho Jieca roacHee TponnHKH SyayT nojiHM 
bohhob, Hmymnx Hac). If we keep moving after daylight, we'll be sure to run into 
some of them (ecjin mbi /Syaeivi/ npoaonacaTb ami avenue nocne paccBeTa, mbi 
HaBepHaKa HaTKHeMca Ha Koro-To H3 hhx; to run into — Hammy muon, nanememb 
ho). As soon as we find a good place we'll hide and wait until another night to 
swing back and make the river (icaic tojibko mbi iiauaeM xopomee MecTO, mbi 
cnpaneMca h noaoacaeM, noica /He/ HacTynnT eme oa,Ha hohb h HanpaBHMca k 
pexe; to make (for) — Hanpaejinmbcn, deuzambcn). We've got to warn Valannus, 
but it won't help him any if we get ourselves killed (mbi aonacHBi npeaynpeanTB 
BanaHHyca, ho /sto/ hhkohm o6pa30M He noMoaceT eMy, ecan mbi cumh nornSHeM; 
to get killed — cmamb ydumbrn, noziSnymb)." 
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while [wall], sign [sain], find [falnd] 


"We've no more to fear from the beasts," he said after a while, "but we’ve left a 
sign for men to read. They won't follow our trail very easily, and until they find 
that symbol they won't know for sure we’ve turned south. Even then it won't be 
easy to smell us out without the beasts to aid them. But the woods south of the trail 
will be full of warriors looking for us. If we keep moving after daylight, we’ll be 
sure to run into some of them. As soon as we find a good place we'll hide and wait 
until another night to swing back and make the river. We’ve got to warn Valannus, 
but it won't help him any if we get ourselves killed." 

"Warn Valannus (npenynpenuTb Banamiyca)?" 

"Hell, the woods along the river are swarming with Piets (a a = npoiommue, Jiec 
b,hojtb peKii khihiit nmcraMH) ! That's why they got us (nooTOMy /ohh/ Hac nocTarm 
= odmapyjicumi). Zogar's brewing war-magic; no mere raid this time (3orap 
totobiit BoeHHyro Marmo, He npocTO penn /Ha/ otot pa3; to brew — eapumb 
(nueo); 3aMbiiwuimb (Mnmejtc, 3aeoeop u m.n.)). He's done something no Piet has 
done in my memory — united as many as fifteen or sixteen clans (oh caeaaa hto- 
to, /aero/ /h e/ Henan hh ohhii nmcr Ha Moefi 11 a math — oSbenunun u,enbix: «Tax 
MHoro Kax» mrniaaHaTb hjth HJCCTiiaaHaTb KnaHOB). His magic did it; they'll 
follow a wizard farther than they will a war-chief (ero Mania cnenana oto, ohii 
noH^yr 3a naponeeM nanbrne, next /ohh noHnyr/ 3a BoeHHbiM BoacneM). You saw 
the mob in the village (th BHfleji cbopume b nocejnce); and there were hundreds 
hiding along the river bank that you didn't see (h 6bijth cothh, npanymHxca baojtb 
6epera peKH, KOTOpbix th He BHflen). More coming, from the farther villages (erne 
Sojibiue npH^eT H3 ^anbHHx ceneHnir). He'll have at least three thousand fighting- 
men (oh 6 y,o,eT hmctb =y neeo 6ydem, no KpaimeH Mepe, TpH Tbicann 6ohh,ob). I 
lay in the bushes and heard their talk as they went past (a neacan b KycTax h 
cjibiman hx pa3roBOp, Koraa ohh npoxoauau mhmo). They mean to attack the fort; 
when, I don’t know, but Zogar doesn't dare delay long (ohh xotmt aTaKOBaTb (JiopT, 
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Kor^a, a He 3Haio, ho 3orap He ocMeruiBaeTca OTKJiaatiBaTt. Haaojiro). He's 
gathered them and whipped them into a frenzy (oh codpaji hx h npHBen hx b 
HencTOBCTBo). If he doesn't lead them into battle quickly, they'll fall to quarreling 
with one another (ecira oh He noBeaeT hx b 6 nTBy StiCTpo, ohh pacnaayTca b 
ccopax = paccopnmcn apyr c apyroM). They're like blood-mad tigers (ohh cjiobho 
KpoBO'/Kaanbie THrpbi). 

brew [bru:], wizard [’wlzqd], chief [Ci:f] 

"Warn Valannus?" 

"Hell, the woods along the river are swarming with Piets! That's why they got us. 
Zogar's brewing war-magic; no mere raid this time. He's done something no Piet 
has done in my memory — united as many as fifteen or sixteen clans. His magic 
did it; they'll follow a wizard farther than they will a war-chief. You saw the mob 
in the village; and there were hundreds hiding along the river bank that you didn't 
see. More coming, from the farther villages. He'll have at least three thousand 
fighting-men. 1 lay in the bushes and heard their talk as they went past. They mean 
to attack the fort; when, I don't know, but Zogar doesn't dare delay long. He's 
gathered them and whipped them into a frenzy. If he doesn't lead them into battle 
quickly, they'll fall to quarreling with one another. They're like blood-mad tigers. 

"I don't know whether they can take the fort or not (a He 3Haio, B03BMyT jih ohh 
(jtopT hjih hct). Anyway, we've got to get back across the river and give the 
warning (icaic 6bi TaM hh 6bijto, mbi aoiDKHbi BepHyrtca uepe3 peicy h aara = 
cdejiamb npeaynpoKaemie). The settlers on the Velitrium road must either get into 
the fort or back to Velitrium (nocejieHu,Bi Ha aopore b BejiHTHpnyM aojhkhbi jih6o 
nonacTB b (j)opT, jih6o BepHyraca b BejiHTpnyM; either ... or ... — jiu6o ..., jiu6o 
...). While the Piets are besieging the fort, war parties will range the road far to the 
east (noxa nmcrbi Syayr ocaacaaTb (j)opT, Boemmie OTpaati 6y,nyT pbicicaTB no 
AOpore ^aneico Ha BOCTOKe) — might even cross Thunder River and raid the 
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thickly settled country behind Velitrium (bo3mo)kho nance nepeceKyT r poMOByio 
peicy n coBepmaT HaneTbi Ha rycTO HaceneHHyK) mccthoctb 3a BenHTpHyMOM)." 

whether ['weDq], warning ['wO:nIN], country ['kAntrl] 

"I don't know whether they can take the fort or not. Anyway, we’ve got to get back 
across the river and give the warning. The settlers on the Velitrium road must 
either get into the fort or back to Velitrium. While the Piets are besieging the fort, 
war parties will range the road far to the east — might even cross Thunder River 
and raid the thickly settled country behind Velitrium." 

As he talked he was leading the way deeper and deeper into the ancient wilderness 
(noKa oh roBOpHJi, oh Ben rnydnee h rnydnee b npeBmre nmore nedpn). Presently 
he grunted with satisfaction (HeicoTOpoe Bpeivia enyern oh npOMbiuan c 
y^OBneTBOpeHHeM). They had reached a spot where the underbrush was more 
scattered (ohh nocTHran MecTa, rne nonnecoic 6bin donee penKHii), and an 
outcropping of stone was visible, wandering off southward (h 6 wn BHneH Bbixon 
KaMHa /odHanceHHe KaMeHHoir rioponbi/, OTKnona b in h iica Ha ror). Balthus felt more 
secure as they followed it (Eanryc nonyBCTBOBan /ceda/ donee yBepeHHbiM, icorna 
ohh nocnenoBann 3a hhm = ebixodoM). Not even a Piet could trail them over naked 
rock (.nance nuicr He Mor BbicnennTb hx no ronoir cicane). 

"How did you get away?" he asked presently (icaic tbi Bbidpancn? — enpoenn oh 
nepe3 HeKOTOpoe BpeMn). 

Conan tapped his mail-shirt and helmet (KoHaH nocTynan /no/ CBoeii Konbnyre h 
mneMy). 

talk [tO:k], visible [’vlzlbl], secure [sl'kjuq] 

As he talked he was leading the way deeper and deeper into the ancient wilderness. 
Presently he grunted with satisfaction. They had reached a spot where the 
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underbrush was more scattered, and an outcropping of stone was visible, 
wandering off southward. Balthus felt more secure as they followed it. Not even a 
Piet could trail them over naked rock. 

"How did you get away?" he asked presently. 

Conan tapped his mail-shirt and helmet. 

"If more borderers would wear harness there'd be fewer skulls hanging on the altar- 
huts (ecjin 6bi SojiBine norpaHmmmcoB hochjiii ^ocnexn, 6bijio 6bi MeHBine 
nepenoB, bhchluhx Ha xu/Kiinax c airrapaMH). But most men make noise if they 
wear armor (ho Sojibihiihctbo Jiroaeii co3,zjaK)T myM, ecnn ohh hoc^t = na hux 
jiaTBi). They were waiting on each side of the path, without moving (/ohh/ acaajrn c 
ohenx ctopoh TponBi, He aBHraacu: «6e3 a,BH5KeHHa»). And when a Piet stands 
motionless, the very beasts of the forest pass him without seeing him (a Korvja 
nHKT ctoht HenoaBHmio, .zjaace TBapH neca npoxoaaT mhmo Hero, He 3aMenaa 
ero). They'd seen us crossing the river and got in their places (ohh BHaenn Hac, 
nepeceicaioiuHx = kcik mm nepeceKanu peicy h craim no MecTaM). If they'd gone 
into ambush after we left the bank, I'd have had some hint of it (ecjin 6bi ohh ceira 
b sacaay, nocne Toro Rax mbi noKHHyjm 6eper, a 6bi HMen = nonyecmeoeaji KaKOH- 
to HaMex /3Toro/). But they were waiting, and not even a leaf trembled (ho ohh 
>K,najiH, h ^a>Ke jihcthk He aporayn). The devil himself couldn't have suspected 
anything (caM ataBOJi He Mor 6bi 3ano,no3pHTB = He 3anodo3pun 6 m Hnnero). The 
first suspicion I had was when I heard a shaft rasp against a bow as it was pulled 
back (nepBoe noA03peHiie a HMen = y Mena 603hukjio, xor^a a ycjiBimaji CKpe^KeT 
CTpenBi o Jiyx, Kor^a OHa 6Bina orraHyTa = ee ommmuecuiu; to pull back — 
ommmueamb). I dropped and yelled for the men behind me to drop, but they were 
too slow, taken by surprise like that (a ynan h 3aKpHnan jnoaaM 3a mhoh na^aTB, 
ho ohh 6bijih cjthihkom Me/iJieHHBie, 3acTHrHyTBie bot Tax Bpacnnox; to take by 
surprise — 3acmueHymb epacwiox). 

wear [wFq], armor [’Rmq], leaf [li:f] 
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"If more borderers would wear harness there'd be fewer skulls hanging on the altar- 
huts. But most men make noise if they wear armor. They were waiting on each 
side of the path, without moving. And when a Piet stands motionless, the very 
beasts of the forest pass him without seeing him. They'd seen us crossing the river 
and got in their places. If they'd gone into ambush after we left the bank, I'd have 
had some hint of it. But they were waiting, and not even a leaf trembled. The devil 
himself couldn't have suspected anything. The first suspicion I had was when I 
heard a shaft rasp against a bow as it was pulled back. I dropped and yelled for the 
men behind me to drop, but they were too slow, taken by surprise like that. 

"Most of them fell at the first volley that raked us from both sides (bontumHCTBO 
hx najm npn nepBOM 3anne, KOTOpBin odcTpejrajr = naKpuji Hac c o6enx ctopoh). 
Some of the arrows crossed the trail and struck Piets on the other side (HeKOTOpBie 
H3 CTpen nepeaeTejiH Tpony n nopa3HJin uhktob Ha apyroir CTOpOHe). I heard them 
howl (a cjTBiinan hx bbitb = ux eou )." He grinned with vicious satisfaction (oh 
ocKajTHnca co 3jtbim yaoBjreTBOpeHHeM). "Such of us as were left plunged into the 
woods and closed with them (Te H3 Hac, hto ocTanncB, SpocHnncr, b nee h 
BCTynHJTH b 6 opr,6y c hhmh; to close with — ecmynumb e 6opb6y c ). When I saw 
the others were all down or taken, I broke through and outfooted the painted devils 
through the darkness (icoraa a yBuaea, /hto/ ocTaatHBie Bee nonidau huh B3aTbi b 
mreH 1 , a npopBaaca h OTbnjrca ot pacKpameHHbix aeMOHOB bo TbMe). They were 
all around me (ohh Smith noBCioay BOKpyr MeHn). I ran and crawled and sneaked 
(a Seacan h noji3, h Kpaaca), and sometimes I lay on my belly under the bushes 
while they passed me on all sides (a imoraa a Jieacan Ha acHBOTe no# KycTaMH, 

nOKa OHH npOXOaHJTH MHMO MeHa CO BCeX CTOpOH). 

vicious ['vISqs], belly [’bell], all [0:1] 


i Eme mo act 6i>m> aiiaMeiiHe: 6sm> nopaAcmiuM. 
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"Most of them fell at the first volley that raked us from both sides. Some of the 
arrows crossed the trail and struck Piets on the other side. I heard them howl." He 
grinned with vicious satisfaction. "Such of us as were left plunged into the woods 
and closed with them. When I saw the others were all down or taken, I broke 
through and outfooted the painted devils through the darkness. They were all 
around me. I ran and crawled and sneaked, and sometimes I lay on my belly under 
the bushes while they passed me on all sides. 

"I tried for the shore and found it lined with them, waiting for just such a move (a 
ycTpeMHJica k 6epery n o6iiapy>KHa, /hto/ oh 3anojmeH hmh, '/KaymuMu Kaic pa3 
TaKoro xoaa). But I’d have cut my way through and taken a chance on swimming 
(ho a npodHJica 6li h HcnpodoBan 6m rnaHC nepenjiMTb /peicy/), only I heard the 
drums pounding in the village and knew they'd taken somebody alive (tojibko a 
ycjiMiuaji 6apa6am>i, rpoxonymne b nocejnce, h 3Haji, hto ohh B3ajm Koro-To 
5KHBbeM). 

move [mu:v], pound [paundl, alive [q'lalv] 

"I tried for the shore and found it lined with them, waiting for just such a move. 
But I’d have cut my way through and taken a chance on swimming, only I heard 
the drums pounding in the village and knew they'd taken somebody alive. 

"They were all so engrossed in Zogar's magic that I was able to climb the wall 
behind the altar-hut (ohh 6bijih Bee Tax yBJieHeHM Marneii 3orapa, hto a cmot 
B3o6paTE,ca Ha CTeHy 3a xhjkhhoh c airrapeM). There was a warrior supposed to be 
watching at that point (TaM 6mjt bohh, /kotopmh/ aoiDKeH 6bijt iiadmonaTb b tom 
MecTe), but he was squatting behind the hut and peering around the corner at the 
ceremony (ho oh cnaen Ha KOpTOHKax 3a xhjkhhoh h noflCMaTpHBaji H3-3a yrna 3a 
iiepeMOHnen). I came up behind him and broke his neck with my hands before he 
knew what was happening (a noaomen k HeMy c3a,HH h cnoMaji eMy mem /mohmh/ 


Mvji t m im 3 hi k o so it npoeian Hjibu OpanKci www. franklang. ru 


299 



pyrcaMH npejK^e, HeM oh nomui, hto npOHCxo^HT). It was his spear I threw into the 
snake, and that's his ax you're carrying (oto /6bijio/ ero Konue a bpocnji b 3Mea, h 
oto ero Tonop tbi HeceniB)." 

able [elbl], squat [skwOt], ceremony ['serlmqnl] 

"They were all so engrossed in Zogar’s magic that I was able to climb the wall 
behind the altar-hut. There was a warrior supposed to be watching at that point, but 
he was squatting behind the hut and peering around the corner at the ceremony. I 
came up behind him and broke his neck with my hands before he knew what was 
happening. It was his spear I threw into the snake, and that’s his ax you're 
carrying." 

"But what was that — that thing you killed in the altar-hut?" asked Balthus, with a 
shiver at the memory of the dim-seen horror (ho hto sto 6bijto — Ta TBapB, 
/KOTOpyio/ tbi ybHJi b xHJKHHe c ajiTapeM? — cnpocnji Eairryc c coflporamieM npn 
BOCnOMHHaHHH O HeUCHO BHflHMOM HyflHHie). 

"One of Zogar’s gods (o^hh H3 6oroB 3orapa). One of Jhebbal’s children that didn't 
remember and had to be kept chained to the altar (o^hh H3 ^eTeii ,H>Ke66ajia, 
KOTOpBie He noMHHJiH h aojdkhbi gbiJiH 6bitb npHKOBaHHBiMH k ajiTapio). A bull 
ape (caMeu, o6e3BHHBi). The Piets think they're sacred to the Hairy One who lives 
on the moon — the gorilla-god of Gullah (nmcTBi AyMaiOT, /hto/ ohh nocBameHBi 
BonocaTOMy, KOTOpBiii jkhbct Ha nyHe — ropHJina-6or Tyna). 

"It's getting light (/oho/ CBeTaeT). Here's a good place to hide until we see how 
close they're on our trail (bot xopomee MecTO, /hto6bi/ cnpaTaTBca, noica mbi /He/ 
yBH^HM = y3HaeM, xax 6jih3ko ohh no/toSpajiHCB k HaM / H^yr no HameMy cneAy). 
Probably have to wait until night to break back to the river (bo3mo)kho, npuaeTCH 
no/to>KflaTB a o hohh, hto6bi noBepHyTB Ha3afl k pexe)." 

bull [bVl], gorilla [gq'rllq], probably [’prObqbll] 
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"But what was that — that thing you killed in the altar-hut?" asked Balthus, with a 
shiver at the memory of the dim-seen horror. 

"One of Zogar's gods. One of Jhebbal's children that didn't remember and had to be 
kept chained to the altar. A bull ape. The Piets think they're sacred to the Hairy 
One who lives on the moon — the gorilla-god of Gullah. 

"It's getting light. Here's a good place to hide until we see how close they're on our 
trail. Probably have to wait until night to break back to the river." 

A low hill pitched upward, girdled and covered with thick trees and bushes 
(HeBblCOKHH XOJIM TJfflyjICa BBepX, OKpyjKeHHBIH H nOKpbITblH ryCTbIMH 
flepeBbaMH h KycTaiviH). Near the crest Conan slid into a tangle of jutting rocks, 
crowned by dense bushes (B03Jie BepimiHbi KoHaH CKOJib3Hyn b nyTammy 
BbiCTynaiomux Karmen, yBeimainibix rycTbiMH KycTaMn). Lying among them they 
could see the jungle below without being seen (ne^Ka Me)K£,y hhmh, ohm Mornn 
BH^eTb ^>KyHrjiH BHH3y, He Sy^yuH bh^hmbimh). It was a good place to hide or 
defend (oto 6bino xopomee MecTO, /hto6bi/ npHTaTbca hjih odopomiTbca). Balthus 
did not believe that even a Piet could have trailed them over the rocky ground for 
the past four or five miles (Eajrryc He Bepmi, hto aa>xe nHKT Mor BbicneaHTb hx no 
CKajiHCToii noHBe Ha npoTHVKeiniH npomnbix weTbipex hjih uhth mhjtb), but he was 
afraid of the beasts that obeyed Zogar Sag (ho oh Soanca TBapeii, KOTOpbie 
noBHHOBajiHCb 3orap Cary). His faith in the curious symbol wavered a little now 
(ero Bepa b HeodbiHHbiH chmboji HeMHoro noKOJiedajiacb Tenepb). But Conan had 
dismissed the possibility of beasts tracking them (ho KoHaH otSpochjt 
B03M05KH0CTB npecjieAOBaHHa hx 3BepaMH = nmo 3eepu ux npeaiedywm). 

upward ['Apwqd], without [wI'Daut], faith [felT] 

A low hill pitched upward, girdled and covered with thick trees and bushes. Near 
the crest Conan slid into a tangle of jutting rocks, crowned by dense bushes. Lying 
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among them they could see the jungle below without being seen. It was a good 
place to hide or defend. Balthus did not believe that even a Piet could have trailed 
them over the rocky ground for the past four or five miles, but he was afraid of the 
beasts that obeyed Zogar Sag. His faith in the curious symbol wavered a little now. 
But Conan had dismissed the possibility of beasts tracking them. 

A ghostly whiteness spread through the dense branches (npropamraa 6ejiH3Ha 
pacnpocTepJiacL ckbo3e. rycTbie bctbii); the patches of sky visible altered in hue, 
grew from pink to blue (nocicyTKH bh^hmoto He6a Memum ottchkh, nepexo^HJiH 
ot po30Boro k cimeMy). Balthus felt the gnawing of hunger, though he had slaked 
his thirst at a stream they had skirted (Eamyc nouyBCTBOBaji Tep3amie rojio,na, 
xoth oh yTOJiHJi CBOK) 5Ka>K,ny y pyHbH, /KOTOpBih/ ohh oSohijih; skirt — iookci; 
nonoca, KaiiMa; to skirt — odxodumb npyzoM, udmu edonb Kpan). There was 
complete silence, except for an occasional chirp of a bird (6r»iJia = cmoma 
adcojiiOTHaa THimiHa, 3a HCKaioueHneM mebeTaHba nTHH,bi Bpeivra ot BpeMeHn). 
The drums were no longer to be heard (6apa6aHOB Sojibiue He 6bijto cjibihiho). 
Balthus' thoughts reverted to the grim scene before the altar-hut (mbicjih Baaryca 
BepHyjiHCb k MpauHOH cu,eHe nepe/t xhjkhhoh c airrapeM). 

hue [hju:], gnaw [nO:j, thirst [Tq:st] 

A ghostly whiteness spread through the dense branches; the patches of sky visible 
altered in hue, grew from pink to blue. Balthus felt the gnawing of hunger, though 
he had slaked his thirst at a stream they had skirted. There was complete silence, 
except for an occasional chirp of a bird. The drums were no longer to be heard. 
Balthus' thoughts reverted to the grim scene before the altar-hut. 

"Those were ostrich plumes Zogar Sag wore," he said (oto 6buiH CTpayciiHbie 
nepba, /KOTOpbie/ hochji = na 3orap Care, — CKa3aji oh; to wear — nocumb 
(odeotcdy)). "I've seen them on the helmets of knights who rode from the East to 
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visit the barons of the marches (a BHaen hx Ha mneMax pbipapeii, xoTOpbie 
cxaxann c BOCTOxa, /hto6bi/ HaBecraTb SaponoB Mapxn; to ride — CKciKamb, 
examb eepxoM). There are no ostriches in this forest, are there (b btom Jiecy HeT 
CTpayeoB, ecTt, TaM = ne ma.Kjiu)V 

wore [wO:], knight [nalt], visit [Vizit] 

"Those were ostrich plumes Zogar Sag wore," he said. "I've seen them on the 
helmets of knights who rode from the East to visit the barons of the marches. There 
are no ostriches in this forest, are there?" 

"They came from Kush," answered Conan (ohh npHiunn = nonanu aoda H3 Kyma, 
— OTBeTHJi KoHaH). "West of here, many marches, lies the seashore (Ha 3anaae 
OTCioaa, /bo/ mho nix nepexoaax nencmr 6eper mo pa). Ships from Zingara 
occasionally come and trade weapons and ornaments and wine to the coastal tribes 
for skins and copper ore and gold dust (xopadnn H3 3nHrapbi BpeMa ot BpeMemi 
npnxoaaT h odMeniiBaiOT opyncne, yxpameHHa h bhho y npndpencHbix nneiMen Ha 
mKypBi, MeaHyio pyay h 30jiotoh necox). Sometimes they trade ostrich plumes 
they got from the Stygians (mroraa ohh MemnoT CTpaycmmie nepba, xoTOptie ohh 
nonyHHJiH y cththhucb), who in turn got them from the black tribes of Kush, 
which lies south of Stygia (xoTOptie b cboio onepeat nojiyuHJiH hx ot nepHbix 
nneMeH Kyma, xoTOpbiii neacHT = naxodumcn roacHee Cththh). The Pictish 
shamans place great store by them (nmcrcxHe maMaHbi nnaTaT mhoto 3a hhx; to 
place — emadbieamb, evuiadbieamb denbeu / Kanuman denamb, pa3Meujamb 3axa3; 
great store — Oojibiuoe Kommecmeo, dojibiuue cpedcmea ). But there's much risk in 
such trade (ho ecTb SojibinoH pncx b Taxon TOproBJie). The Piets are too likely to 
try to seize the ship (nnxTbi Bnojme Moryr nonbiTaTbca 3axBaTHTb xopaSnb; to be 
likely to V — eeponmno cdemmb nmo-n.). And the coast is dangerous to ships (a 
nobepeacbe onacHO ana xopadnen). I've sailed along it when I was with the pirates 
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of the Barachan Isles, which lie southwest of Zingara (a xo^HJiBAOJib Hero, Kor^a 
a 6 b>iji c nHpaTaMH BapaxcKHx ocrpoBOB, KOTOpbie neacaT Ha ioro-BOCTOKe ot 
3HHrapbi)." 

weapon [’wepqn], Isles [’allz], lie [lal] 

"They came from Kush," answered Conan. "West of here, many marches, lies the 
seashore. Ships from Zingara occasionally come and trade weapons and ornaments 
and wine to the coastal tribes for skins and copper ore and gold dust. Sometimes 
they trade ostrich plumes they got from the Stygians, who in turn got them from 
the black tribes of Kush, which lies south of Stygia. The Pictish shamans place 
great store by them. But there's much risk in such trade. The Piets are too likely to 
try to seize the ship. And the coast is dangerous to ships. I've sailed along it when I 
was with the pirates of the Barachan Isles, which lie southwest of Zingara." 

Balthus looked at his companion with admiration (Eamyc nocMOTpen Ha CBoero 
cnyTHHKa c BOCxinueHHeM). 

"I knew you hadn't spent your life on this frontier (a 3Haji, /hto/ tm He npOBen 
cbok) 5KH3HB Ha 3toh rpamm,e). You've mentioned several far places (tm 
ynoMaHyn hcckojibko AajieKHx mcct). You've traveled widely (tm nyTemecTBOBaji 
mnpoKO =MH020)T 

frontier [’frAntlq], mention [’menSn], widely [’waldll] 

Balthus looked at his companion with admiration. 

"I knew you hadn't spent your life on this frontier. You've mentioned several far 
places. You've traveled widely?" 


i He 3a6MBairre, hto MopjtKH He roBopsT «nnaBaTt». Ohh ynoTpeO-iaiOT cjiobo «xo/ihti>». npn otom HopoBaT 
cocTpHTB no noBO/iy toto, mno nnaBaeT. I lo-mmy: to sail — xo/ihtb no/t napycaMH, xo/pm> Ha Kopa6ne. 


Myn b m uh 3 hi k o so it npoeKm Hjibu OpaHKa www. franklang. ru 


304 




"I've roamed far; farther than any other man of my race ever wandered (a 
CTpaHCTBOBan flaneico, carmine, neM Kor^a-JiHSo CKHTanea jho6oh ^pyroir nenoBeK 
Moeir pacbi; to roam, to wander — cmpancmeoeamb, CKumambcn, dpodumb). I've 
seen all the great cities of the Hyborians, the Shemites, the Stygians, and the 
Hyrkanians (a BH^en Bee Bejimcne ropo,zta xaii6opHHH,eB, meMHTOB, CTHrmmeB n 
rnpKaHn,eB). I’ve roamed in the unknown countries south of the black kingdoms of 
Kush, and east of the Sea of Vilayet (a CTpaHCTBOBaji b = no Hen3BecTHBiM 
CTpaHaM macHee nepHBix KOponeBCTB Kyma n Ha BOCTOKe ot Mopa BujiaiieT). I’ve 
been a mercenary captain, a corsair, a kozak, a penniless vagabond, a general — 
hell (a 6biji KanmuHOM HaeMHHKOB, KOpcapOM, ko30kom, hhiuhm Spoflaroii, 
reHepanoM — ap = npoKjinmue), I've been everything except a king of a civilized 
country, and I may be that, before I die (a 6bijt bccm, KpOMe Kopoaa 
u,HBHJiH30BaHHoii CTpaHbi, h a, MoaceT, 6y/ty hm: «tcm», npeac^e neM /a/ yMpy)." 
The fancy pleased him, and he grinned hardly (BBmyMKa ,n,ocTaBHJia eMy 
yAOBoaBCTBHe, h oh yxMbiJibHynca nepe3 CHJiy). Then he shrugged his shoulders 
and stretched his mighty figure on the rocks (3aTeM oh noacaa /cbohmh/ naenaMH h 
pacnpocTep cboio Morynyio (jmrypy Ha Kaxmax). "This is as good a life as any (oto 
nouTH Taxaa ace acH3HB, Kaic h BcaKaa Ip pyraa/; as good as — ece paeno nmo, 
nonmu, (panmunecKu). I don’t know how long I'll stay on the frontier; a week, a 
month, a year (a He 3Haio, Kaic ^ojiro a ocTaHyct = npodydy Ha rpaHHu,e — 
Heflejiio, Mecau,, rop). I have a roving foot (a Henoce^a: «a HMeio dpoflanyio 
Hory»). But it’s as well on the border as anywhere (ho /3to / Tax ace xopomo Ha 
rpamm,e, xax r^e 6bi to hh 6biJio)." 

roam [rqum], wander [’wOndq], please [pli:z] 

"I've roamed far; farther than any other man of my race ever wandered. I’ve seen 
all the great cities of the Hyborians, the Shemites, the Stygians, and the 
Hyrkanians. I've roamed in the unknown countries south of the black kingdoms of 
Kush, and east of the Sea of Vilayet. I’ve been a mercenary captain, a corsair, a 
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kozak, a penniless vagabond, a general — hell, I've been everything except a king 
of a civilized country, and I may be that, before I die." The fancy pleased him, and 
he grinned hardly. Then he shrugged his shoulders and stretched his mighty figure 
on the rocks. "This is as good a life as any. I don't know how long I'll stay on the 
frontier; a week, a month, a year. I have a roving foot. But it’s as well on the border 
as anywhere." 

Balthus set himself to watch the forest below them (Eairryc npunaaca iiadmoaaTb 
3a necoM mi/Ke hhx). Momentarily he expected to see fierce painted faces thrust 
through the leaves (b jho6oh momcht oh mKHaan yBHaeTb, /kslk/ CBHpenbie 
pacKpamemmie ruma npocoBbiBaiOTca CKB03b jihctbh). But as the hours passed no 
stealthy footfall disturbed the brooding quiet (ho no Mepe Toro, Kan npoxoanjin 
nacbi, HHKaKOH ocTopo'/Kiibiii 3Byx maroB /He/ noTpeBomui HaBncmyio THmimy). 
Balthus believed the Piets had missed their trail and given up the chase (Eamyc 
nonaran, / hto/ hhktbi noTepaim hx cnea h dpocHJiH = npeKpamwiu noroHio). 
Conan grew restless (KoHaH CTan SecnoKOHHbiM). 

"We should have sighted parties scouring the woods for us (mbi aojmHbi Sbijih 
yBHaeTb OTpa^bi, nponecbiBaiomHe Jieca b noncKax Hac). If they've quit the chase, 
it’s because they're after bigger game (ecjin ohh npeKpaTHJin noroHio, 3to noTOMy 
hto ohh Inpyr/ 3a 6ojiee KpynHoii anubio). They may be gathering to cross the 
river and storm the fort (ohh, bo3mo>kho, coSnpaiOTca nepecenb peicy h 

mTypMOBaTb (j)opT)." 

brood [bru:d], chase [Cels], cross [krOs] 

Balthus set himself to watch the forest below them. Momentarily he expected to 
see fierce painted faces thrust through the leaves. But as the hours passed no 
stealthy footfall disturbed the brooding quiet. Balthus believed the Piets had 
missed their trail and given up the chase. Conan grew restless. 
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"We should have sighted parties scouring the woods for us. If they've quit the 
chase, it’s because they're after bigger game. They may be gathering to cross the 
river and storm the fort." 

"Would they come this far south if they lost the trail (ohh 3amjin 6m Tax aajiexo 
/Ha/ ior, ecjiH 6bi noTepaim cjiea; this far — maK daneKo)V 
"They've lost the trail, all right; otherwise they'd have been on our necks before 
now (ohh noTepanH Ham cjiea, Bnojme = ohu deucmeumejibno nomepmu caed, 
imane ohii 6m y>xe HaSpocnjiHCb Ha Hac: «6mjih 6bi Ha Haurax rneax po ceHnac»). 
Under ordinary circumstances they'd scour the woods for miles in every direction 
(b o6mhhmx o6cToaTejiBCTBax ohh 6bi nponecajiH Jieca Ha mhjth bo Bcex 
HanpaBJieHHax). Some of them should have passed within sight of this hill 
(llCKOTOpbie H3 HHX aOJHKHBI 6bIJTH npOHTH B npefleJiaX BHaHMOCTH C OTOTO 

xojiMa). They must be preparing to cross the river (ohh, HaBepHoe, roTOBaTca 
nepecewb pexy). We've got to take a chance and make for the river (HaM HyacHO 
nonMTaTb maHC = nonumambCH h HanpaBHTbca k pexe)." 

otherwise [’ADqwalz], scour [skauq], must [mAst] 

"Would they come this far south if they lost the trail?" 

"They've lost the trail, all right; otherwise they'd have been on our necks before 
now. Under ordinary circumstances they'd scour the woods for miles in every 
direction. Some of them should have passed without sight of this hill. They must 
be preparing to cross the river. We've got to take a chance and make for the river." 

Creeping down the rocks Balthus felt his flesh crawl between his shoulders as he 
momentarily expected a withering blast of arrows from the green masses above 
them (Kpaaact bhh3 no cxanaM = cnycKancb Kpadymicb no cnajiaM, Eairryc 
nonyBCTBOBaji, /k ax/ no ero Teny noSejxajiH Mypamxn, xor^a oh Ha cexyHay 
npe,ztCTaBHji ry6HTejn>HMH noTOx CTpen H3 3eneHMx Mace Ha# hhmh; to wither — 
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uccywamb; ymmmojfcamb). He feared that the Piets had discovered them and were 
lying about in ambush (oh Sohjich, hto nmcTBi odiiapyacHJiH hx h jieacaT b 3acaae). 
But Conan was convinced no enemies were near, and the Cimmerian was right (ho 
KoHaH 6 bin ydeacaen, / hto/ HHicaKHx BparoB /h e/ 6bijio = Hem nodjiroocTH, h 
KHMMepneu, 6biJi npaB). 

momentarily ['mqumqntqrlll], ambush ['xmbVS], enemy ['enlml] 

Creeping down the rocks Balthus felt his flesh crawl between his shoulders as he 
momentarily expected a withering blast of arrows from the green masses above 
them. He feared that the Piets had discovered them and were lying about in 
ambush. But Conan was convinced no enemies were near, and the Cimmerian was 
right. 

"We're miles to the south of the village," grunted Conan (mbi /b/ mhjihx k lory ot 
nocemca, — npoSypnan KoHaH). "We'll hit straight through for the river (mbi 
6yaeM npodHBaTBca npaMO k peice). I don’t know how far down the river they've 
spread (a He 3Haio, Kaic aaneico bhh3 no peice ohh pacnpocTpaHHJiHCB; to spread — 
pacnpocmpamunbcn). We'll hope to hit it below them (/mbi/ dyneivi naaenTBca, 
/hto/ HaTKHeMca = euudeM Ha Hee HHace hhx)." 

With haste that seemed reckless to Balthus they hurried eastward (co cneuiKoii, 
KOTOpaa Ka3ajiacr> 6e3paccynHoii EajiTycy, ohh nocneiHHJTH /Ha/ boctok). The 
woods seemed empty of life (nee Ka3anca nycTBiM ot >kh3hh = ebmepuiuM). Conan 
believed that all the Piets were gathered in the vicinity of Gwawela, if, indeed, they 
had not already crossed the river (KoHaH nonaraji, hto Bee nrocTBi codparmcB 
b6hh3h TBaBeaBi, ecjrn, b caMOM aeae, ohh yace He nepecexaH pexy). He did not 
believe they would cross in the daytime, however (oh He ayMaa, OAHaKO, /hto/ ohh 
nepenpaBHTca b aneBHoe BpeMa). 

spread [spred], reckless f'reklls], vicinity [vl'slnltl] 
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"We're miles to the south of the village," grunted Conan. "We’ll hit straight through 
for the river. I don't know how far down the river they've spread. We'll hope to hit 
it below them." 

With haste that seemed reckless to Balthus they hurried eastward. The woods 
seemed empty of life. Conan believed that all the Piets were gathered in the 
vicinity of Gwawela, if, indeed, they had not already crossed the river. He did not 
believe they would cross in the daytime, however. 

"Some woodsman would be sure to see them and give the alarm (icaKOH-HHSyflb 
jiecHon jKHTejit HaBepmnca yBH,ne.Ji 6bi hx ii no^mui 6bi TpeBory). They'll cross 
above and below the fort, out of sight of the sentries (ohh nepenpaBaTca Bbirne h 
HiDKe (j)opTa, BHe bhtthmocth nacoBbix). Then others will get in canoes and make 
straight across for the river wall (noTOM ^pyrne 3a6epyrca b icaHOO h HanpaBaTca 
npaMO k peuHOH CTeHe = cmene, ebixodmpeu na peKy). As soon as they attack, 
those hidden in the woods on the east shore will assail the fort from the other sides 
(icaK TOJibKO ohh aTaxyiOT, ItqI cnpaTaBumeca b Jiecy Ha boctohhom no6epe>Kbe 
Hana^yr Ha (j)opT c ^pyrnx ctopoh). They've tried that before, and got the guts 
shot and hacked out of them (ohh npoSoBann oto paHbiue, h hm noBbinycKanH 
kh ttt kh: «ohh nojiymuiH khuikii npocTpejieHHbiMH h Bbipe3aHHbiMH»). But this 
time they've got enough men to make a real onslaught of it (ho /Ha/ 3tot pa3 ohh 
HMeiOT = y hux AOCTaTOHHO jnofleH, /uTobbi/ npOH3BecTH HacToamyio araicy Ha 
Hero)." 

alarm [q’lRml, attack [q'txk], onslaught [’OnslO:t] 

"Some woodsman would be sure to see them and give the alarm. They'll cross 
above and below the fort, out of sight of the sentries. Then others will get in canoes 
and make straight across for the river wall. As soon as they attack, those hidden in 
the woods on the east shore will assail the fort from the other sides. They've tried 
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that before, and got the guts shot and hacked out of them. But this time they've got 
enough men to make a real onslaught of it." 

They pushed on without pausing, though Balthus gazed longingly at the squirrels 
flitting among the branches (ohh npoaBuraimcb 6 e 3 ocTaHOBOK, xotji Eairryc 
rjia^en jRa^HO Ha Sejioic, MejibicaioiHHx cpe^H BeTBeii), which he could have 
brought down with a cast of his ax (KOTOpbix oh Mor 6 bi c6htb SpocKOM CBoero 
Tonopa). With a sigh he drew up his broad belt (co b3^oxom oh noATaHyn cboh 
mnpoKHH peMeHb). The everlasting silence and gloom of the primitive forest was 
beginning to depress him (nocToaHHaa Tiimima h MpaK nepBodbiTHoro Jieca 
HanHHajiH yrHeTaTb ero). He found himself thinking of the open groves and sun- 
dappled meadows of the Tauran (oh Hamen ce 6 a .nyMaiomHM = oh nouMan ce6n na 
moM, nmo dyMaem o TaypaHCKHx OTKpbiTbix pom,ax h Jiyrax b connemibix 
naTHax), of the bluff cheer of his father's steep-thatched, diamond-paned house (o 
rpySoBaTO-cepfleuHOM Becenbe KpbiToro cojiomoh pOMdoBH^Horo ^OMa ero OTH,a), 
of the fat cows browsing through the deep lush grass (o KOpOBax, Hecnenmo 
BbionpaiouHix rycTyio comiyio TpaBy), and the hearty fellowship of the brawny, 
bare-armed plowmen and herdsmen (h 06 HCKpeHHeii ^pyacde MycKyrmcTbix 
naxapeii h nacTyxoB c OTKpbiTbiMH lj \o naew/ pyKaiviM). 

though [Dqu], grove [grquv], meadow ['medqu] 

They pushed on without pausing, though Balthus gazed longingly at the squirrels 
flitting among the branches, which he could have brought down with a cast of his 
ax. With a sigh he drew up his broad belt. The everlasting silence and gloom of the 
primitive forest was beginning to depress him. He found himself thinking of the 
open groves and sun-dappled meadows of the Tauran, of the bluff cheer of his 
father's steep-thatched, diamond-paned house, of the fat cows browsing through 
the deep lush grass, and the hearty fellowship of the brawny, bare-armed plowmen 
and herdsmen. 
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He felt lonely, in spite of his companion (oh nyBCTBOBaji ceda o^hhoko, HecMOTpa 
Ha CBoero cnyiHHxa). Conan was as much a part of this wilderness as Balthus was 
alien to it (HacKOJiBKO KoHaH 6bijt nacTBio othx ^hkhx mcct, HacTOJiBKO Eairryc 
6bijt nyacaxoM 3,n,ecB). The Cimmerian might have spent years among the great 
cities of the world (bo3mo>xho, KHMMepHeu, npoBen to^bi cpe^H = e BermxHx 
ropo^ax MHpa); he might have walked with the rulers of civilization (bo3mo>xho, 
oh rynaji c npaBiiTenaMH u,HBHJiH3au,HH); he might even achieve his wild whim 
some day and rule as king of a civilized nation (bo3mo>xho, oh ,na>xe aoSbctcb 
/ncnojmeHHa/ CBoeii hukoh npHnyuBi oana>KaBi h dyneT npaBiiTB, icaic KOponB 
u,HBHJiH30BaHH0H CTpaHBi) ; stranger things had happened (donee CTpaHHBie Be mu 
ejiynajiHCB = aiynanucb eeipu u donee cmpanubie). But he was no less a barbarian 
(ho oh bum He xeM hhbim, icaic BapBapOM). He was concerned only with the naked 
fundamentals of life (oh iniTepecoBanca jihihb tojibimh '/KusnemiBiMii ocHOBaMH). 
The warm intimacies of small, kindly things (TennBie djiH3XHe OTHOineHHa H3 
npHBTHBix Menoweii: «MajieHBXHx npmmiBix Bemeii»), the sentiments and 
delicious trivialities that make up so much of civilized men's lives were 
meaningless to him (nyBCTBa h npenecTHBie daHanBHOCTH, KOTOpBie cocTaBmnoT 
Tax MHOrO B 5KH3HH H,HBHJlH30BaHHBIX JHOfleH, dBIJIH deCCMBICJieHHBI flJIB Hero). A 

wolf was no less a wolf because a whim of chance caused him to run with the 
watch-dogs (bojik ocTaBajica bojtkom: «bBiJi He MeHee bojikom», OTToro, hto = 
nycmb dajice xanpro cy^Bdui 3acTaBHJi ero deacaTB co CTOpoaceBBiMH ncaMH). 
Bloodshed and violence and savagery were the natural elements of the life Conan 
knew (KpOBonponHTHe h HacHime h ahxoctb dnijiH ecTecTBeHHBiMH 
cocTaBJiaiomHMH 5KH3HH, /xoTOpyio/ 3Han KoHaH); he could not, and would never, 
understand the little things that are so dear to civilized men and women (oh He Mor 
h HHKor^a /He/ 3axoTen dxi nomiTB Menonen, KOTOpBie Tax floporn 
U,HBHJTH30BaHHBIM My>XHHHaM H JXeHHTHHaM). 

alien [’elljqn], achieve [q'Ci:v], dear [dlq] 
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He felt lonely, in spite of his companion. Conan was as much a part of this 
wilderness as Balthus was alien to it. The Cimmerian might have spent years 
among the great cities of the world; he might have walked with the rulers of 
civilization; he might even achieve his wild whim some day and rule as king of a 
civilized nation; stranger things had happened. But he was no less a barbarian. He 
was concerned only with the naked fundamentals of life. The warm intimacies of 
small, kindly things, the sentiments and delicious trivialities that make up so much 
of civilized men's lives were meaningless to him. A wolf was no less a wolf 
because a whim of chance caused him to run with the watch-dogs. Bloodshed and 
violence and savagery were the natural elements of the life Conan knew; he could 
not, and would never, understand the little things that are so dear to civilized men 
and women. 

The shadows were lengthening when they reached the river and peered through the 
masking bushes (tchh ynjimnuiHCB, xor^a ohh ,no6pajiHCB %o peKH n BBirjniHyjiH 
ckbo3b MacKHpyromne KycTBi). They could see up and down the river for about a 
mile each way (ohh Mornn bh^ctb /mccthoctb/ BBirne h HH>Ke no peice 
npH6jiH3HTenBHO Ha mhjho b o6e CTOpOHBi: «Ka>K,nBiH nyTB»). The sullen stream 
lay bare and empty (MeflJiemro TeKymiui noTOK jie>Kaji otkpbitbih h nycTBimmiH). 
Conan scowled across at the other shore (KoHaH Spocnji cep^HTBin B3rjnm Ha 
apyrou 6eper; to scowl — XM.ypum.bCH, dpocamb cepdumbiu escmd, cMompemb 
cepdumo ). 

"We've got to take another chance here (mbi ^oji>khbi eme pa3 pHCKHyTB 3,necB: 
«B3aTB eui,e o^hh rnaHC 3^ecB»). We've got to swim the river (mbi ^ojhkhbi 
nepenjiBiTB peKy). We don't know whether they've crossed or not (mbi He 3HaeM, 
nepenjiBiJin jih ohh hjih /eme/ Hex). The woods over there may be alive with them 
(nee boh TaM MO)KeT 6bitb }khbbim c hhmh = Kuiuemb umu ). We've got to risk it 
(HaM HyjKHO pHCKHyTB). We're about six miles south of Gwawela (mbi okojio 
mecTH mhjib = mujihx 6 uiecmu iO'/Kiiee TBaBejiBi)." 
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scowl [skaul], shadow ['Sxdqu], lengthen [’leNTqn] 


The shadows were lengthening when they reached the river and peered through the 
masking bushes. They could see up and down the river for about a mile each way. 
The sullen stream lay bare and empty. Conan scowled across at the other shore. 
"We’ve got to take another chance here. We’ve got to swim the river. We don’t 
know whether they've crossed or not. The woods over there may be alive with 
them. We've got to risk it. We’re about six miles south of Gwawela." 

He wheeled and ducked as a bowstring twanged (oh nepeBepHynca h SbiCTpo 
HaKJiOHHJica, Koraa TpeiibKiiyaa tctm Ba jiyica). Something like a white flash of 
light streaked through the bushes (hto-to, cjiobho 6enaa Bcnbiunca CBeTa, 
npOHecnocb ckbo3b xycTbi). Balthus knew it was an arrow (EajiTyc 3Haa, 3 to 6bma 
CTpena). Then with a tigerish bound Conan was through the bushes (3aTeM 
THrpHHBiM npBDKKOM KoHaH 6biji = opocujicH nepe3 KycTbi). Balthus caught the 
gleam of steel as he whirled his sword (Eamyc ynoBHJi npodnecK CTanH, xor^a oh 
3aBepTeji cbohm mchom), and heard a death scream (h ycnbimaji CMepTejibHbiii 
KpHK). The next instant he had broken through the bushes after the Cimmerian (/b/ 
caeayiOLHiiH MHr oh dpocnnca ckbo3b Kycxbi 3a KHMMepHiiu,eM) . 

twang [twxN], caught [kO:t], death [deT] 

He wheeled and ducked as a bowstring twanged. Something like a white flash of 
light streaked through the bushes. Balthus knew it was an arrow. Then with a 
tigerish bound Conan was through the bushes. Balthus caught the gleam of steel as 
he whirled his sword, and heard a death scream. The next instant he had broken 
through the bushes after the Cimmerian. 
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A Piet with a shattered skull lay face-down on the ground, his fingers 
spasmodically clawing at the grass (nuicr c pa3flpo6jieHHbiM nepenoM Jieacan 
jihh,om bhh3 Ha 3eMJie, ero najibu,bi cna3MaTHnecKH u,enjiajiHCb 3a TpaBy; to claw 
— HenjmmbCH). Half a dozen others were swarming about Conan, swords and axes 
lifted (noji^KUKHHBi apyrnx TOJimuiHCb BOKpyr KoHaHa Id noamiTbiMH MewaiYiM h 
TonopaMH). They had cast away their bows, useless at such deadly close quarters 
(ohh OTdpocHJiH cboh jiyKH, 6ecnojie3Hbie Ha TaKOM y>xacHO 6jth3kom 
paccToamm). Their lower jaws were painted white, contrasting vividly with their 
dark faces (hx mr/Kinie nemocTH 6bum OKpameHbi SejibiM, KOHTpacTHpya hctko c 
hx TeMHbiMH jiHu,aMH), and the designs on their muscular breasts differed from any 
Balthus had ever seen (a pHcyHKH Ha hx MycicyjiHCTbix rpyzmbix KJieTKax 
OTJiHHanHCb ot jiioSbix, /KOTOpbie/ Eairryc Kor^a-Jindo Buaea). 

spasmodically [spxz'mOdlkll], useless ['ju:slls], quarter ['kwO:tq] 

A Piet with a shattered skull lay face-down on the ground, his fingers 
spasmodically clawing at the grass. Half a dozen others were swarming about 
Conan, swords and axes lifted. They had cast away their bows, useless at such 
deadly close quarters. Their lower jaws were painted white, contrasting vividly 
with their dark faces, and the designs on their muscular breasts differed from any 
Balthus had ever seen. 

One of them hurled his ax at Balthus and rushed after it with lifted knife (oami H3 
hhx SpocHJi cboh Tonop b BajiTyca h bpoennea /bcjic^/ 3a hhm c no^HaTbiM 
hojkom). Balthus ducked and then caught the wrist that drove the knife licking at 
his throat (Eamyc npHraynca h 3aTeM noHMan 3anacTbe, KOTOpoe HanpaBHJio ho>k, 
HaHOca yzjap b ero ropno = u nanecydap eMy e zopno). They went to the ground 
together, rolling over and over (ohh nouuiH = ynaau Ha 3eMJiio BMecTe, 
nepeKaTbrnaacb h nepeicaTbiBaacb). The Piet was like a wild beast, his muscles 
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hard as steel strings (inner 6biji Kaic jxwkwW 3Bepb, ero Mycxyjibi xpenxn, KaK 
craabiibie KaHaTbi). 

One of them hurled his ax at Balthus and rushed after it with lifted knife. Balthus 
ducked and then caught the wrist that drove the knife licking at his throat. They 
went to the ground together, rolling over and over. The Piet was like a wild beast, 
his muscles hard as steel strings. 

Balthus was striving to maintain his hold on the wild man's wrist and bring his own 
ax into play (EajiTyc CTapanea yaep>KaTb /cboio/ xBarxy Ha aanncTbe amcapa n 
nycTHTB b xoa CBoii /codcTBeHHbin/ Tonop), but so fast and furious was the 
struggle that each attempt to strike was blocked (ho Taxon SbicipoH h apocraoH 
6biJia 6opb6a, hto xaacaaa nonbiTKa yaapiiTb daoKiipoBaaacb). The Piet was 
wrenching furiously to free his knife hand (nmer H 3 BHBajica apoemo, AitoSm/ 
ocBodoanTb cboio pyxy c hoxom), was clutching at Balthus’ ax, and driving his 
knees at the youth's groin (Bpennaca b Tonop EanTyca h aaBHJi /cbohmh/ 
xoneHaMH b nax lOHomu). Suddenly he attempted to shift his knife to his free hand 
(Bapyr oh nonbiTanca nepexBaTHTb /cboh/ ho>x b /ero/ CBo6oa,Hyio pyxy), and in 
that instant Balthus, struggling up on one knee, split the painted head with a 
desperate blow of his ax (h b 3to MraoBeHHe Eajrryc, BCTaB Ha o^ho xoneHO, 
pacxpOHa pacxpameHHyio ronoBy omaaHHbiM / crpamHbiM yaapOM CBoero 
Tonopa). 

wrist [rlst], maintain [meln'teln], wrench [renC] 

Balthus was striving to maintain his hold on the wild man’s wrist and bring his own 
ax into play, but so fast and furious was the struggle that each attempt to strike was 
blocked. The Piet was wrenching furiously to free his knife hand, was clutching at 
Balthus’ ax, and driving his knees at the youth’s groin. Suddenly he attempted to 
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shift his knife to his free hand, and in that instant Balthus, struggling up on one 
knee, split the painted head with a desperate blow of his ax. 

He sprang up and glared wildly about for his companion, expecting to see him 
overwhelmed by numbers (oh bckohhji h anKO orjiaaenca ana = e noucKax CBoero 
cnyTHHKa, oacnaaa yBHaeTb ero, noaaBJieHHoro hhcjichhoctbio = npeeocxodmpuM 
npomuenuKOM). Then he realized the full strength and ferocity of the Cimmerian 
(/h/ Torn a oh oco 3 Haji nonHyio cnny h CBHpenocTB KHMMepinma). Conan bestrode 
two of his attackers, shorn half asunder by that terrible broadsword (KoHaH 
nepemarHyn /nepea/ aeyx H 3 /ero/ nanaaaBLmix, pa 3 py 6 jieHHBix nononaM tthm 
yacacHbiM nanamoM; to bestride — nepeuiaeueamb nepes; to shear — pe3amb, 
pydumb). As Balthus looked he saw the Cimmerian beat down a thrusting short 
sword (xorna Eamyc nocMOTpen, oh yBHaeji, Ik ax/ KHMMepneu, ot6hjt bhh3 
kojhoiuhh kopotkhh Men), avoid the stroke of an ax with a cat-like side-wise 
spring (roderayn = ymeji om yaapa Tonopa ko man bum npBDKKOM b CTOpOHy) 
which brought him within arm's length of a squat savage stooping for a bow 
(KOTOpBiH npHHec = npu6jiu3uji ero Ha paccToaHHe pyKH ot CHaamero Ha 
KOpTOHKax aimapa. HaKJiOHHBHieroca 3 a ayroM). Before the Piet could straighten 
(npeacae neM raiKT cmot BBinpaMHTbca), the red sword flailed down and clove him 
from shoulder to midbreastbone (KpOBaBbiii Men yaapHJi bhh3 h pa 3 pe 3 aa ero ot 
nnena ao cpeaHeii rpyaHoii kocth; to cleave — pa3pe3amb, pacKajibieamb), where 
the blade stuck (rae kjihhok 3 acTpaa; to stick — lacmpninb). The remaining 
warriors rushed in, one from either side (ocTaBuraeca bohhbi SpocnaHCb, /no/ 
oaHOMy c odeux ctopoh). Balthus hurled his ax with an accuracy that reduced the 
attackers to one (Eajrryc LUBbipiiya cboh Tonop c tohhoctbio, KOTOpaa yMeiibuinaa 
/KOJiHnecTBo/ HanaaaBmnx ao oaHoro = ocmajicn odun nanadaeumu), and Conan, 
abandoning his efforts to free his sword, wheeled and met the remaining Piet with 
his bare hands (a KoHaH, SpocHB nonbiTKH ocBodoaHTb cboh Men, noBepHynca h 
BCTpeTHJi ocTaBmeroca nHKTa /c/ tojibimh pyKaMn). The stocky warrior, a head 
shorter than his tall enemy, leaped in (KOpeHacTbiii bohh, /Ha/ ronoBy HHace, neM 
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ero bbicokhh npOTHBHHK, npbirHyji), striking with his ax, at the same time stabbing 
murderously with his knife (yaapaa = ncmocR ydap /cbohm/ TonopOM, b to ace 
BpeMa TbiKaa CMepTOHOCHO cbohm hojkom). The knife broke on the Cimmerian's 
mail (Hoac nonoManca o KOJibnyry KHMMepHHpa), and the ax checked in midair as 
Conan's fingers locked like iron on the descending arm (a Tonop ocTaHOBHJica b 
B03ayxe, Korra nanbubi KoHaH eoMKHyjiHCb, kbk acejie3Hbie, Ha onycKaiomeiicH 
pyice). A bone snapped loudly, and Balthus saw the Piet wince and falter (koctb 
rpOMKO xpycTHyna, h BajiTyc yBuaea, /icaic/ nHKT CMopmuaea h cnoTKiiyaca; to 
wince (in pain) —MopipunibCR om 6ojiu). The next instant he was swept off his 
feet (/b/ cjieayioiHHH mht oh 6 bin CHeeeH c hot), lifted high above the Cimmerian's 
head noamiT bbicoko Haa tojioboh KoHaHa) — he writhed in midair for an instant, 
kicking and thrashing (oh noKOpmuica b B03ayxe MTHOBemie, Jiaraacb h mojioth 
/kohchhocthmh/), and then was dashed headlong to the earth with such force that 
he rebounded (a noTOM 6bin SpomeH bhh3 tojioboh Ha 3eMJiio c Taxon chjioh, hto 
oh otckohhji), and then lay still, his limp posture telling of splintered limbs and a 
broken spine (h noTOM jie^Kan thxo 1 , ero 6e3BOJibHaa no3a TOBOpHJia o 
pa3ap06jieHHbIX KOHeHHOCTIIX II CJIOMaHHOM n03B0H0HHHKe). 

overwhelmed [quvq’welmd], abandon [q’bxndqn], posture [’pOsCq] 

He sprang up and glared wildly about for his companion, expecting to see him 
overwhelmed by numbers. Then he realized the full strength and ferocity of the 
Cimmerian. Conan bestrode two of his attackers, shorn half asunder by that terrible 
broadsword. As Balthus looked he saw the Cimmerian beat down a thrusting 
shortsword, avoid the stroke of an ax with a cat-like side-wise spring which 
brought him within arm's length of a squat savage stooping for a bow. Before the 
Piet could straighten, the red sword flailed down and clove him from shoulder to 
midbreastbone, where the blade stuck. The remaining warriors rushed in, one from 


1 3/ieci> yMecTHO bciiomhhti> aKBHJioHCKyio nocviOBHny: «He Tporaii nHKTa, noxa jicvkht thxo». He b pH(|)\iy. ho 
cm epTe jibho . 
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either side. Balthus hurled his ax with an accuracy that reduced the attackers to 
one, and Conan, abandoning his efforts to free his sword, wheeled and met the 
remaining Piet with his bare hands. The stocky warrior, a head shorter than his tall 
enemy, leaped in, striking with his ax, at the same time stabbing murderously with 
his knife. The knife broke on the Cimmerian's mail, and the ax checked in midair 
as Conan's fingers locked like iron on the descending arm. A bone snapped loudly, 
and Balthus saw the Piet wince and falter. The next instant he was swept off his 
feet, lifted high above the Cimmerian's head — he writhed in midair for an instant, 
kicking and thrashing, and then was dashed headlong to the earth with such force 
that he rebounded, and then lay still, his limp posture telling of splintered limbs 
and a broken spine. 

"Come on!" Conan wrenched his sword free and snatched up an ax (aaBaii / 

Hy >Ke! — KoHaH npoBepHya cboh Men CBoboaHBiii = npoeepnye, euceododun Men 
n BBixBaTHJi Tonop). "Grab a bow and a handful of arrows, and hurry (xBaTaii jiyic 
n npHropommo CTpea — n nocnemn)! We've got to trust to our heels again (mbi 
aoiDKHbi CHOBa aoBepHTbca HaniHM HoraM). That yell was heard (otot Kpmc 6 biji 
ycjibimaH). They'll be here in no time (ohh 6yayr saecb MHroM; in no time — 
MueoM, MZHoeenno, onenb CKopo: «e numKoe epeMn»). If we tried to swim now, 
they'd feather us with arrows before we reached midstream (ecjin 6bi mbi 

nonbiTajincB nonjiBiTB ceimac, ohh 6bi yTBiicajiH Hac CTpenaMH, ao Toro, icaic mbi 
aobpajiHCB 6bi ao cepeaHHBi peKH)!" 

hurry [’hArl], feather [’feDq], arrow [’xrqu] 

"Come on!" Conan wrenched his sword free and snatched up an ax. "Grab a 
bow and a handful of arrows, and hurry! We've got to trust to our heels again. That 
yell was heard. They'll be here in no time. If we tried to swim now, they'd feather 
us with arrows before we reached midstream!" 
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6. Red Axes of the Border 

(KpacHbie Tonopbi rpamiubi) 

Conan did not plunge deeply into the forest (KoHaH He norpy3HJica rnydoKO b 
Jiec). A few hundred yards from the river, he altered his slanting course and ran 
parallel with it (/b/ HecKOJiBKHx cottoix apaoB ot peKH oh noMemui cboh 
HaKJiOHHBiii xypc h no6e5Kan napannejiBHO eMy). Balthus recognized a grim 
determination not to be hunted away from the river which they must cross if they 
were to warn the men in the fort (Eairryc pacno3Haji Mpamryio peuiHMOCTb He 
6bitb OTorHaHHBiM = ne yxodumb ot peKH, KOTOpyio ohh aojdkhbi nepecenb, ecnn 
hm npeacToano npeaynpeaHTb jHoaeii b (f)opTe). Behind them rose more loudly the 
yells of the forest men (no3aan hhx noamumcb rpOMne KpHKH necHbix jnoaeii). 
Balthus believed the Piets had reached the glade where the bodies of the slain men 
lay (BajiTyc nonaraji, Ihto/ nmcrbi aodpaaucb ao noaniibi, rae ae'/Kami Teaa 
ydHTBix moaeii). Then further yells seemed to indicate that the savages were 
streaming into the woods in pursuit (aajibHeHmue KpHKH, Ka3ajiocb, yKa3biBaiOT, 
hto aHKapn ycTpeMHJiHCb b aec b noroHK)). They had left a trail any Piet could 
follow (ohh OCTaBHJIH CJiea, /no KOTOpOMy/ MOT nOHTH HK)6oH nHKT). 

plunge [plAnG], parallel [’pxrqlel], pursuit [pq'sju:t] 

Conan did not plunge deeply into the forest. A few hundred yards from the river, 
he altered his slanting course and ran parallel with it. Balthus recognized a grim 
determination not to be hunted away from the river which they must cross if they 
were to warn the men in the fort. Behind them rose more loudly the yells of the 
forest men. Balthus believed the Piets had reached the glade where the bodies of 
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the slain men lay. Then further yells seemed to indicate that the savages were 
streaming into the woods in pursuit. They had left a trail any Piet could follow. 

Conan increased his speed (KoHaH yBejmnnji cboio ckopoctb), and Balthus grimly 
set his teeth and kept on his heels, though he felt he might collapse any time (a 
BajiTyc MpauHO CTHCHyn /cboh/ 3y6r>i n nocneaoBaji 3 a hhm, xota oh nyBCTBOBaji, 
/hto/ oh MO>KeT CBajiHTBca /b/ jho6oh momcht). It seemed centuries since he had 
eaten last (oto Kaaaaocb BexaMH = Ka3anocb eeKa npouuiu, c Tex nop Kaic oh en 
nocneaHHH pa 3 ). He kept going more by an effort of will than anything else (oh 
npoaorDKan aBHraTBca ycnjineM bojih — donee, ueM hcm-jihSo em,e = mojibKo 
ycunue eonu 3acmaejimo ezo deuzambcn). His blood was pounding so furiously in 
his ear-drums that he was not aware when the yells died out behind them (ero 
KpOBB CTynana Tax SerneHO b ero 6 apa 6 aHHtix nepenoHKax, hto oh He 3aMeTHJi, 
Koraa 3aTHXJiH BonjiH no 3 aim hhx). 

speed [spi:d], collapse [kq'lxps], else [els] 

Conan increased his speed, and Balthus grimly set his teeth and kept on his heels, 
though he felt he might collapse any time. It seemed centuries since he had eaten 
last. He kept going more by an effort of will than anything else. His blood was 
pounding so furiously in his ear-drums that he was not aware when the yells died 
out behind them. 

Conan halted suddenly (KoHaH HemKHaamio ocTaHOBHJica)... Balthus leaned 
against a tree and panted (Eairryc onepca o aepeBO h T^DKeno atimaji). 

"They've quit!" grunted the Cimmerian, scowling (ohh npeKpaTHJiH /noroHio/! — 
npodopMOTan KUMMepneu, xiviypa 6pOBH). 

"Sneaking — up — on — us!" gasped Balthus (noaKpaatiBaiOTca He-3a-MeT-HO k 
HaM! — saaBixaaca = sbincuiuji, 3aduxaRCb, Eairryc). 

Conan shook his head (KoHaH noKanan /cBoeii/ touoboh). 
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Conan halted suddenly... Balthus leaned against a tree and panted. 

"They've quit!" grunted the Cimmerian, scowling. 

"Sneaking — up — on — us!" gasped Balthus. 

Conan shook his head. 

"A short chase like this they'd yell every step of the way (/npn/ Taxon xopOTxon 
noroHe ohii 6ui xpHuarm Ha xa>x,noM rnary nyra). No (hct). They've gone back 
(ohh BepHyjiHCb). I thought I heard somebody yelling behind them a few seconds 
before the noise began to get dimmer (a cum wan, /icaic/ kto-to KpHKHyji uoaaau 
hhx 3a HecKOJibKO cexynn no Toro, KaK inyM nan an CTanoBiiTbca cjiaSee = cmaji 
cjiademb). They've been recalled (hx no3BanH Ha3aa). And that's good for us, but 
damned bad for the men in the fort (h 3to xopomo ana Hac, ho yncacHO nnoxo ami 
moaeii b (jiopTe). It means the warriors are being summoned out of the woods for 
the attack (oto 3 nanuT, / hto/ bohhbi BbiiMBaiOTca = eounoe ebisbieamm H3 necoB 
ana aTaKH). Those men we ran into were warners from a tribe down the river (re 
moan, /Ha KOTOpbix/ mm uaTKiiynucb, 6binu BecTHHKaMH H3 nneMeHH Hroxe no 
pexe). They were undoubtedly headed for Gwawela to join in the assault on the 
fort (ohh HecoMHeHHO HanpaBnanncb k TBaBene, /hto6m/ npHCoeanHHTbca k aTaxe 
Ha (|) 0 pT). Damn it, we're farther away than ever, now (npoxnarae, mm ceunac 
aanbme, hqm /Sbinn/ Koraa-nn6o). We've got to get across the river (mm HMeeM = 
hcim hvdicho nepe6paTbca wepea pexy)." 

warnor [’wO:nq], assault [q'sOdt], undoubtedly [An'dautldll] 

"A short chase like this they'd yell every step of the way. No. They've gone back. I 
thought I heard somebody yelling behind them a few seconds before the noise 
began to get dimmer. They've been recalled. And that's good for us, but damned 
bad for the men in the fort. It means the warriors are being summoned out of the 
woods for the attack. Those men we ran into were warnors from a tribe down the 
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river. They were undoubtedly headed for Gwawela to join in the assault on the fort. 
Damn it, we're farther away than ever, now. We've got to get across the river." 

Turning east he hurried through the thickets with no attempt at concealment 
(noBepHyB Ha boctok, oh nocneuiHJi nepe3 3apocnH 6e3 nonbiTKH = ne numaxcb, 
CKpbiBaTBca). Balthus followed him, for the first time feeling the sting of 
lacerations on his breast and shoulder where the Piet's savage teeth had scored him 
(BajiTyc nocneaoBaji 3a hhm, b nepBbiii pa3 nonyBCTBOBaB ocTpyio 6ojtb Ha /ero/ 
rpyaH h nnene, me CBHpenbie 3y6bi mncra ocTaBHJiH rjiyboKHe cneabi /Ha HeW). 
He was pushing through the thick bushes that hinged the bank when Conan pulled 
him back (oh npobHBajica ckbo3b rycTbie KycTbi, KOTOpbie HaBiicajiH Ha# beperoM, 
Koma KoHaH noTamiui ero Ha3aa). Then he heard a rhythmic splashing (3aTeM oh 
ycjibimaji phtmhhhbih nnecic), and peering through the leaves (h, rnaaa ckbo3b 
jiHCTba; to peer — eenndbieambcn, enepnmb 632jwd), saw a dugout canoe coming 
up the river (yBHaeji KaH03-fl0Ji6neHKy, naymyio BBepx no peKe; to dig — Konamb, 
pbimb ), its single occupant paddling hard against the current (ee eaHHCTBeHHbiii 
obHTaTejib ynopHO rpeb npOTHB Tenemia). He was a strongly built Piet with a 
white heron feather (oh 6bin KpenicocjimKeHHbiM nmcTOM c benbiM nepOM u,anjiH) 
thrust in a copper band (BCTaBJieHHbiM b Me^Hyio neHTy) that confined his square- 
cut mane (KOTOpaa oxBaTbiBana ero npaMoyronbHO nocTpu'/Kennyio rpHBy). 

rhythmic [’rlDmlk], current ['kArqnt], heron ['herqn] 

Turning east he hurried through the thickets with no attempt at concealment. 
Balthus followed him, for the first time feeling the sting of lacerations on his breast 
and shoulder where the Piet’s savage teeth had scored him. He was pushing 
through the thick bushes that hinged the bank when Conan pulled him back. Then 
he heard a rhythmic splashing, and peering through the leaves, saw a dugout canoe 
coming up the river, its single occupant paddling hard against the current. He was a 
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strongly built Piet with a white heron feather thrust in a copper band that confined 
his square-cut mane. 

"That's a Gwawela man," muttered Conan (oto nenoBeK H3 TBaBejiti, — 
npodopMOTan KoHaH). "Emissary from Zogar (oMnccap ot 3orapa). White plume 
shows that (benoe nepo yKa3BiBaeT Ha 3 to). He's carried a peace talk to the tribes 
down the river (oh Hec cjiobo o MHpe nneMeHaM b HH30Bbax peKH) and now he's 
trying to get back and take a hand in the slaughter (a ceimac oh nbiTaeTca 
BepHyTBca h npiimiTb ynacTue b 6oime; to take a hand in — ynacmeoeamb, 
npuHRmb yuaemue)." 

emissary [’emlsqrl], peace [pi:s], hand [hxndl 

"That's a Gwawela man," muttered Conan. "Emissary from Zogar. White plume 
shows that. He's carried a peace talk to the tribes down the river and now he's 
trying to get back and take a hand in the slaughter." 

The lone ambassador was now almost even with their hiding-place, and suddenly 
Balthus almost jumped out of his skin (o,hhhokhh nocon /6biJi/ Tenepb i iohth 
nopaBiiflacfl c hx yKpbiTHeM, h Bapyr Eamyc nyTb He BbinpuirHyn H3 CBoeii kojkh). 
At his very ear had sounded the harsh gutturals of a Piet (y caMoro ero yxa 
pa3AanHCb pe3KHe ropTaHHbie 3ByKH nHKTa). Then he realized that Conan had 
called to the paddler in his own tongue (3aTeM oh nomui, hto KoHaH no3Ban 
rpebita Ha ero coSctbchhom = podnoM jounce). The man started, scanned the 
bushes and called back something (nenoBeK aepHynca, ocMOTpen KycTbi h OTBeTHJi 
hto-to), then cast a startled glance across the river (3aTeM Spocnji HcnyraHHbiii 
B3rnaA 3a pexy), bent low and sent the canoe shooting in toward the western bank 
(hh3ko HaKJiOHHJTca h HanpaBHJi KaH03 SbiCTpo = cmpejiou k Sanaa ho My 6epery). 
Not understanding, Balthus saw Conan take from his hand the bow he had picked 
up in the glade, and notch an arrow (He nomiMaa, Eairryc yBnaea, /rar/ KoHaH 
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B3flJi H3 ero pyKH nyK, /KOTOpbih/ oh noflo6pan Ha nonane h HajioncHJi CTpejiy; 
notch — sbieMKa, MemKa, 3apydKa; to notch — / 3 d./ cmaeumb cmpeny na memuey ). 

ambassador [xm'bxsqdq], paddler [’pxdlq], startled ['stRtld] 

The lone ambassador was now almost even with their hiding-place, and suddenly 
Balthus almost jumped out of his skin. At his very ear had sounded the harsh 
gutturals of a Piet. Then he realized that Conan had called to the paddler in his own 
tongue. The man started, scanned the bushes and called back something, then cast 
a startled glance across the river, bent low and sent the canoe shooting in toward 
the western bank. Not understanding, Balthus saw Conan take from his hand the 
bow he had picked up in the glade, and notch an arrow. 

The Piet had run his canoe in close to the shore, and staring up into the bushes, 
called out something (nmer noaoraan /cBoe/ icaHOO 6jih3ko k 6epery h 
BrjiaabiBancb b KycTbi, BbiKpHKHyn hto-to). His answer came in the twang of the 
bow-string (ero otbct np Hindi b 3BOHe tcthbli = euy omeemun 3eou memueu), the 
streaking flight of the arrow (cTpeMHTenbHbiH noneT CTpenbi) that sank to the 
feathers in his broad breast (KOTOpan norpy3HJiacb b nepba Ha ero mnpoKOH 
rpyan). With a choking gasp he slumped sidewise and rolled into the shallow 
water (c saabixaiomiiMca ABixanneivi = xpunoM oh ynan b6ok h CKaTnnca b 
MejiKyio bo Ay = e MejiKoeodbe) . In an instant Conan was down the bank and 
wading into the water to grasp the drifting canoe (neper mht KoHaH 6bin bhh3 
6epera = cnycmwicn na 6epee h bo men b Bony, /hto6bi/ cxBaTHTb Apehc|)yiomee 
KaHoa). Balthus stumbled after him and somewhat dazedly crawled into the canoe 
(BanTyc 3aKOBbuiaji 3 a hhm h rak-to odanneno 3anon3 b Kanos; to claze — 
u3yMumb; oiuenoMumb, ydueumb, nopasumb). Conan scrambled in, seized the 
paddle (KoHaH BCKapadicajicn BOBHyrpb, cxBaTHJi Becno) and sent the craft 
shooting toward the eastern shore (h HanpaBHJi cyneHbmiKO CTpenon k 
BOCTOHHOMy depery). Balthus noted with envious admiration the play of the great 
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muscles beneath the sun-burnt skin (Eamyc 3aMeTHJi c 3aBHCTJiHBBiM 
BoexHureHneM nepeicaTBiBaHHe orpOMHbix MycKynoB noa 3aropejion KOJKeii). The 
Cimmerian seemed an iron man, who never knew fatigue (KHMMepneu, Kaaaaca 
5Kejie3HbiM nenoBeKOM, KOTOpbiii HHicoraa /He/ 3Han ycTanocTH). 

shallow ['Sxlqu], craft [krRft], fatigue [fq'ti:g] 

The Piet had run his canoe in close to the shore, and staring up into the bushes, 
called out something. His answer came in the twang of the bow-string, the 
streaking flight of the arrow that sank to the feathers in his broad breast. With a 
choking gasp he slumped sidewise and rolled into the shallow water. In an instant 
Conan was down the bank and wading into the water to grasp the drifting canoe. 
Balthus stumbled after him and somewhat dazedly crawled into the canoe. Conan 
scrambled in, seized the paddle and sent the craft shooting toward the eastern 
shore. Balthus noted with envious admiration the play of the great muscles beneath 
the sun-burnt skin. The Cimmerian seemed an iron man, who never knew fatigue. 

"What did you say to the Piet?" asked Balthus (mo tbi CKaaaa nmcry? — enpoenn 
Eamyc). 

"Told him to pull into shore (Beneji eMy noanjiBiTB k 6epery); said there was a 
white forest runner on the bank who was trying to get a shot at him (cKa 3 aji, /hto/ 
Ha 6epery /ecm/ SejiBiH jia3yTHHK, KOTOpbiii ntmaeTca no^CTpertHTB ero; to get a 
shot at — ebicmpejiumb e, cmpejibnymb no)." 

"That doesn't seem fair," Balthus objected (oto, Ka>KeTca, HenecTHO, — 
HeoflodpHTejiBHO 3aMeTHJi Eamyc; to object — sospajicamb, ne odoopmnb, 
CKa3amb neododpumejibHo). "He thought a friend was speaking to him (oh ayMan, 
apyr pa3roBapHBaeT c hhm). You mimicked a Piet perfectly — (tbi CKomipOBaji 
miKTa b coBepmeHCTBe)" 

fair [fFq], friend [frend], perfectly [’pqTqktll] 
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"What did you say to the Piet?" asked Balthus. 

"Told him to pull into shore; said there was a white forest runner on the bank who 
was trying to get a shot at him." 

"That doesn't seem fair," Balthus objected. "He thought a friend was speaking to 
him. You mimicked a Piet perfectly —" 

"We needed his boat," grunted Conan, not pausing in his exertions (mm Hyac^ajmcb 
b ero JioflKe, — npoSypnan KoHaH, He npeKpamaa cbohx ycHJiHii = zpeemu ). 

"Only way to lure him to the bank (eflHHCTBeHHbiH cnocod 3 aMaHHTB ero k 
6 epery). Which is worse — to betray a Piet who'd enjoy skinning us both alive 
(hto xyace — odManym niiKTa, KOTOpbiii 6mjt 6bi pan coapaTb c Hac o6ohx mKypy 
>KHBbeM), or betray the men across the river whose lives depend on our getting 
over (hjth npe^aTb mo/ten 3 a peKOH, huh >kh3hh 3aBncaT ot Hameh nepenpaBbi = 
om moao, CMOJiceu jiu Mbi nepenpaeumbcn; to skin — cdupamb iuKypy)V 
Balthus mulled over this delicate ethical question for a moment (Eairryc 
3a^yManca Ha# 3thm .nejimcaTHbiM othhcckhm BonpocoM Ha ceKyH^y), then 
shrugged his shoulders and asked: "How far are we from the fort (noTOM no^Kan 
/cbohmh/ nnenaMH h cnpocHJi: Kaic ^aneKO mbi ot (J)opTa)?" 

Conan pointed to a creek which flowed into Black River from the east, a few 
hundred yards below them (KoHaH noKa3an Ha penyuiKy, KOTOpaa Bna^ana b 
HepHyio pexy c BOCTOKa, b HecKOJibKHx coth^x ap^OB HHace hx /no TeneHHio/). 

exertion [Ig'zq:Sn], betray [bl'trel], depend [dl'pendj 

We needed his boat," grunted Conan, not pausing in his exertions. "Only way to 
lure him to the bank. Which is worse — to betray a Piet who'd enjoy skinning us 
both alive, or betray the men across the river whose lives depend on our getting 
over?" 
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Balthus mulled over this delicate ethical question for a moment, then shrugged his 
shoulders and asked: "How far are we from the fort?" 

Conan pointed to a creek which flowed into Black River from the east, a few 
hundred yards below them. 

"That's South Creek; it's ten miles from its mouth to the fort (oto KD^chbih npiiTOK, 
3to aecaTt. MHJiu ot ero ycTua ao (j)opTa = om ezoycmbR do (ftopma decnmb MUJib ). 
It's the southern boundary of Conajohara (sto lomraa rpaHHu,a KoHaa>KOxapLi). 
Marshes miles wide south of it (dojiOTa mnpiiHon /b/ mhjih macHee ee). No danger 
of a raid from across them (mncaKOH onacHOCTH HaneTa H3-3a hhx). Nine miles 
above the fort North Creek forms the other boundary (/b/ aeBHTM mhjmx BBime 
c[)opTa CeBepHBiii npHTOK o6pa3yeT apyryio rpammy). Marshes beyond that, too 
( 3 a hum Toace dojiOTa). That's why an attack must come from the west, across 
Black River (bot noneiviy aTaica aojimra = Hanademin nyotcHO oj/cudamb npnaTH c 
3anaaa, nepe3 = u3-3a HepHoii percn). Conajohara's just like a spear, with a point 
nineteen miles wide, thrust into the Pictish wilderness (KoHaaacoxapa — Kaic pa3 
Kax Konte c HaKOHenHHKOM mnpHHon b aeBaTHaan,aTb mhjtb, BOH3eHHBiM b 
nHKTCKHe nycTomn)." 

mouth [mauT], southern [’sADqn], wilderness [’wlldqnls] 

That's South Creek; it's ten miles from its mouth to the fort. It's the southern 
boundary of Conajohara. Marshes miles wide south of it. No danger of a raid from 
across them. Nine miles above the fort North Creek forms the other boundary. 
Marshes beyond that, too. That's why an attack must come from the west, across 
Black River. Conajohara's just like a spear, with a point nineteen miles wide, thrust 
into the Pictish wilderness." 

"Why don't we keep to the canoe and make the trip by water (noneMy /6bi/ HaM He 
ocTaBHTb /cede/ icaHoa h He coBepuiHTb nyTemecTBHe no Boae)?" 
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"Because, considering the current we've got to brace, and the bends in the river, we 
can go faster afoot (noTOMy hto, yuHTBrnaa noTOK, /KOTopbiii/ HaM hjokho 
npeoaojieBaTt., n rojiyHHHBi Ha peice, mbi mojkcm h/ith dbiCTpee nenncoM). Besides, 
remember Gwawela is south of the fort; if the Piets are crossing the river we'd run 
right into them (KpOMe Toro, noMHH = ue 3a6bieau , /hto/ TBaBena KUKHee (jtopTa, 
ecjin niiKTBi nepeceKaiOT peicy, mbi 6bi HaTOJiKHyjincB Ha hhx)." 

"Why don't we keep to the canoe and make the trip by water?" 

"Because, considering the current we've got to brace, and the bends in the river, we 
can go faster afoot. Besides, remember Gwawela is south of the fort; if the Piets 
are crossing the river we'd run right into them." 

Dusk was gathering as they stepped upon the eastern bank (cobHparmcB = 
czymanucb cyMepKH, Koraa ohh CTynHJiH Ha boctohhbih 6eper). Without pause 
Conan pushed on northward, at a pace that made Balthus' sturdy legs ache (6e3 
ocTaHOBKH KoHaH aBHHyjica Ha ceBep b TeMne, KOTOpBiii 3acTaBHJi BBiHOCJiHBBie 
hoth BajiTyca SoneTB = omdaeancn oojibto e ebinocnuebix uozax Eajimyca). 
"Valannus wanted a fort built at the mouths of North and South Creeks," grunted 
the Cimmerian (Bajiamryc xoTen (jtopT nocipoeHHBiM = xomeji, nmodbi 
nocmpowiu (popm eycmbnx Ceeepnozo u FOjichoso npumoKoe; to build — 
nocmpoumb ). "Then the river could be patrolled constantly (Tor^a 6bi peicy mojkho 
6bijto naipyrmpOBaTB nocToaHHo) . But the Government wouldn't do it (ho 
npaBHTejiBCTBO He 3axoTejio 3toto). 

ache [elk], want [wOnt], constantly [’kOnstqntll] 

Dusk was gathering as they stepped upon the eastern bank. Without pause Conan 
pushed on northward, at a pace that made Balthus' sturdy legs ache. 
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"Valannus wanted a fort built at the mouths of North and South Creeks," grunted 
the Cimmerian. "Then the river could be patrolled constantly. But the Government 
wouldn't do it. 

"Soft-bellied fools sitting on velvet cushions with naked girls offering them iced 
wine on their knees (TOJiCTony3bie raymjbi, cnaamiie Ha SapxaTiibix noayujKax c 
o6Ha>KeHHbiMH aeBimaMii, npeanaraiomiiMii hm oxaa>Kaennoe /abaoivi/ bhho Ha 
/cbohx/ KOJiemix; ice — jied). — I know the breed (a 3Haio 3Ty nopo/ty). They can’t 
see any farther than their palace wall (ohh He MoryT BH^eTb .najibiue hx .nBOpitOBOH 
CTeHbi). Diplomacy — hell (^HnaoMaTHa — a a = npoKjmmue ) ! They'd fight Piets 
with theories of territorial expansion (ohh epa>KajiHCb 6bi c nmcraMH c noMontbio 
TeopHH tc pp iit op m anbnofi 3KcnaHcmi). Valannus and men like him have to obey 
the orders of a set of damned fools (Banamiycy h monaxi, TaKHM kuk oh, 
npHxoflHTca nonHHiiaTbCH npiiKasaxi xyuKH TpeKJiaTbix nypaKOB; set — Kpyz 
juodeu, c6R3dHHbix C60UM cmamycoM, ooipuMU unmepecaMU, npueuHKaMU wiu 
3dHMmueM: zpynna, KOMnanuR, luaima u m.n.). They'll never grab any more Pictish 
land, any more than they'll ever rebuild Venarium (ohh HHKor.ua /He/ 3axBaraT 
dojibine nmcrcKOH 3eMnn, /He/ dojibiue, ueM ecnn = dazfce ecjiu /ohh/ Kor^a- 
Hndyflb BOCCTaHOBnT BeHapnyM). The time may come when they'll see the 
barbarians swarming over the walls of the eastern cities (bo3mo:>kho, npH^eT 
BpeMn, Kor.ua ohh yBHflnT BapBapOB, KHma m nx 3a CTeHaMH boctohhbix ropo/tOB)!" 

velvet ['velvlt], cushion ['kASn], damned [dxmd] 

"Soft-bellied fools sitting on velvet cushions with naked girls offering them iced 
wine on their knees. — I know the breed. They can’t see any farther than their 
palace wall. Diplomacy — hell! They'd fight Piets with theories of territorial 
expansion. Valannus and men like him have to obey the orders of a set of damned 
fools. They'll never grab any more Pictish land, any more than they'll ever rebuild 
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Venarium. The time may come when they'll see the barbarians swarming over the 
walls of the eastern cities!" 

A week before, Balthus would have laughed at any such preposterous suggestion 
(neaeaeu panbwe BanTyc nocMeanca 6bi uaa jhoSbim TaKHM adcypaubiM 
npeanojioaceHneM). Now he made no reply (Tenepb oh He otbcthh: «caejiaji 
HHKaKoro OTBeTa»; to make — denamb, u32omoejmmb). He had seen the 
unconquerable ferocity of the men who dwelt beyond the frontiers (oh /yace/ Biwen 
nenodeamviyio apocTb moaeii, KOTOpbie aoum 3a rpamnjeH; to dwell — Jtcumb, 
npojfcueamb). 

He shivered, casting glances at the sullen river, just visible through the bushes (oh 
B3aporHyji, 6pocaa B3raaa,bi Ha Meanemiyio peKy, KaK pa3 BHaHMyio ckbo3b 
KycTbi), at the arches of the trees which crowded close to its banks (Ha cboabi 
flepeBbeB, KOTOpbie Tecmumcb B03Jie ee SeperoB). He kept remembering that the 
Piets might have crossed the river and be lying in ambush between them and the 
fort (oh npoaojiacan homhhtb = ece eipe uomhuji, hto nmcrbi, bo3mo5kho, 
nepecemiH peKy h aeacaT b 3acaae Meacay hhmh h (|)optom). It was fast growing 
dark (/oho/ SbiCTpo CTaHOBHJiocb tcmho = dbicmpo meMHeno). 

preposterous [prl'pOstqrqs], unconquerable [An'kONkqrqbl], ferocity [fq’rOsItl] 

A week before, Balthus would have laughed at any such preposterous suggestion. 
Now he made no reply. He had seen the unconquerable ferocity of the men who 
dwelt beyond the frontiers. 

He shivered, casting glances at the sullen river, just visible through the bushes, at 
the arches of the trees which crowded close to its banks. He kept remembering that 
the Piets might have crossed the river and be lying in ambush between them and 
the fort. It was fast growing dark. 
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A slight sound ahead of them jumped his heart into his throat (jierKHH 3ByK = 
mopox Bnepe/tn hhx no^hpocnn ero cepan,e k ero ropny = om nezKozo uiopoxa y 
nezo nodnpbizHyjio cepdi^e), and Conan's sword gleamed in the air ( a Men Konana 
ceepmyji e eo3dyxe). He lowered it when a dog, a great, gaunt, scarred beast (oh 
onycTHJi ero, Koraa codaica, orpOMHBih cyxonapbih 3Bepr> b inpaMax), slunk out of 
the bushes and stood staring at them (BBiCKOJib3Hyji H3 KycTOB h CToan, 
ycTaBHBmHCB Ha hhx; to slink out — eui ckojiu snymu ) . 

"That dog belonged to a settler who tried to build his cabin on the bank of the river 
a few miles south of the fort," grunted Conan (otot nee npHHaaJiejKaji noceneHiiy, 
KOTOpBih noribiTaaca nocTpOHTb cboio xu/Kuny Ha 6epery peKH /b/ HecKOJibKHx 
MHJiax KUKHee (jtopTa, — npOBOpnan KoHaH). "The Piets slipped over and killed 
him, of course, and burned his cabin (roiKTbi nepenpaBHJiHCb h ySnim ero, 
KOHeuHO, h co'/Kthh ero xM'/KMiiy). We found him dead among the embers, and the 
dog lying senseless among three Piets he'd killed (mbi Hauum ero MepTBbiM cpean 
yrneh h nca, jiejKamHM 6e3 nyBCTB Mejxay Tpex nHKTOB, /KOTOpbix/ oh ySnn). He 
was almost cut to pieces (oh 6bin nouTH pa3pe3aH Ha KycKH). We took him to the 
fort and dressed his wounds (mbi OTHecnH ero b 4)opT h nepeBa3ajin ero paHbi), but 
after he recovered he took to the woods and turned wild (ho nocne Toro Kaic oh 
onpaBHJica, oh noaanca b nee h oaHnan; to turn wild — odmamb). — What now, 
Slasher, are you hunting the men who killed your master (hto Tenepb, 3aanpa, Tbi 
oxoTHHibca Ha moaeii, KOTOpwe ybnjiH TBoero xosarma)?" 

ember ['embq], senseless ['senslls], master ['mRstq] 

A slight sound ahead of them jumped his heart into his throat, and Conan's sword 
gleamed in the air. He lowered it when a dog, a great, gaunt, scarred beast, slunk 
out of the bushes and stood staring at them. 

"That dog belonged to a settler who tried to build his cabin on the bank of the river 
a few miles south of the fort," grunted Conan. "The Piets slipped over and killed 
him, of course, and burned his cabin. We found him dead among the embers, and 
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the dog lying senseless among three Piets he'd killed. He was almost cut to pieces. 
We took him to the fort and dressed his wounds, but after he recovered he took to 
the woods and turned wild. — What now, Slasher, are you hunting the men who 
killed your master?" 

The massive head swung from side to side and the eyes glowed greenly 
(MaccHBHaa ronoBa 3aKanajiacb H3 CTOpOHbi b CTOpOHy, a rjia3a nbinajiH 
3eneHOBaTbiM). He did not growl or bark (oh He pbmaji h He Jiaan). Silently as a 
phantom he slid in behind them (MOJina, Kaic c[)aHTOM, oh CKOJib3Hyn 3a hhx). 

"Let him come," muttered Conan (nycTb H^eT /c HaMH/: «no3BOJib eMy h,hth», — 
npobopMOTan KoHaH; to come — npuxodumb, udmu eMecme). "He can smell the 
devils before we can see them (oh mokct ynyaTb aeMOHOB paHbiue, neM Mbi 
M05KeM yBHaeTb hx = neM mm yeuduM ux )." 

The massive head swung from side to side and the eyes glowed greenly. He did not 
growl or bark. Silently as a phantom he slid in behind them. 

"Let him come," muttered Conan. "He can smell the devils before we can see 
them." 

Balthus smiled and laid his hand caressingly on the dog's head (Eamyc yabidnyaca 
h nojimKHJi /cbok)/ pyicy nacKOBO Ha ronoBy cobaxH). The lips involuntarily 
writhed back to display the gleaming fangs (ry6w hcbojibho OTTaHyrmcb, /hto6bi/ 
noKa3aTb CBepKaioume kjtbikh); then the great beast bent his head sheepishly 
(noTOM orpOMHbin 3Bepb HaKJiOHHJi /cbok)/ ronoBy 3acTeHHHBO / rnynoBaTo; sheep 
— oeifa), and his tail moved with jerky uncertainty (a ero xboct 3aaBHrajica c 
aBHraiouxeiicH TOJimcaMH HeyBepeHHOCTbio = sadepecuca Heyeepenno momKciMu), 
as if the owner had almost forgotten the emotions of friendliness (xax SyztTO 
BJiaaeneu, /xBOCTa/ nouTH 3a6bin nyBCTBa apy>x6bi; to forget — 3a6u6amb). 

Balthus mentally compared the great gaunt hard body with the fat sleek hounds 
(BanTyc MbicneHHO cpaBHHJi orpOMHoe cyxonapoe Kpenxoe Teno c tojictbimh 
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rna^KHMK oxothhhbhmh codaKaivin) tumbling vociferously over one another in his 
father's kennel yard (KyBtipKaioiHHMHca myMHO apyr wepea apyra bo aeope 
ncapHH ero OTu,a; kennel — coQcmbn nonypa; ncapnn; yard — deop). He sighed 
(oh B3aoxHya). The frontier was no less hard for beasts than for men (rpaHHita 
6biJia He MeHee Taacenoh ana 3Bepeii, next ana moaeii). This dog had almost 
forgotten the meaning of kindness and friendliness (otot nee now™ 3a6biJi 
3HaueHiie aodpOTbi h apy^cemodna). 

involuntarily [In'vOlqntqrqll], vociferously [vqu'slferqsll], sigh [sal] 

Balthus smiled and laid his hand caressingly on the dog's head. The lips 
involuntarily writhed back to display the gleaming fangs; then the great beast bent 
his head sheepishly, and his tail moved with jerky uncertainty, as if the owner had 
almost forgotten the emotions of friendliness. Balthus mentally compared the great 
gaunt hard body with the fat sleek hounds tumbling vociferously over one another 
in his father's kennel yard. He sighed. The frontier was no less hard for beasts than 
for men. This dog had almost forgotten the meaning of kindness and friendliness. 

Slasher glided ahead, and Conan let him take the lead (3aanpa npocKOJib3Hyji 
Bnepea, h KoHaH no3BOJiHJi eMy B03raaBJiaTb mecTBiie). The last tinge of dusk 
faded into stark darkness (nocjieaHHH ottchok cyMepex pacTBOpHJica b 
nojiHeiimeH TbMe). The miles fell away under their steady feet (mhjih Hcne3ajiH 
noa hx KpemcHMH HoraMH). Slasher seemed voiceless (3aanpa Ka3ajica hcmbim). 
Suddenly he halted, tense, ears lifted (Bapyr oh ocTaHOBHJica, HanpaaceHHbiii, yum 
noamiTbi = mopuKOM). An instant later the men heard it — a demoniac yelling up 
the river ahead of them, faint as a whisper (MraoBemie cnycra moan ycjibimajiH 
3to — aeMOHHuecKHe KpHKii BBepx no peice Bnepean hhx, cjiadbie, xax mopox). 
Conan swore like a madman (KoHaH pyraaca icaic cyMacmeamnii 1 ). 


i Boo6me-TO, y Hac pyraiorca KaK h3B03hhkh, a y ai i raoro bo p hjii> n cb pyraioTca KaK con.iaTi.i: to swear like a 
trooper. J\ a h m>ioT y Hac, KaK cano>KHHK, a y hhx — KaK pi>i6a: to drink like a fish. 
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"They've attacked the fort (ohh Hanaan Ha (jiopT)! We're too late (mli onosaaan: 
«mbi cjihhikom no3aHO»)! Come on (flaBah / Bnepe,n)!" 

demoniac [dl'mqunlxk], swore [swO:], steady [stedl] 

Slasher glided ahead, and Conan let him take the lead. The last tinge of dusk faded 
into stark darkness. The miles fell away under their steady feet. Slasher seemed 
voiceless. Suddenly he halted, tense, ears lifted. An instant later the men heard it 
— a demoniac yelling up the river ahead of them, faint as a whisper. 

Conan swore like a madman. 

"They've attacked the fort! We're too late! Come on!" 

He increased his pace, trusting to the dog to smell out ambushes ahead (oh 
ycKOpHJi mar, aoBepaa codaice pa3HioxHBaTb 3acaati Bnepean). In a flood of tense 
excitement Balthus forgot his hunger and weariness (b noTOKe HanpaaceHHoro 
BOjmeHHJi Earrryc 3a6Bin npo roaoa h ycTaaocTb). The yells grew louder as they 
advanced (kphkh CTajrn rpOMne, Kopua ohh npoaBHHyjiHcr, Bnepea), and above the 
devilish screaming they could hear the deep shouts of the soldiers (h Haa a^CKHMH 
BOHJI5IMH, OHH MOMIH CJlMHiaTB HH3KHe KpHKIi COJl/iaT; deep — ZJiydoKUU). Just as 
Balthus began to fear they would run into the savages who seemed to be howling 
just ahead of them (icaic pa3 Korna Eamyc naiaa onacaTbca, /hto/ ohh iiaTKiiyTCH 
Ha aHKapeii, KOTOpbie, Ka3anocr., boiot npaMO nepea hhmh), Conan swung away 
from the river in a wide semicircle that carried them to a low rise (KoHaH CBepHyn 

OT peKH HIHpOKHM nOayKpyTOM, KOTOpblii Bea HX K HeBBICOKOH B03BBimeHH0CTH) 
from which they could look over the forest (c KOTOpoii ohii Moran aaraanyTb 3a 
aec). They saw the fort, lighted with torches thrust over the parapets on long poles 
(ohii yBuaeau (jiopT, ocBemeHHbiii c[)aKeaaMH, BOTKHyTbiMH 3a napaneTaMii Ha 
aaHHHbix mecTax). These cast a flickering, uncertain light over the clearing (ohh 
OTSpacbiBaan Meppaiomini HeacHbiii cbct aepe3 pocancTb), and in that light they 
saw throngs of naked, painted figures along the fringe of the clearing (h b 3tom 
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CBeTe ohh yBH^ejiH tojhibi tojibix pacKpameinibix cjinryp b^ojib SaxpOMBi 
POChhcth). The river swarmed with canoes (peica KHiuejia xaHOo). The Piets had 
the fort completely surrounded (rnncTBi nojmocTBio OKpyjKHJin (jiopT). 

flood [flAd], weariness [’wlqrlnls], fringe [frlnG] 

He increased his pace, trusting to the dog to smell out ambushes ahead. In a flood 
of tense excitement Balthus forgot his hunger and weariness. The yells grew louder 
as they advanced, and above the devilish screaming they could hear the deep 
shouts of the soldiers. Just as Balthus began to fear they would run into the savages 
who seemed to be howling just ahead of them, Conan swung away from the river 
in a wide semicircle that carried them to a low rise from which they could look 
over the forest. They saw the fort, lighted with torches thrust over the parapets on 
long poles. These cast a flickering, uncertain light over the clearing, and in that 
light they saw throngs of naked, painted figures along the fringe of the clearing. 
The river swarmed with canoes. The Piets had the fort completely surrounded. 

An incessant hail of arrows rained against the stockade from the woods and the 
river (HenpepBiBHBiii rpa# CTpen odpyimuica Ha yKpenjiemie 113 Jieca h c peKii). 
The deep twanging of the bowstrings rose above the howling (HH3Koe TpeHBKaHBe 
TeTHBBi jiyxoB no^mmocB Ha^ bocm). Yelling like wolves (3aBBiBaa Kaic bojikh), 
several hundred naked warriors with axes in their hands (hcckojibko coTeu tojibix 
bohhob c TonopaMH b /hx/ pyicax) ran from under the trees and raced toward the 
eastern gate (BBi6e>KajiH H3-noA ^epeBBeB h dpocHJiHCB k boctohhbim BOpOTaM). 
They were within a hundred and fifty yards of their objective (ohh 6 bijth b 
npe^ejiax CTa mmiflecaTH ap^OB ot CBoeii pejin) when a withering blast of arrows 
from the wall littered the ground with corpses (Kor^a CMepTOHOCHBiii noTOK CTpen 
co CTeHBi ycean 3eMJiio TpynaMH) and sent the survivors fleeing back to the trees (h 
OTnpaBHJi bbdkhbihhx /ySeraiomHMH/ Ha3a^ k .nepeBBUM). The men in the canoes 
rushed their boats toward the river-wall (jhoah b icaH03 SpocHJiH cboh jio^kh k 
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CTeHe, Bbixoflameii na peicy,), and were met by another shower of clothyard shafts 
(h 6lijih BCTpeneHM erne o^hhm rpa,noM CTpen) and a volley from the small 
ballistae mounted on towers on that side of the stockade (n 3annoM H3 Hebojibunix 
SajuiHCT, ycTaHOBJieHHbix Ha baumax no Ty CTOpOHy nacTOKOJia). Stones and logs 
whirled through the air and splintered and sank half a dozen canoes (icaMHH h 
SpeBHa npOHecjmcb b B03,nyxe h pa3,npo6HJiH h noTomuiH nojT7TTO>KHHbT icaHoa), 
killing their occupants, and the other boats drew back out of range (ybnBaa hx 
nacca>KHpOB, a ocTanbHbie jio^kh OTomnH 3a npe^ejibi AoearaeMOCTH; out of range 
— eue docmaeMocmu). A deep roar of triumph rose from the walls of the fort, 
answered by bestial howling from all quarters (hh3khh TpHyM(j)ajibHbiH peB 
no^Hanca co ctch (})opTa, /Ha KOTOpbiii/ otbcthii 3BepHHbiii boh co Bcex ctopoh). 

incessant [In'sesnt], survivor [sq'valvq], triumph [’tralqmf] 

An incessant hail of arrows rained against the stockade from the woods and the 
river. The deep twanging of the bowstrings rose above the howling. Yelling like 
wolves, several hundred naked warriors with axes in their hands ran from under the 
trees and raced toward the eastern gate. They were within a hundred and fifty yards 
of their objective when a withering blast of arrows from the wall littered the 
ground with corpses and sent the survivors fleeing back to the trees. The men in 
the canoes rushed their boats toward the river-wall, and were met by another 
shower of clothyard shafts and a volley from the small ballistae mounted on towers 
on that side of the stockade. Stones and logs whirled through the air and splintered 
and sank half a dozen canoes, killing their occupants, and the other boats drew 
back out of range. A deep roar of triumph rose from the walls of the fort, answered 
by bestial howling from all quarters. 

"Shall we try to break through?" asked Balthus, trembling with eagerness (mbi 
nonpobyeM npopBaTbca? — cnpocnji Eamyc, ^po>Ka c = om HeTepnemra). 
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Conan shook his head (KoHaH noKanan /cBoen/ rojiOBoii). He stood with his arms 
folded, his head slightly bent (oh CToan, CKpecTHB pyKH Ha rpyzjH, caerKa ckjtohhb 
ronoBy: «c ero pyKaMH cicpemeHHBiMH, ero ronoBa cnerKa CKJiOHeHHaa»), a 
somber and brooding figure (m pannan h norpy/Kemiaa b pasMbimaemia (jmrypa). 
"The fort's doomed (cjiopT odpeneH; to doom — odpenamb, npuzoeapueamb). The 
Piets are blood-mad, and won't stop until they're all killed (nmcrbi KpoBO'/Kaanbi, h 
He ocTaHOBaTca, noxa /ohii/ Bee /He/ SyuyT yduxbi). And there are too many of 
them for the men in the fort to kill (a hx cjihhikom MHoro: «TaM ecTb cjinmKOM 
MHoro H3 hhx» ana nioneii b (jiopTe, /hto6bi/ ydiiTB). We couldn't break through, 
and if we did, we could do nothing but die with Valannus (mbi He CMornn 6bi 
npopBaTbca, a ecan 6w /mbi/ /h/ caenann = npopecmucb , /to mbi He/ CMomH 6bi 
caenaTB HHnero, xpoMe /icaic/ yMepeTB c BanaHHycoM)." 

eagerness [’i:gqnls], figure ['flgq], with [wID] 

"Shall we try to break through?" asked Balthus, trembling with eagerness. 

Conan shook his head. He stood with his arms folded, his head slightly bent, a 
somber and brooding figure. 

"The fort's doomed. The Piets are blood-mad, and won’t stop until they're all killed. 
And there are too many of them for the men in the fort to kill. We couldn't break 
through, and if we did, we could do nothing but die with Valannus." 

"There’s nothing we can do but save our own hides, then (3HauHT, mbi mmero He 
M05xeM caenaTB: «tum ecTB HHnero mbi mojkcm caejiaTB», KpOMe xax cnacra Hamn 
codcTBeHHBie HIKypBl)?" 

"Yes. We’ve got to warn the settlers (aa = nem, modicbm. Mbi aoroKHBi 
npeaynpeaHTB nocejieHpeB; to warn — npedocmepenb). Do you know why the 
Piets are not trying to burn the fort with fire-arrows (/tbi/ 3HaeuiB, none My iihktbi 
He iiBrraiOTca noa^KCHB cjiopT ropauiuMH CTpenaMH)? Because they don't want a 

i Tenepb bbi ^ora^HBaeTecb, no^eMy «AyMepi>i» — o6peTCHHMe jiioah? 
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flame that might warn the people to the east (noTOMy hto ohii He xoraT njiaMemr = 
um ne Hymen oeonb, KOTOpbih Mor 6 bi npeaynpeanTb moaeii Ha BOCTOKe). They 
plan to stamp out the fort, and then sweep east before anyone knows of its fall (ohh 
nnaHHpyiOT ynHHTO>KHTb (J)opT, a noTOM oSpyiHHTbca Ha boctok, noxa hhkto /h e/ 
3HaeT o ero na^eHHH). They may cross Thunder River and take Velitrium before 
the people know what's happened (ohh MoryT nepecenb TpOMOByio peicy h B3aTb 
BejiHTpnyM, npe>Kae hcm jnop y3HaiOT = nouMym, hto cjiymuiocb). At least 
they'll destroy every living thing between the fort and Thunder River (no MeHbmen 
Mepe, ohh yHHHTOJKaT Bee acHBoe: «Ka>K,nyK) xcHByio Bemb» MOK^y (j)opTOM h 
TpOMOBOH peKoii). 

burn [bq:nl, fall [fO:l], destroy [dl'strOI] 

"There's nothing we can do but save our own hides, then?" 

"Yes. We’ve got to warn the settlers. Do you know why the Piets are not trying to 
burn the fort with fire-arrows? Because they don't want a flame that might warn the 
people to the east. They plan to stamp out the fort, and then sweep east before 
anyone knows of its fall. They may cross Thunder River and take Velitrium before 
the people know what’s happened. At least they'll destroy every living thing 
between the fort and Thunder River. 

"We've failed to warn the fort (HaM He yaanocb npeaynpeanTb (J)opT; to fail — ne 
ydaeambcn, ne nojiynambCH, nodeodumb), and I see now it would have done no 
good if we had succeeded h a BHacy Tenepb, 3to hh npHHecjio 6bi mncaicoH 
nonb3bi, ecjiH 6bi mbi npeycnenH /b btom/; to do good — npuHocumb nonb3y). The 
fort's too poorly manned (b (j)opTe cjthihkom Mano moAeii: «(|)0pT cjihhikom Se^HO 
o6jiiofleH»). A few more charges and the Piets will be over the walls and breaking 
down the gates (eme hcckojibko aTaic, h nmcrbi 6yztyr 3a CTeHaMH h pa3HecyT 
BOpOTa). But we can start the settlers toward Velitrium (ho mbi MoaceM OTnpaBHTb 
nocejieHu,eB k BejiHTpnyMy). Come on (flaBaii / meBermcb)! We're outside the 
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circle the Piets have thrown around the fort (mm CHapyacn KOJitpa, /KOTOpoe/ 
nnKTM pacKHHyjin BOKpyr (J)opTa). We'll keep clear of it (mm poSokhm ero / SyzteM 
aepacaTtca BHe ero; to keep clear of — ocmepeeambcn, U3deeamb )." 

see [si:], poorly ['puqll], clear [kllq] 

"We've failed to warn the fort, and I see now it would have done no good if we had 
succeeded. The fort's too poorly manned. A few more charges and the Piets will be 
over the walls and breaking down the gates. But we can start the settlers toward 
Velitrium. Come on! We're outside the circle the Piets have thrown around the fort. 
We’ll keep clear of it." 

They swung out in a wide arc (ohh noBepHynn no miipoKon /tyre), hearing the 
rising and falling of the volume of the yells, marking each charge and repulse 
(cjiMina noateM n naaemie rpOMKOCTH KpmcoB = kok ycwiueawmcx u emuxawm 
KpuKu, snaMenya Ka>Kayio aTaicy n /ee/ OTpaacemie). The men in the fort were 
holding their own (moan b (|>opTe caepacHBajin cboh); but the shrieks of the Piets 
did not diminish in savagery (ho KpHKH iuiktob He CTaHOBHJiHCt Tiime no 
CBHpenocTn; to diminish — yObieamb, yMenbuiambcn). They vibrated with a timbre 
that held assurance of ultimate victory (ohh BiidpHpOBajiH c tcmSpom, kotopmh 
noaaep>KHBaji yBepeHHOCTB b OKOHnaTejiBHoii nobeae). 

Before Balthus realized they were close to it, they broke into the road leading east 
(npe^Kae neM Eairryc noHan, /hto/ ohh b 6 jth 3 h Hee, ohh bmihjth Ha aopory, 
Beayntyio Ha boctok). 

arc [Rk], charge [CRG], assurance [q'Suqrqns] 

They swung out in a wide arc, hearing the rising and falling of the volume of the 
yells, marking each charge and repulse. The men in the fort were holding their 
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own; but the shrieks of the Piets did not diminish in savagery. They vibrated with a 
timbre that held assurance of ultimate victory. 

Before Balthus realized they were close to it, they broke into the road leading east. 

"Now run!" grunted Conan (TenepB 6ern! — pBiKHyji KoHaH). Balthus set his teeth 
(BajiTyc CTHCHyn /cboh/ aydbi). It was nineteen miles to Velitrium, a good five to 
Scalp Creek beyond which began the settlements (/oto/ 6bijio AeBUTHaApaTB mhjib 
AO BejiHTpnyMa, AobpBix naTB ao npHTOKa CKajiBn, 3a kotopbim HammajiHCB 
nocenemni). It seemed to the Aquilonian that they had been fighting and running 
for centuries (/3to/ Ka3anocB aKBimoimy = aKeujioHuy Ka3anocb, hto ohh 
cpa>KaiOTCH n 6eryr y>xe BeKa). But the nervous excitement that rioted through his 
blood stimulated him to herculean efforts (ho HepBHoe B036y>KAeHHe, KOTOpoe 
6yAOpa>KHJio /ero/ KpOBB, CTHMynHpOBajio ero Ha TiiTanuHecKiie: 
«repKyjieeoBCKHe» ycHjnui). 

nervous [’nq:vqs], excitement [Ik'saltmqnt], riot [’ralqt] 

"Now run!" grunted Conan. Balthus set his teeth. It was nineteen miles to 
Velitrium, a good five to Scalp Creek beyond which began the settlements. It 
seemed to the Aquilonian that they had been fighting and running for centuries. 

But the nervous excitement that rioted through his blood stimulated him to 
herculean efforts. 

Slasher ran ahead of them, his head to the ground (3aAHpa 6eacan BnepeAH hhx: 
/ero/ ronoBa /onymeHa/ k 3eMJie), snarling low, the first sound they had heard from 

him (HH3KHH pBIK-nepBBIH 3ByK, /KOTOpBffl/ OHH yCJIBIHiaJIH OT Hero). 

"Piets ahead of us!" snarled Conan, dropping to one knee and scanning the ground 
in the starlight (hhktbi nepeA naMii! — n pop Biian KoHaH, npimaAaa Ha oaho 
KOJieHO h paccMarpHBaa 3eMJiio b 3bc3ahom CBeTe). He shook his head, baffled (oh 
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noKanaji /cBoefi/ rojiOBOH03a,ztaHeHHo). "I can't tell how many (a He Mory cica3aTB 
ckojibko). Probably only a small party (bo3mo5kho, jihhib ManeHBKHH OTpap). 

Some that couldn't wait to take the fort (hcckojibko, KOTOpbie He Mornn poacpaTbca 
B3aTHa (jDopTa). They've gone ahead to butcher the settlers in their beds (ohh ymim 
Bnepep, /hto6bi/ ySHBaTb nocenemieB b /hx/ nocTenax)! Come on (Bnepep)!" 

ahead [q'hed], scan [skxn], small [smO:l] 

Slasher ran ahead of them, his head to the ground, snarling low, the first sound 
they had heard from him. 

"Piets ahead of us!" snarled Conan, dropping to one knee and scanning the ground 
in the starlight. He shook his head, baffled. "I can't tell how many. Probably only a 
small party. Some that couldn't wait to take the fort. They've gone ahead to butcher 
the settlers in their beds! Come on!" 

Ahead of them presently they saw a small blaze through the trees, and, heard a 
wild and ferocious chanting (nepep hhmh = codou Tenepr. ohh yBHpeim 
ManeHBKoe nnaMa epepn pepeBbeB h ycnbimajiH pmcoe h CBHpenoe nemie). The 
trail bent there, and leaving it, they cut across the bend, through the thickets (Tpona 
TaM CBOpaHHBana, h coir pa c Hee, ohh cpe3anH H3ni6 nepe3 3apocjin). A few 
moments later they were looking on a hideous sight (hcckojibko ceKymp cnycia 
ohh CMOTpenH Ha OTBpaTHTeubHoe 3penHiHe). An ox-wain stood in the road 
(Tenera, sanpaacemraa Sbikumh, CToana Ha popore) piled with meager household 
furnishings (Harpy^eHHaa cicypHOH poMaiuHeii yTBapbio); it was burning (oHa 
ropena); the oxen lay near with their throats cut (6bikh neacaim papoM c 

nepepe3aHHBiM ropJiOM; an ox — 6mk, boji, oxen - Obiiai, eonbi ). A man and a 

woman lay in the road, stripped and mutilated (MyacHHHa h '/Kenmnua jieacajm Ha 
popore, paspeTbie h inypopoBamibie). Five Piets were dancing about them with 
fantastic leaps and bounds (ruixb uhktob njiacaim BOKpyr hhx c npHnypjiHBbiMH 

i Bm He 3a6tuiH, hto KaqaTi. hvvkhmh ronoBaMH Mor tojibko >KHBO/iep 3orap Car. 
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npbDKKaMH h CKanKaMH), waving bloody axes; one of them brandished the 
woman's red-smeared gown (pa3Maxjmaa OKpOBaBJieHHbiMH TonopaMH, ophh H3 
hhx BBiCTaBJian 5KeHCKoe nnaTte, HcnamcaHHoe KpacHBiM). 

chanting [CRntIN], household ['haushquld], gown [gaun] 

Ahead of them presently they saw a small blaze through the trees, and, heard a 
wild and ferocious chanting. The trail bent there, and leaving it, they cut across the 
bend, through the thickets. A few moments later they were looking on a hideous 
sight. An ox-wain stood in the road piled with meager household furnishings; it 
was burning; the oxen lay near with their throats cut. A man and a woman lay in 
the road, stripped and mutilated. Five Piets were dancing about them with fantastic 
leaps and bounds, waving bloody axes; one of them brandished the woman’s 
red-smeared gown. 

At the sight a red haze swam before Balthus (npn BHpe /3Toro/ KpacHbih TyMaH 
nonjiBin nepea /rna3aMH/ Eamyca). Lifting his bow he lined the prancing figure, 
black against the fire, and loosed (nopmiB /cboh/ JiyK, oh HaBeji /ero/ Ha 
CKanymyio (jmrypy, nepHyio Ha (|>OHe oraa, h OTnycTHJi TeTHBy). The slayer leaped 
convulsively and fell dead with the arrow through his heart (ySnirpa iioanpbiniya 
KOHByjibCHBHO ii ynan MepTBbin, co CTpenoii b cepflpe). Then the two white men 
and the dog were upon the startled survivors (3aTeM pBoe 6enbix MyacmiH h nee 
HadpocHJiHCb Ha nopaaceHHbix ypeneBurax). Conan was animated merely by his 
fighting spirit and an old, old racial hate (KoHaH 6 biji BOopymeBJieH cbohm 
6 oiiu,obckhm pyxoM h CTapOH-CTapon pacoBoii HeHaBHCTbio), but Balthus was afire 
with wrath (a Eamyc 6 biji oxBaneH oraeM raeBa: «6 biji 3a>K5KeH thcbom / 6 biji b 
orHe ot raeBa»; afire — oxeaneunbiu oeneM). 

prancing [prRnsIN], racial freSql], wrath [rOT] 
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At the sight a red haze swam before Balthus. Lifting his bow he lined the prancing 
figure, black against the fire, and loosed. The slayer leaped convulsively and fell 
dead with the arrow through his heart. Then the two white men and the dog were 
upon the startled survivors. Conan was animated merely by his fighting spirit and 
an old, old racial hate, but Balthus was afire with wrath. 

He met the first Piet to oppose him with a ferocious swipe (oh BCTpeTHJi nepBoro 
nmcra, /KOTOpBiii/ BbiCTynHJi npOTHB Hero, ^kcctokhm chjibhbim ynapoivi; swipe — 
cujibHbiu ydap) that split the painted skull (kotopbih pacKOJion pacKpameHHbiH 
nepen), and sprang over his failing body to grapple with the others (h 
nepenphirayn ero naaaiomee: «cjia6eiomee» tcjio, Arrodbi/ cxBaTHTbca c 
ocTanbHbiMH). But Conan had already killed one of the two he had chosen, and the 
leap of the Aquilonian was a second late (ho KoHaH y>Ke ydnn oaHoro H3 ppyx, 
/KOTOpbix/ oh BbiSpan, h npbDKOK aKBHJiOHu,a Ha eery nay onoaaaa). The warrior 
was down with the long sword through him even as Balthus' ax was lifted (bohh 
ynaji /npOH3eHHbiii/ aamnibiM mchom, Kaic pa3 roraa 6bin noamiT Tonop Earrryca). 
Turning toward the remaining Piet, Balthus saw Slasher rise from his victim, his 
great jaws dripping blood (odepHyBHiHCb k ocTaBiueMyca nHKTy, BanTyc yBHaen, 
Ik ax/ 3aaupa rioanaaca ot CBoeii >KepTBbi, /a/ / H3/ ero orpOMHbix uemocTeH 
CTeKana xpoBb). 

He met the first Piet to oppose him with a ferocious swipe that split the painted 
skull, and sprang over his failing body to grapple with the others. But Conan had 
already killed one of the two he had chosen, and the leap of the Aquilonian was a 
second late. The warrior was down with the long sword through him even as 
Balthus’ ax was lifted. Turning toward the remaining Piet, Balthus saw Slasher rise 
from his victim, his great jaws dripping blood. 

Balthus said nothing as he looked down at the pitiful forms in the road beside the 
burning wain (Eajrryc /He/ cica3aji mmero, Koraa /oh/ nocMOTpen bhh 3 Ha /Kan kmc 
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(jmrypbi Ha aopore B03Jie ropameii noB03KH). Both were young, the woman little 
more than a girl (06a 6 bijih MOJioabi, aceHiuHHa — nonra aeBomca: «Hyrb Sojibiue, 
neM aeBOHKa»). By some whim of chance the Piets had left her face unmarred, and 
even in the agonies of an awful death it was beautiful (no KaKoii-TO npnxoTH 
cyztbSbi nmcTBi ocTaBHJiH ee nimo HeTpOHyTBiM, h aa>Ke b Myicax yamcnou CMepra 
oho 6bijto npeKpacHo). But her soft young body had been hideously slashed with 
many knives (ho ee Heamoe MOJioaoe Teno 6biJio CTpamHO HcnonocoBaHO 
MHO)KecTBOM Hoaceii) — a mist clouded Balthus' eyes and he swallowed chokingly 
(AbiMica 3aTyMaHHJia rna3a BajiTyca, h oh crjiOTHyji, aaabixaacb = ubimaHCb 
U36aeumbcn om komko, e zopjie'). The tragedy momentarily overcame him 
(Tpareana Ha MHHyTy nepenonHHJia ero). He felt like falling upon the ground and 
weeping and biting the earth (eMy 3axoTenocb ynacTb Ha 3eMJiK) h pbiaaTb, h 
rpbi3Tb 3eMJiio; to feel like V-ing — xo me mb cm cdenamb umo-ji.). 

unmarred [An'mRd], beside [bl'sald], swallow ['swOlqu] 

Balthus said nothing as he looked down at the pitiful forms in the road beside the 
burning wain. Both were young, the woman little more than a girl. By some whim 
of chance the Piets had left her face unmarred, and even in the agonies of an awful 
death it was beautiful. But her soft young body had been hideously slashed with 
many knives — a mist clouded Balthus' eyes and he swallowed chokingly. The 
tragedy momentarily overcame him. He felt like falling upon the ground and 
weeping and biting the earth. 

"Some young couple just hitting out on their own," Conan was saying as he wiped 
his sword unemotionally (Kaicaa-TO MOJioaaa napa xax pa3 OTnpaBHJiHCb 
caMOCToaTenbHO, — KoHaH roBOpHJi, Koraa BbiTHpan cboh Men SeccTpacTHO = 
zoeopuji deccmpacmno, ebimupan ceou Men). "On their way to the fort when the 
Piets met them (b nyrb b (|)opT, xoraa miKTbi BCTpeTHJiH hx). Maybe the boy was 

i SI /[aio 6onee ^jihhhbih BapnaHT, ho no cyTH ncprsuii — 6onee KpaTKHH — tohiio nepe.TaeT cmbicji. 
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going to enter the service; maybe take up land on the river (bo3mo>kho, napeHB 
codupanca nocTynnTL Ha cjiyjKdy, bo3mo5kho, B3HTB 3eMJiio Ha peice). Well, that's 
what will happen to every man, woman, and child this side of Thunder River if we 
don't get them into Velitrium in a hurry (Hy, bot hto cayuHTca c Ka>Ka,BiM 
My>KUHHoii, )KeHniHHOH h pedeHKOM no 3Ty CTopoHy rpOMOBoii peKH, ecaH mbi He 
aocTaBHM hx b BeuHTpHyM no-6biCTpee; in a hurry — e cneiure, Obicmpo)." 

young [jAN], couple [kApl], unemotionally [Anl'mquSqnll] 

"Some young couple just hitting out on their own," Conan was saying as he wiped 
his sword unemotionally. "On their way to the fort when the Piets met them. 

Maybe the boy was going to enter the service; maybe take up land on the river. 
Well, that's what will happen to every man, woman, and child this side of Thunder 
River if we don't get them into Velitrium in a hurry." 

Balthus' knees trembled as he followed Conan (kojichh Eamyca 3aap05Kajm, Koraa 
oh nocjieaoBan 3 a KoHaHOM). But there was no hint of weakness in the long easy 
stride of the Cimmerian (ho He 6 biJio /h/ HaMeica Ha ycTanocTt, b mnpoKOM jierKOM 
mare KHMMepHHpa). There was a kinship between him and the great gaunt brute 
that glided beside him (6 bijio poacTBO Me>Kay hhm h orpOMHBiM no/picapBiM 
5 KHBOTHBIM, KOTOpoe CKOJIB3HJIO B03Jie Hero). Slasher no longer growled with his 
head to the trail (3aanpa Sojibine He pBinaii, c /ero/ ronoBOH, /ckhohchhoh/ k 
Tpone). The way was clear before them (nyTB 6 bijt hhct nepea hhmh). The yelling 
on the river came faintly to them, but Balthus believed the fort was still holding 
(KpHKH Ha peice .hohochjihcb cjiabo a o hhx, ho EanTyc BepHJi, /hto/ (j)opT eme 
aepJKHTca). Conan halted suddenly, with an oath (KoHaH Bapyr ocTaHOBHJica c 
pyraTejiBCTBOM = pyzHyeiuiicb). 

Balthus' knees trembled as he followed Conan. But there was no hint of weakness 
in the long easy stride of the Cimmerian. There was a kinship between him and the 
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great gaunt brute that glided beside him. Slasher no longer growled with his head 
to the trail. The way was clear before them. The yelling on the river came faintly to 
them, but Balthus believed the fort was still holding. Conan halted suddenly, with 
an oath. 

He showed Balthus a trail that led north from the road (oh iiOKaaaa Eamycy Tpony, 
KOTOpaa Bena Ha ceBep ot AOporn). It was an old trail, partly grown with new 
young growth, and this growth had recently been broken down (oto 6braa CTapaa 
Tpona, uacTHHHO 3apocmaa hoboh mojioaoh nopocnbio, h 3Ta nopocnb He^aBHO 
6biJia cnoMaHa). Balthus realized this fact more by feel than sight, though Conan 
seemed to see like a cat in the dark (Eamyc oco3iiaa 3tot (|>aKT hojitme 
omymeHHeM, HeacenH 3peHiieM, xoTa KoHaHa, Ka3ajiocb, bhaht KaK Koimca b 
TeMHOTe). The Cimmerian showed him where broad wagon tracks turned off the 
main trail, deeply indented in the forest mold (KHMMepneu, noica3aji eMy, rae 
umpOKHe cneabi Tenern CBepHynH c rnaBHOH Tponbi, rnydoKO OTneuaTaBHiHeca b 
jiecHOM pbixjiOM rpyHTe). 

show [Squ], recently ['ri:sntll], wagon [’wxgqn] 

He showed Balthus a trail that led north from the road. It was an old trail, partly 
grown with new young growth, and this growth had recently been broken down. 
Balthus realized this fact more by feel than sight, though Conan seemed to see like 
a cat in the dark. The Cimmerian showed him where broad wagon tracks turned off 
the main trail, deeply indented in the forest mold. 

"Settlers going to the licks after salt," he grunted (nocenemibi eayT Ha conoHHaKH 
3a cojibK), — npOBOpuan oh). "They're at the edges of the marsh, about nine miles 
from here (ohh Ha Kpaio SonoTa, okojio aeB^TH mhjtb OTCKyja). Blast it 
(npOKJiaTHe)! They'll be cut off and butchered to a man (ohh dy^yr OTpe3aHBi h 
ydHTBi Bee ao nocneAHero: «ao OAHoro HejiOBeica»)! Listen (cayman)! One man 
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can warn the people on the road (o^hh nejiOBeic MO>KeT npeflynpe^HTL mo^eH Ha 
AOpore). Go ahead and wake them up and herd them into Velitrium (h^h Bnepefl h 
6 yn,H hx, h tohh hx b BenHTpHyM). I'll go and get the men gathering the salt (a 
nohfly h 3 a6epy jnofleH, codnpaiomHx cojib). They'll be camped by the licks (ohh 
CTaHyr narepeM y cojiOHnaKOB). We won't come back to the road (mbi He SyneM 
B03BpamaTBca Ha .ziopory). We’ll head straight through the woods (mbi non^eM 
HanpaMyio nepe3 Jiec)." 

salt [sO:lt], marsh [mRS], road [rqud] 

"Settlers going to the licks after salt," he grunted. "They're at the edges of the 
marsh, about nine miles from here. Blast it! They'll be cut off and butchered to a 
man! Listen! One man can warn the people on the road. Go ahead and wake them 
up and herd them into Velitrium. I'll go and get the men gathering the salt. They'll 
be camped by the licks. We won't come back to the road. We’ll head straight 
through the woods." 

With no further comment Conan turned off the trail and hurried down the dim path 
(6e3 ^ajiBHenmux KOMMeHTapneB KoHaH CBepHyji c TponBi h nocnemmi no 
HeacHoii TporoiHKe), and Balthus, after staring after him for a few moments, set out 
along the road (a Eajrryc, nocMOTpeB hcckojibko cexyH^ eMy BCJiefl, OTnpaBHJica 
no flopore). The dog had remained with him, and glided softly at his heels (nec 
ocTanca c hhm h njiaBHO ckojib3hji BCJiefl 3a hhm; heel — nmnKa; KadnyK). When 
Balthus had gone a few rods he heard the animal growl (xoraa Eajrryc npomeji 
HecKOJiBKO poaoB 1 , oh ycjiBiman, /icaic/ acHBOTHoe 3apBinajio). Whirling, he glared 
back the way he had come (noBepHyBimiCB, oh nocMorpeji Ha3a^ Tyna, OTicyna: 
«nyTB» oh npnmeji), and was startled to see a vague ghostly glow vanishing into 
the forest in the direction Conan had taken (h 6biji nopaaceH, yBuaeB ueHCiibiu 


i Poa — Mepa /uihhh, pannjtcTca 5,5 ap,ia\i. Mtodm nonyHHTt HCKOMoe paceroaHHe, yMHo>Ki>Te «HecKoni>Ko» Ha 
5,5 JipziOB. Ecjih He naipieTe Ha KajitKyjMTope «HecKoni>KO», nom.iTaHTCCb naopaTi, «napoHicy». 
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npH3paHHbm CBeT, HCHcaaiomiiH b jiecy b tom nanpaBaemiH, / b kotopom/ nornea 
KoHaH). Slasher rumbled deep in his throat (3a^npa 3apr,maa hh3khm ropJiOBbiM 
3ByKOM: «ray6oKO b ero raoTKe»), his hackles stiff and his eyes balls of green fire 
(ero niepCTb Ha 3arpHBKe B3,ztbi6HJiacb, a ero raa3a /cTaan/ mapaMH H3 3eaeHoro 
naaMeHH). Balthus remembered the grim apparition that had taken the head of the 
merchant Tiberias not far from that spot, and he hesitated (BaaTyc BcnoMHHa 
crpaniHoe npHBH^eHHe, KOTOpoe 3a6paao roaoBy Kynpa TndepHaca He^aaeKO ot 
toto MecTa, h oh 3 aKoae6aaca). The thing must be following Conan (floaacHO 
6 biTB, TBapr, npecaeflyeT KoHaHa). But the giant Cimmerian had repeatedly 
demonstrated his ability to take care of himself (ho niraiiTCKMM KUMMepneu 
Heo/tHOKpaTHO AeMOHCTpHpOBaa cbok) enocobHOCTB no3a6oTHTbca o caMOM ce6e), 
and Balthus felt his duty lay toward the helpless settlers who slumbered in the path 
of the red hurricane (h BaaTyc nyBCTBOBaa, hto ero aojit jieacaa k = 
pacnpocmpamjicH na SecnoMOunibix noceaeimeB, KOTOpbie cnaau Ha nyra 
KpOBaBoro yparaHa). The horror of the fiery phantom was overshadowed by the 
horror of those limp, violated bodies beside the burning ox-wain (yacac nepe# 
naaMeHHbiM (JmnTOMOM 6bia nepeBemeH yacacoM ot Tex 6e3BoabHbix 
ocKBepHeHHbix Tea pa^OM c ropameh Teaeroii c BoaaMH). 

further [fq:Dq], remain [rl'meln], hesitate [’hezltelt] 

With no further comment Conan turned off the trail and hurried down the dim 
path, and Balthus, after staring after him for a few moments, set out along the road. 

The dog had remained with him, and glided softly at his heels. When Balthus had 
gone a few rods he heard the animal growl. Whirling, he glared back the way he 
had come, and was startled to see a vague ghostly glow vanishing into the forest in 
the direction Conan had taken. Slasher rumbled deep in his throat, his hackles stiff 
and his eyes balls of green fire. Balthus remembered the grim apparition that had 
taken the head of the merchant Tiberias not far from that spot, and he hesitated. 

The thing must be following Conan. But the giant Cimmerian had repeatedly 
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demonstrated his ability to take care of himself, and Balthus felt his duty lay 
toward the helpless settlers who slumbered in the path of the red hurricane. The 
horror of the fiery phantom was overshadowed by the horror of those limp, 
violated bodies beside the burning ox-wain. 

He hurried down the road, crossed Scalp Creek and came in sight of the first 
settler's cabin — a, long, low structure of ax-hewn logs (oh nocnemmi no aopore, 
nepecex npriTOK Cicarum h Borneji b bh,hhmoctb = 3aMemwi nepByro xmKHHy 
nocenemj,a — anmmoe, HH3Koe CTpoemre H3 OTecaHHBix /TonopOM/ SpeBeH). In an 
instant he was pounding on the door (uepe3 MHr oh kojtothji no ABepn). A sleepy 
voice inquired his pleasure (cohhbih roaoc noHHTepecoBajica o ero >KejiaHHH = 
noimmepecoeajicn, l imo eMy yzodno). 

"Get up! The Piets are over the river (BCTaBaifre! nmcrbi nepemaii peny; to be over 
— nepecenb, nepenpaeumbcn)\" 

sleepy [’sli:pl], inquire [In'kwalq], door [dO:] 

He hurried down the road, crossed Scalp Creek and came in sight of the first 
settler's cabin — a, long, low structure of ax-hewn logs. In an instant he was 
pounding on the door. A sleepy voice inquired his pleasure. 

"Get up! The Piets are over the river!" 

That brought instant response (oto BBi3Bano MraoBemmiH otbct). A low cry 
echoed his words and then the door was thrown open by a woman in a scanty shift 
(thxhh KpHK 3xom noBTOpHJT ero caoBa, h noTOM HBepa 6bura pacnaxHyTa 
5KeHiuHHOH b CKyaHOH = KoponiKou copomce). Her hair hung over her bare 
shoulders in disorder; she held a candle in one hand and an ax in the other (ee 
Bonocbi CBHcanH uepe3 ee rouble naeun b Secnopaaice 1 = ee eojiocbi e decnopndKe 
ceucanu na zojibie menu, OHa aep^xana CBeuy b oahoh pyxe h Tonop b apyroir). 

i KoHeHHo, b Decnopa^Kc bojiocbi, a He ruic-in. 1 [oiToviy ,iejiae\i ncDonbinoe H3MeHeHHe b nop^TKe cjiob. 
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Her face was colorless, her eyes wide with terror (ee jihpo 6mjio SjieaHbiM, ee 
rna3a pacmupeiibi ot y^Kaca). 

"Come in!" she begged (BxoaHTe! — yMOjnuia OHa). "We'll hold the cabin (me,i 
yflepJKHM xH>KHny)." 

"No. We must make for Velitrium (hct, mm aojokhm aBnraTbca b BejiHTpnyM). 
The fort can't hold them back (cf)opT He MO>KeT hx yaep>KaTb). It may have fallen 
already (bo3mo>kho, oh y>xe nan). Don't stop to dress (He 3aaep5KHBaHTecb, hto6m 
oaeTbca). Get your children and come on (xBaTaiiTe aeTeii h Bnepe,n)." 

brought [brO:t], colorless [’kAlqlls], children ['Clldrqn] 

That brought instant response. A low cry echoed his words and then the door was 
thrown open by a woman in a scanty shift. Her hair hung over her bare shoulders 
in disorder; she held a candle in one hand and an ax in the other. Her face was 
colorless, her eyes wide with terror. 

"Come in!" she begged. "We’ll hold the cabin." 

"No. We must make for Velitrium. The fort can’t hold them back. It may have 
fallen already. Don’t stop to dress. Get your children and come on." 

"But my man’s gone with the others after salt!" she wailed, wringing her hands (ho 
moh My>K yrneji c ocTanbHbiMH 3a conbio! — OHa 3anpHHHTana, 3ajiaMMBan /ee/ 
pyKH). Behind her peered three tousled youngsters, blinking and bewildered ( 3 a 
Heir BbirnaabiBajiH TpH B3bepomeHHbix K)Hu,a, mypaumeca h CMymeHHbie). 
"Conan’s gone after them (KoHaH norneji 3a hhmh). He’ll fetch them through safe 
(oh npoBeacT hx b penocTH h coxpaHHOCTH). We must hurry up the road to warn 
the other cabins (mm aoiDKHbi cnemiiTb no aopore, /hto6m/ npeaynpeaHTb 
ocTanbHbie aoMa)." 

Relief flooded her countenance (odjiemeHHe HaxjibiHyno Ha ee jihu,o). 

"Mitra be thanked!" she cried (SnaroaapeHHe Mmpe: «MnTpa 6yan 
OT6naroAapeH», — BOCKJiHKHyna OHa). "If the Cimmerian’s gone after them, 
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they're safe if mortal man can save them (ecnn KiiMMepiieu nomea 3a hhmii, oiih b 
6e3onacHOCTH, ecnn /tojtbko/ CMepTHBiii nenoBeK mojkct cnacra nx)!" 

tousled [’tauzld], countenance ['kauntlnqns], mortal [mO:tl] 

"But my man’s gone with the others after salt!" she wailed, wringing her hands. 
Behind her peered three tousled youngsters, blinking and bewildered. 

"Conan's gone after them. He'll fetch them through safe. We must hurry up the 
road to warn the other cabins." 

Relief flooded her countenance. 

"Mitra be thanked!" she cried. "If the Cimmerian's gone after them, they're safe if 
mortal man can save them!" 

In a whirlwind of activity she snatched up the smallest child and herded the others 
through the door ahead of her (b Bnxpe aeaTejibHOCTH OHa cxBaTHJia caMoro 
ManeHBKoro pebemca n noraana ocTajibHbix nepe3 anepb Bnepean ce6a). Balthus 
took the candle and ground it out under his heel (Eamyc cxBaTHJi CBeny n 
pacTonTan ee /no#/ iuitkoh). He listened an instant (oh npncjiyinajica Ha 
MraoBemie). No sound came up the dark road (hh 3Byxa /He/ aoHOCHJiocb Ha 
TeMHoii AOpore). 

"Have you got a horse (y Te6a ecTb Jiomaab)?" 

"In the stable," she groaned (b KOHiomHe, — npocTOHana OHa). "Oh, hurry (o, 
nocnemH)!" 

activity [xk'tlvltl], candle [kxndl], horse [hO:s] 

In a whirlwind of activity she snatched up the smallest child and herded the others 
through the door ahead of her. Balthus took the candle and ground it out under his 
heel. He listened an instant. No sound came up the dark road. 

"Have you got a horse?" 
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In the stable," she groaned. "Oh, hurry! 


He pushed her aside as she fumbled with shaking hands at the bars (oh ottojikhyji 
ee b CTOpOHy, Koryja OHa 3aB03HJiacr> TpacymHMHca pyrcaMH c 3acoBOM). He led the 
horse out and lifted the children on its back, telling them to hold to its mane and to 
one another (oh Bbrneji Jioma^b h no^mui fleTeh eh Ha cmmy, BeneB hm flep>KaTBca 
3a /ee/ rpimy h ^pyr 3a flpyra). They stared at him seriously, making no outcry 
(ohh CMOTpejiH Ha Hero cepr>e3HO, He C03,naBaa myMa / He npOTecrya; outcry — 
ueucmoebiu KpuK; myM; luyMHbiii npomecm ). The woman took the horse's halter 
and set out up the road (^KeHmima B3HJia He,noy3,ztOK jioma^H = jiomadb 3a 
uedoy3doK h OTnpaBHJiacb no Aopore). She still gripped her ax and Balthus knew 
that if cornered she would fight with the desperate courage of a she-panther (oHa 
Bee eiu,e OKHMajia cboh Tonop, h BajiTyc 3Han, hto ecjin ee 3arHaTB b yron: «ecjm 
3arnamiaH b yroa», OHa 6yaeT apaTbca c OTHaamiOH xpaopocTbio naHTepBi-caMKH; 
cornered — e mpydnoM, 3ampydnumejibH0M nojiootcenuu, sacnaniibiu eyeoji, 
npunepnibiu k cmene; corner — ycoji). 

fight [fait], desperate [’despqrlt], courage ['kArIG] 

He pushed her aside as she fumbled with shaking hands at the bars. He led the 
horse out and lifted the children on its back, telling them to hold to its mane and to 
one another. They stared at him seriously, making no outcry. The woman took the 
horse's halter and set out up the road. She still gripped her ax and Balthus knew 
that if cornered she would fight with the desperate courage of a she-panther. 

He held behind, listening (oh 3a^ep5Kanca, npHcnyiHHBaacb). He was oppressed by 
the belief that the fort had been stormed and taken (oh 6biJi no^aBneH Bepoii = 
Mbicjibw, hto (jtopT y>Ke HrrypMOBajiH h b3hjih), that the dark-skinned hordes were 
already streaming up the road toward Velitrium (hto TeMHOKomie opflbi y>Ke 
CTpeMHTca no ^opore k BerraTpHyMy), drunken on slaughter and mad for blood 
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(ont^HeHHwe doimeH h 6e3yMHO acaacayimie KpOBii). They would come with the 
speed of starving wolves (ohh npnayT = npujvmamcn co CKOpocTbio roaoaHbix 
bojikob; to starve —yMupamb om eonoda). 

He held behind, listening. He was oppressed by the belief that the fort had been 
stormed and taken, that the dark-skinned hordes were already streaming up the 
road toward Velitrium, drunken on slaughter and mad for blood. They would come 
with the speed of starving wolves. 

Presently they saw another cabin looming ahead (Tenepr, ohh yBHaean eme oaHy 
xHJKHHy, lYiaHHMBLnyio Bnepeau). The woman started to shriek a warning, but 
Balthus stopped her (aceHmima Haaaaa BbiKpiiKHBaTB npeaynpeacaeHHe, ho Eamyc 
ocTaHOBHJi ee). He hurried to the door and knocked (oh nocnemHJi k aeepn h 
nocTynaji). A woman's voice answered him (aceHCKHH ronoc otbcthji eMy). He 
repeated his warning, and soon the cabin disgorged its occupants — an old woman, 
two young women, and four children (oh noBTOpHJi CBoe npeaynpeacaeHHe, h 
BCKOpe xHJKHHa HCTOprna cbohx odHTaTeaeu — CTapyxy, aeyx Moaoatix /KeiiuiHii 
h ueTbipex aeTeii). Like the other woman's husband, their men had gone to the salt 
licks the day before, unsuspecting of any danger (icaic /h/ Myac apyroii acemuHHbi, 
hx MyacHHHBi yrnaH Ha coaoHuaKH aeiib na3aa, He noaospcBaa 06 /KaKOH-ando/ 
onacHOCTH). One of the young women seemed dazed, the other prone to hysteria 
(o^Ha H3 Moaoawx jkchiuhh Ka3aaacr. openeHeBmeii: «omeaoMaeHHOH», apyraa 
codHpaaacr. BnacTB b HCTepHicy: emoaeepaceHa k HCTepHKe»). But the old woman, 
a stern old veteran of the frontier, quieted them harshly (ho CTapyxa, cypoBbiii 
CTapbih BeTepaH rpamipbi, pemiiTeabHO yroMomina hx; harsh — jicecmKim, 
meepdbiu, epydbiu, nenpunmubiu (na oipynb); mepiuaebiu, luepoxoeambiiiy she 
helped Balthus get out the two horses that were stabled in a pen behind the cabin 
and put the children on them (oHa noMoraa BaaTycy bbibccth aeyx aomaaeii, 
KOTOpbie dtian nocTaBaeHbi b 3aroHe a-Jifl ckotb h nocaaHTb aeTeh Ha hhx). 

Balthus urged that she herself mount with them (BaaTyc HacTarmaa, HTodbi ohh 
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caMa 3a6pajiact /Ha aoma^t/ c hhmh), but she shook her head and made one of the 
younger women ride (ho OHa noxanana tojioboh h 3acTaBHJia CKaicaTB BepxoM 
oauy H3 MJiaflmnx aceHiipiH; to make smb. do smth. — sacmae.vmtb koso-ji. 
dejiamb nmo-ji.). 

knock [nOk], husband ['hAzbqnd], women [’wlmln] 

Presently they saw another cabin looming ahead. The woman started to shriek a 
warning, but Balthus stopped her. He hurried to the door and knocked. A woman's 
voice answered him. He repeated his warning, and soon the cabin disgorged its 
occupants — an old woman, two young women, and four children. Like the other 
woman's husband, their men had gone to the salt licks the day before, unsuspecting 
of any danger. One of the young women seemed dazed, the other prone to hysteria. 

But the old woman, a stern old veteran of the frontier, quieted them harshly; she 
helped Balthus get out the two horses that were stabled in a pen behind the cabin 
and put the children on them. Balthus urged that she herself mount with them, but 
she shook her head and made one of the younger women ride. 

"She’s with child," grunted the old woman (oHa c pedemcoM = oua otcdem pedeum, 
— npOBOpnana CTapyxa). "I can walk — and fight, too, if it comes to that (a Mory 
h^th — n cpaacaTtca Toace, ecnn 3to = deao aoiiaeT no 3Toro)." 

As they set out, one of the young women said (Kor^a ohh OTnpaBHJincb, o^Ha H3 
MOJioflBix acemnnH CKa3ana): "A young couple passed along the road about dusk 
(MOJiOAaa napa npoexana no flopore nepe# cyMepKaMn); we advised them to spend 
the night at our cabin, but they were anxious to make the fort tonight (mbi 
coBeTOBann hm npOBecTn hohb b Harnen rode, ho ohh xotcjih ^odpaTBca 30 
4>opTa cero^Hfl BenepOM; to be anxious to do smth. — xomemb, cujibuo oteenamb 
cdejiamb mno-ji.). Did — did — (^ejiajiH = ohu...\ did — cjiyoteedubiu ejiaeoa 
npoiuediuezo epeMeuu, Komopbiu coodipaem, nmo cemac 6ydem 3adau eonpoc )" 
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"They met the Piets," answered Balthus briefly, and the woman sobbed in horror 
(ohh BCTpeTHJin nuKTOB, — OTBeTHJi Eajrryc KOpOTKO, h '/Keiumiiia BCxnnnHyna b 
yacace). 

anxious ['xNkSqs], briefly ['bri:fll], horror ['hOrq] 

"She's with child," grunted the old woman. "I can walk — and fight, too, if it 
comes to that." 

As they set out, one of the young women said: "A young couple passed along the 
road about dusk; we advised them to spend the night at our cabin, but they were 
anxious to make the fort tonight. Did — did —" 

"They met the Piets," answered Balthus briefly, and the woman sobbed in horror. 

They were scarcely out of sight of the cabin when some distance behind them 
quavered a long high-pitched yell (ohh e^Ba OKa3ajmcb BHe bh^hmocth ot flOMa = 
edea doM nponan U3 eudy, xor^a = kcik Ha HexoTOpOM paccToarom no3a,ztH hhx 
3aBH6pHpOBaJI AOJirHH npOH3HTeJTBHbIH BOn.Ib). 

"A wolf!" exclaimed one of the women (bojik! — BOCKJiHKHyjia o^Ha H3 jxeHiuHH). 
"A painted wolf with an ax in his hand," muttered Balthus (pacxpameHHbiH bojik c 
TonopOM b /ero/ pyxe, — npobopMOTan BaiiTyc). "Go (n^HTe / Bnepefl)! Rouse the 
other settlers along the road and take them with you (noAHHMaifre apyrux 
nocejieHpeB no ^,opore h yBO^HTe hx c co6oh). I'll scout along behind (a pa3Beflaio 
C3a^H / npHKpoio)." 

scarcely [’skRslI], quaver ['kwelvq], scout [skaut] 

They were scarcely out of sight of the cabin when some distance behind them 
quavered a long high-pitched yell. 

"A wolf!" exclaimed one of the women. 
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"A painted wolf with an ax in his hand," muttered Balthus. "Go! Rouse the other 
settlers along the road and take them with you. I'll scout along behind." 

Without a word the old woman herded her charges ahead of her (6e3 cjtob CTapyxa 
noraana cbohx noflonenHBix Bnepe^n ce6a). As they faded into the darkness, 
Balthus could see the pale-ovals that were the faces of the children twisted back 
over their shoulders to stare toward him (icopua ohh pacTaarm bo tbmc, Eamyc Mor 
BH,neTB 6n can Lie OBariLi, KOTOpLie 6 lijih rmpaMH acTeii, odepiiyBunixca nepea 
nneno, /hto6li/ nocMOTpeTL b ero CTOpOHy: «k HeMy»). He remembered his own 
people on the Tauran and a moment's giddy sickness swam over him (oh 
BcnoMHHjr cbohx pOAHbix: «ero codcTBeHHLix jnoaeH» b TaypaHe, h cexyHaHaa 
ronoBOKpyjKHTejiLHaa TomHOTa Haxjibmyjra Ha Hero). With momentary weakness 
he groaned and sank down in the road (ot KpaTKOBpeMeHHoii CJiaoocTH oh oxHya h 
onycTHJica Ha aopory), his muscular arm fell over Slasher's massive neck and he 
felt the dog's warm moist tongue touch his face (ero MycKyrmcTaa pyica ynana 
nepe3 = oxeamma MaccHBHyio meio 3aanpLi, h oh noHyBCTBOBan, /kslk/ Tennum 
Bna>KHLiH a3LiK nca KOCHynca ero jnm,a). 

remember [rl’membq], giddy f'gldl], muscular [’mAskjulq] 

Without a word the old woman herded her charges ahead of her. As they faded into 
the darkness, Balthus could see the pale-ovals that were the faces of the children 
twisted back over their shoulders to stare toward him. He remembered his own 
people on the Tauran and a moment's giddy sickness swam over him. With 
momentary weakness he groaned and sank down in the road, his muscular arm fell 
over Slasher's massive neck and he felt the dog’s warm moist tongue touch his 
face. 

He lifted his head and grinned with a painful effort (oh noamm /cboio/ ronoBy h 
yabionyaca c 6ojie3HeHHbiM ycimneM = eudaem yjibidKy). 
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"Come on, boy," he mumbled, rising (^aBaft, napeHB, — npobypnan oh, 
no,a,HHMaflci>). "We've got work to do (y Hac ecTb padoTa: «mbi HMeeM paboTy 
flenaTb»)." 

He lifted his head and grinned with a painful effort. 

"Come on, boy," he mumbled, rising. "We've got work to do." 

A red glow suddenly became evident through the trees (KpacHoe 3apeBO B^pyr 
CTano BHflHO CKB03B flepeBBB = edpye CK603b depeebn cmajio eudno Kpacnoe 
3apeeo; evident — oneeudubiu). The Piets had fired the last hut (nmcTbi uo^O'/Kthh 
[ locne^moio xH>KHny). He grinned (oh yxMbuibHyjicfl). How Zogar Sag would 
froth if he knew his warriors had let their destructive natures get the better of them 
(icaic 6bi BCKiineji 3orap Car, ecjin 6bi oh y3Han, hto ero bokhm ho3bojihjih CBoeii 
pa3pymHTejibHoii eyutHOCTH B3BTb Bepx Ha# co6oh). The fire would warn the 
people farther up the road (oroHb npeflynpe^HT jnoAen ^anbine no ^opore). They 
would be awake and alert when the fugitives reached them (ohh npocnyTca h 
no^HHMyT TpeBory, Kor^a 6erjieu,bi ^ohepyTca flo hhx). But his face grew grim 
(ho ero jihu,o noMpauHeno). The women were traveling slowly, on foot and on the 
overloaded horses (>KeHm,HHbi ^BHraimcb Me/tJieHHO nemKOM h Ha 
neperpyjKeHHbix noma^Bx). The swift-footed Piets would run them down within a 
mile, unless — he took his position behind a tangle of fallen logs beside the trail 
(6biCTpOHorire nmcrbi hotoihit hx nepea mhjho, ecrm oh /h e/ 3aiiMeT /cboio/ 
no3Hu,HK) 3a rpyaoii noBajieHHbix SpeBeH B03Jie Tponbi). The road west of him was 
lighted by the burning cabin (,aopora Ha 3ana^e ot Hero 6biJia ocBemeHa rop^meii 
xhjkhhoh), and when the Piets came he saw them first — black furtive figures 
etched against the distant glare (h Koma nHKTbi no^omim, oh yBH^en hx nepBbiM 
— nepHbie Kpanymne (J)Hrypbi, OTnenaTaBmiiecB Ha cf)one nan e koto 3apeBa). 

evident [’evldqnt], overloaded [quvq'lqudldl, glare [glFq] 
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A red glow suddenly became evident through the trees. The Piets had fired the last 
hut. He grinned. How Zogar Sag would froth if he knew his warriors had let their 
destructive natures get the better of them. The fire would warn the people farther 
up the road. They would be awake and alert when the fugitives reached them. But 
his face grew grim. The women were traveling slowly, on foot and on the 
overloaded horses. The swift-footed Piets would run them down within a mile, 
unless — he took his position behind a tangle of fallen logs beside the trail. The 
road west of him was lighted by the burning cabin, and when the Piets came he 
saw them first — black furtive figures etched against the distant glare. 

Drawing a shaft to the head, he loosed and one of the figures crumpled (oTTrmyB 
CTpeny k ronoBe, oh cnycmn TeTHBy, n o/tHa H3 (jmryp pyxHyna). The rest melted 
into the woods on either side of the road (ocTantHBie Hcne3JiH b Jiecy no o6e 
CTOpOHBi floporn). Slasher whimpered with the killing lust beside him (3a£Hpa 
B03ne Hero 3acKynHJi ot acaac^Bi ybHBaTb). Suddenly a figure appeared on the 
fringe of the trail, under the trees (B^pyr o^Ha (jmrypa noaBHuacr, Ha Kpaio Tponti, 
no/t flepeBBaMH), and began gliding toward the fallen timbers (h Hanana ckojib3htb 
= 3acK0Jib3UJia k noBaneHHBiM SpeBHaM). Balthus' bow-string twanged and the Piet 
yelped, staggered and fell into the shadows with the arrow through his thigh 
(TeTHBa Eamyca 3a3BeHejia, h nmcr 3aBonHJi, 3amaTajica h ynan b tchh co 
CTpenon ckbo3b = 6 be^pe). Slasher cleared the timbers with a bound and leaped 
into the bushes (3a^Hpa nepecKOHHJi SpeBHa nptDKKOM h bpocnjica b KycTbi). They 
were violently shaken and then the dog slunk back to Balthus' side, his jaws 
crimson (ohh apocrao 3aTpacjiHCE>, h 3aTeM nee npOKpanca Ha3a,a, k BanTycy: «k 
CTOpOHe / doxy Eajrryca», Id OKpOBaBJieHHBiMH nemocTaMH; crimson — 
ManuHoebiu, meMHo-Kpacubiu, KapMa3UHHbiu ). 

crumple [krAmpl], thigh [Tall, crimson [krlmznj 
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Drawing a shaft to the head, he loosed and one of the figures crumpled. The rest 
melted into the woods on either side of the road. Slasher whimpered with the 
killing lust beside him. Suddenly a figure appeared on the fringe of the trail, under 
the trees, and began gliding toward the fallen timbers. Balthus' bow-string twanged 
and the Piet yelped, staggered and fell into the shadows with the arrow through his 
thigh. Slasher cleared the timbers with a bound and leaped into the bushes. They 
were violently shaken and then the dog slunk back to Balthus' side, his jaws 
crimson. 

No more appeared in the trail (Sojibiue HHKoro /He/ noaBJianocr. Ha Tpone); Balthus 
began to fear they were stealing past his position through the woods (Eamyc Hanan 
onacaTBca, /hto/ ohh npoKpaimcb mhmo ero no3iiu,HH nepe3 Jiec), and when he 
heard a faint sound to his left he loosed blindly (h Koryja oh ycntiman cjiadbih 3ByK 
cneBa ot Hero: «k ero neBOMy», oh cnycTHJi TeTHBy Bcnenyio). He cursed as he 
heard the shaft splinter against a tree (oh BBipyrancn, rorna yen run an, /hto/ ero 
crpena yflapHJiacb o aepeBo), but Slasher glided away as silently as a phantom (ho 
3anupa ynecen /Tar/ decLnyivino, Rare (})anTOM), and presently Balthus heard a 
thrashing and a gurgling (h Tenepb BanTcy ycntiman yAapti h SynbKaHbe); then 
Slasher came like a ghost through the bushes (noTOM 3aanpa BepHyncn KaK 
npHBHaeHHe ckbo3b KycTbi), snuggling his great, crimson-stained head against 
Balthus' arm (npHncaBimrct CBoeii orpOMHOH, HcnaHKaHHoii b KpacHoe ronoBon k 
pyKe BanTyca). Blood oozed from a gash in his shoulder, but the sounds in the 
wood had ceased for ever (KpOBB coHHJiacb H3 pa3pe3a Ha ero nnene, ho 3ByKH b 
necy npeKparanmcb naBcerna). 

appear [q'plq], steal [sti:l], cease [si:z] 

No more appeared in the trail; Balthus began to fear they were stealing past his 
position through the woods, and when he heard a faint sound to his left he loosed 
blindly. He cursed as he heard the shaft splinter against a tree, but Slasher glided 
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away as silently as a phantom, and presently Balthus heard a thrashing and a 
gurgling; then Slasher came like a ghost through the bushes, snuggling his great, 
crimson-stained head against Balthus' arm. Blood oozed from a gash in his 
shoulder, but the sounds in the wood had ceased for ever. 

The men lurking on the edges of the road evidently sensed the fate of their 
companion (moan, TaHBimieca no KpaaM aopom, oneBnaHO aoraaajmcb o cyabbe 
nx TOBapmna), and decided that an open charge was preferable to being dragged 
down in the dark by a devil-beast they could neither see nor hear (n penman, hto 
OTKpbiToe nanaaemie 6 bijio npeanoHTUTeabno TOMy, hto hx noryduT b TeMHOTe 
abaBoabCKaa TBapb: «6biTHio iiorydaemibiM b TeMHOTe abaBOJibCKon TBapbio», 
/KOTOpyio/ ohh /He/ Mourn hh BHaeTb, hh cjibimaTb; to drag — many mb, maufumb, 
eojionumb; to drag down — ocjiadjmmb, pa3pyiuamb). Perhaps they realized that 
only one man lay behind the logs (bo3mo>kho, ohit nomum, hto jihiub o^hh 
HenoBeK neacHT 3a SpeBHaMH). They came with a sudden rush, breaking cover from 
both sides of the trail (ohh Bapyr Bbibeacaim: «ohh npnmaH c HeoamaaHHbiM 
6 pockom», jiOMaa pacTHTeabHbiH noKpOB c obenx ctopoh Tponbi). Three dropped 
with arrows through them — and the remaining pair hesitated (ipoe ynaim co 
CTpenaMH b hhx: «ckbo3b hhx» — a ocTaBmaaca napa 3aKOJie6anacb). One turned 
and ran back down the road (oahh noBepHyn h nobeacan Ha3aa no Aopore), but the 
other lunged over the breastwork, his eyes and teeth gleaming in the dim light, his 
ax lifted (a apyroii pHHynca nepea SpycTBep /co/ /cbohmh/ raaaaMH it 3y6aMH, 
CBepKaiomiiMii b HeacHOM CBeTe, noAHaB cboh Tonop). Balthus' foot slipped as he 
sprang up, but the slip saved his life (cTynHa Eairryca nocKOJib3Hyjiacb, Korna oh 
npbirHyn = npu npuoKKe , ho 3to CKoabaceHne = omo cnacao eMy acH3Hb). The 
descending ax shaved a lock of hair from his head, and the Piet rolled down the 
logs from the force of his wasted blow (onycKaromroica Tonop cbpHJi kjiok bojioc 
c ero ronoBbi, a nHKT cxaTHaca c SpeBeH ot cnabi ero HanpacHO noTpaHeHHoro = 
ywedweso e nycmomy y^apa). Before he could regain his feet Slasher tore his 
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throat out (npejK^e ueM oh CMor CHOBa BCTaTB Ha Horn, 3a^Hpa BbipBaa ero ropjio; 
to regain one’s feet / footing — cnoea ecmanib na nozu). 

companion [kqm'pxnjqn], preferable [’prefqrqbl], hair [hFq] 

The men lurking on the edges of the road evidently sensed the fate of their 
companion, and decided that an open charge was preferable to being dragged down 
in the dark by a devil-beast they could neither see nor hear. Perhaps they realized 
that only one man lay behind the logs. They came with a sudden rush, breaking 
cover from both sides of the trail. Three dropped with arrows through them — and 
the remaining pair hesitated. One turned and ran back down the road, but the other 
lunged over the breastwork, his eyes and teeth gleaming in the dim light, his ax 
lifted. Balthus’ foot slipped as he sprang up, but the slip saved his life. The 
descending ax shaved a lock of hair from his head, and the Piet rolled down the 
logs from the force of his wasted blow. Before he could regain his feet Slasher tore 
his throat out. 

Then followed a tense period of waiting (3aTeM nocneflOBan HanpanceHHBiH 
nepnofl 05KH^aHHa), in which time Balthus wondered if the man who had fled had 
been the only survivor of the party (bo BpeiviH KOTOporo Eamyc cnpamiiBan ce6a, 
6biJi jih HeaoBCK, KOTOpBiH y6e'/Kaa, eauncTBeiiiibiM yueneBuniM H3 OTpa^a). 
Obviously it had been a small band that had either left the fighting at the fort, or 
was scouting ahead of the main body (oneBHflHO, 3to 6bijt Hedojibrnoii OTpa^, 
KOTOpBiH jth6o noKHHyn 6 oh y (j)opTa, jih6o Ben pa3Be,ztKy nepe# rjiaBHMMH 
CHJiaMH). Each moment that passed increased the chances for safety of the women 
and children hurrying toward Velithum (ica>K,nbiH momcht, KOTOpbiii npoxo^HJi, 
yBejiHHHBan inaHCBi Ha 6e3onacHOCTt = cnacenue nceHiHHH h ^eTen, cnemam,Hx k 
BejiHTpnyMy). 

wonder [’wAndq], obviously ['Obvlqslll, safety f'selftl] 
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Then followed a tense period of waiting, in which time Balthus wondered if the 
man who had fled had been the only survivor of the party. Obviously it had been a 
small band that had either left the fighting at the fort, or was scouting ahead of the 
main body. Each moment that passed increased the chances for safety of the 
women and children hurrying toward Velithum. 

Then without warning a shower of arrows whistled over his retreat (3aTeM 6e3 
npeaynpencaemia rpa,a CTpen npocBHCTen Ha# ero ybeacmueM). A wild howling 
rose from the woods along the trail (ahkhh boh noamuica H3 Jieca B^orn. Tponbi). 
Either the survivor had gone after aid, or another party had joined the first (jih6o 
yu,ejieBuiHH xoahji 3a noMomtio, jih6o erne o^hh OTpaa npHeoeaHHHJica k 
nepBOMy). The burning cabin still smoldered, lending a little light (ropamaa 
xmicHHa erne TJiejia, aaBaa HeMHoro CBeTa). Then they were after him, gliding 
through the trees beside the trail (noTOM ohh nomjiH 3a hhm, CKOJib3a Meac/iy 
aepeBbeB B03Jie Tponw). He shot three arrows and threw the bow away (oh 
BbinycTHJi TpH CTpenbi h ot6pochji Jiyic; to shoot — cmpe.mmb; to throw away — 
omdpocumb). As if sensing his plight, they came on (icaic byaTO nyBCTBya ero 
/cKBepHoe/ nononcemie, ohh npHbjmncajiHCb), not yelling now, but in deadly 
silence except for a swift pad of many feet (Tenepb He Bona, ho b CMepTejibHoii 
THiHHHe KpOMe = napyiuaeMou monbKo bbiCTpoii thxoh nocTynbio MHoacecTBa 
Hor; pad — nodyiueuKa na Kom^ax najibifeey nenoeeKa ujiu na nodoiuee 
HeKomopux Jicueomubix). 

shower ['Sauq], retreat [rl'trht], plight [plait] 

Then without warning a shower of arrows whistled over his retreat. A wild 
howling rose from the woods along the trail. Either the survivor had gone after aid, 
or another party had joined the first. The burning cabin still smoldered, lending a 
little light. Then they were after him, gliding through the trees beside the trail. He 
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shot three arrows and threw the bow away. As if sensing his plight, they came on, 
not yelling now, but in deadly silence except for a swift pad of many feet. 

He fiercely hugged the head of the great dog growling at his side, muttered: "All 
right, boy, give 'em hell!" (oh oboapaioiue o6mui ronoBy orpOMHoro nca, 
pbinamero paaoM c hhm, npomenTan: xopomo, napeHb, noaaah hm >xapy: «aah hm 
aaa») and sprang to his feet, drawing his ax (h bckohhji Ha /cboh/ Horn, noainiMaa 
Tonop; to draw — meneKamb, oonaDicamb (opyjicue), nodnuMamb 1 ). Then the dark 
figures flooded over the breastworks and closed in a storm of flailing axes, 
stabbing knives and ripping fangs (3aTeM TeMHBie (jmrypbi xjibmyjiH nepes 
SpycTBep h BomjiH b 6jih)khhh 6oh b BHxpe pyba ni nx TonopOB, kojiioihhx uo'/Ked 
H pBy TH HX KJIbIKOB). 

fiercely [’flqsll], growl [graul], draw [drO:] 

He fiercely hugged the head of the great dog growling at his side, muttered: "All 
right, boy, give 'em hell!" and sprang to his feet, drawing his ax. Then the dark 
figures flooded over the breastworks and closed in a storm of flailing axes, 
stabbing knives and ripping fangs. 


7. The Devil in the Fire 


(^eMOH b ome) 


i noHHMaio, hto nyHine HcnoJib30BaTb «oona>Kaa» huh «H3BJieKaa», ho aim 3Toro HyacHbi hojkhbi. Tonopti, KaK bbi 
3aMeTHJiH, ncpcxo.iaT k rcpoavi ot hhktob, KOToptie xoahjih He TOJibKo 6e3 novKen, ho h, npocTHTe, 6e3 uiTaHOB. 
no3TOMy, CKopee Bcero, HHKaicoro (jjyriMpa aim noioiuero Tonopa y Eajrryca He 6i>mo. EAHHCTBeHHbra BapnanT, 
KOTOptlM MbI MO'/KeM B0Cn0JIb30BaTbCfl, 3TO «BbIXBaTbIBafl H3-3a mMCa», eCJIH TaKOBOH nHKTbl He 
SKcnponpHHpoBanH y rcpoa npn njieHeHHH. 
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When Conan turned from the Velitrium road, he expected a run of some nine miles 
and set himself to the task (Koraa KoHaH CBepHyn c noponi Ha BenHTpHyM, oh 
05KHaan npo6e)KKH mhjtl Ha aeBUTb h B3anca 3a 3to aeno; some — okojio, 
npu6jiu3umejibHo). But he had not gone four when he heard the sounds of a party 
of men ahead of him (ho oh He npornen /h/ neTMpex, Koraa oh ycjiBiman 3ByKH 
OTpaaa Jiioaeii nepea co6oh). From the noise they were making in their progress 
he knew they were not Piets (no myMy, KOTOpbiii ohh npoH3BoanjiH npn 
npoa,BH>KeHHH, oh 3Han = noHHJi, /hto/ ohh = omo He nHKTbi). He hailed them (oh 
OKJIHKHyjI HX). 

"Who's there?" challenged a harsh voice (kto TaM? — noTpedoBan OTBeTa rpydbiii 
ronoc). "Stand where you are until we know you, or you'll get an arrow through 
you (ctoh, rae /cTOHmb/, noica mm /He/ ono3HaeM Te6a, hjth /tm/ nojiymmib 
CTpeay /cKB03b Te6n/)." 

"You couldn't hit an elephant in this darkness," answered Conan impatiently (tm 
He CMor 6 m nonacTb /h/ b cnoHa b stoh TeMHOTe, — otbcthii KoHaH 
HeTepnejiHBo). "Come on, fool; it’s I — Conan (aaBaii = Komaii , SorreaH, 3to a — 
KoHaH). The Piets are over the river (nHKTbi nepemnn: «HaxoaaTca nepe 3 » peKy)." 

task [tRsk], progress [’prqugrqs], impatiently [Im'peISqntll] 

When Conan turned from the Velitrium road, he expected a run of some nine miles 
and set himself to the task. But he had not gone four when he heard the sounds of a 
party of men ahead of him. From the noise they were making in their progress he 
knew they were not Piets. He hailed them. 

"Who's there?" challenged a harsh voice. "Stand where you are until we know you, 
or you'll get an arrow through you." 

"You couldn't hit an elephant in this darkness," answered Conan impatiently. 
"Come on, fool; it’s I — Conan. The Piets are over the river." 
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"We suspected as much," answered the leader of the men, as they strode forward 

— tall, rangy men, stern-faced, with bows in their hands (mbi Taic n noao3peBarm, 

— OTBeran npeABOAHTejiB moaeii, Koraa ohh nomrm Bnepea — bbicokhc, 
noa^apbie My>KHHHM, c cypOBMMH jinu,aMH, c ayKaMH b /hx/ pyKax). "One of our 
party wounded an antelope and tracked it nearly to Black River (oaHH H3 Hainero 
OTpaaa paHHJi aHTHJiony n men no cneay 3a Heii nonra a o HepHoii peKn). He 
heard them yelling down the river and ran back to our camp (oh yen m man hx 
BorniH HHnce no peice h npndencan Ha3aa b Ham Jiarepb). We left the salt and the 
wagons, turned the oxen loose, and came as swiftly as we could (mm ocTaBHnn 
conn h Tenern, ocBodoanjiH bohob h npHimm = noiujiu na3ad, Kaic mojkho 
SbiCTpee: «Taic SbiCTpo, Kaic mbi Mornn»). If the Piets are besieging the fort, war- 
parties will be ranging up the road toward our cabins (eenn nmcTM ocancaaiOT 
c|)opT, BoeHHbie OTpnaM 6yayT pbicicaTb BBepx no aopore b CTOpOHy iiamux 
XH5KHH = 3a6pedym no dopoze k naiuuM xioicunaM)." 

forward [’fO:wqd], nearly [’nlqll], oxen [Oksqn] 

"We suspected as much," answered the leader of the men, as they strode forward 

— tall, rangy men, stern-faced, with bows in their hands. "One of our party 
wounded an antelope and tracked it nearly to Black River. He heard them yelling 
down the river and ran back to our camp. We left the salt and the wagons, turned 
the oxen loose, and came as swiftly as we could. If the Piets are besieging the fort, 
war-parties will be ranging up the road toward our cabins." 

"Your families are safe," grunted Conan (Baiun ceMbir b 6e3onacHOCTH, — 
npoSypuan KoHaH). "My companion went ahead to take them to Velitrium (moh 
TOBapHiu norneji Bnepea, hto6m otbccth hx b BenHTpHyM). If we go back to the 
main road we may run into the whole horde (eenn mm noifneM Ha3aa no rnaBHOH 
aopore, mbi MO/KCM naTKiiyTbCH Ha itenyio opay)- We'll strike southeast, through 
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the timber (mli noifneM Ha ioto-boctok, nepe3 Jiec). Go ahead (n^HTe Bnepe/t). I'll 
scout behind (a pa3Beflaio C3a,ztH / npHKpoK))." 

"Your families are safe," grunted Conan. "My companion went ahead to take them 
to Velitrium. If we go back to the main road we may run into the whole horde. 
We'll strike southeast, through the timber. Go ahead. I'll scout behind." 

A few moments later the whole band was hurrying southeastward (HecKOJTbKO 
ceicyHfl cnycrn Beer. OTpa# cneuiHJT Ha roro-BOCTorc). Conan followed more slowly, 
keeping just within ear-shot (KoHaH men 3a hiimii Me^nemree, ^epncacb Rare pa3 b 
npe^enax cjtmihhmocth). He cursed the noise they were making (oh npoxnHHan 
myM, /KOTOpbifi/ ohh cosnaBanu); that many Piets or Cimmerians would have 
moved through the woods with no more noise than the wind makes as it blows 
through the black branches (ctojibko nnKTOB hjih KHMMepHiiueB nponum 6bi nepe3 
nee c rnyMOM He 6onbme, ueM ot BeTpa: «neM BeTep ,nenaeT», Kor^a oh AyeT 
MQjKRy nepHbix BeTBeir). He had just crossed a small glade when he wheeled, 
answering the conviction of his primitive instincts that he was being followed (oh 
TOJTbKO hto nepeceK Hebonbiuyio nojumy, Kor^a oh noBepHyncn, OTBenan Ha = 
noeunyxcb Bepe b cboh nepBodbiTHbie hhcthhktbi, kotopmm oh cne/tOBan). 
Standing motionless among the bushes he heard the sounds of the retreating 
settlers fade away (cTon nenonBir/Kiio epenu xycTOB, oh yen bi man, Rax 3aTHxaiOT 
3ByRH y^annromHxcn nocenemieB). Then a voice called faintly back along the way 
he had come: "Conan! Conan! Wait for me, Conan (noTOM ronoc no3Ban cnado 
C3aflH c toh CTOpOHbi: «B^onb nyTH», OTRy^a oh npimien: KoHaH! KoHaH! 
no/toncflH MeHn, KoHaH)!" 

wind [wind], blow [blqu], conviction [kqn'vIkSn] 

A few moments later the whole band was hurrying southeastward. Conan followed 
more slowly, keeping just within ear-shot. He cursed the noise they were making; 
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that many Piets or Cimmerians would have moved through the woods with no 
more noise than the wind makes as it blows through the black branches. He had 
just crossed a small glade when he wheeled, answering the conviction of his 
primitive instincts that he was being followed. Standing motionless among the 
bushes he heard the sounds of the retreating settlers fade away. Then a voice called 
faintly back along the way he had come: "Conan! Conan! Wait for me, Conan!" 

"Balthus!" he swore bewilderedly (Eairryc! — oh 03aAaueHH0 pyrHyaca). 
Cautiously he called: "Here I am (ocTOpomro /oh/ no3Baji: a 3,ztecb)!" 

"Wait for me, Conan!" the voice came more distinctly (noAoacflH Memi, KoHaH! — 
roaoc Acmecca 6ojiee OTueTJiHBo). 

Conan moved out of the shadows, scowling (KoHaH Bbimeji H3 TeHeii, xMypacr.). 
"What the devil are you doing here (Kaicoro nepTa tbi aenaewb saecb)? — Crom 
(o, KpOM)!" 

He half crouched, the flesh prickling along his spine (oh HanonoBHHy npHraynca, 
MypaniKH nodeacanH no cnHHe). It was not Balthus who was emerging from the 
other side of the glade (oto /6biJi/ He Eairryc /KOTOpbiii/ bo3hhk c = na flpyron 
CTOpOHe nojiaHbi). A weird glow burned through the trees (npHny^imBbiH cbct 
ropea CKB03B = epedu ^epeBbeB). It moved toward him, shimmering weirdly — a 
green witchfire that moved with purpose and intent (oh ABHranca k HeMy, 
npHHy^jiHBO Mepuaa — 3eueHbiH koji^obckoh oroHb, KOTOpbiii aBiiraaca 
u,ejieHanpaBJieHHO h HaMepeHHo: «c u,enbio h HaMepemieM»). 

distinctly [dls'tlNktll], scowl [skaul], purpose ['pq:pqsj 

"Balthus!" he swore bewilderedly. Cautiously he called: "Here lam!" 

"Wait for me, Conan!" the voice came more distinctly. 

Conan moved out of the shadows, scowling. "What the devil are you doing here? 
— Crom!" 
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He half crouched, the flesh prickling along his spine. It was not Balthus who was 
emerging from the other side of the glade. A weird glow burned through the trees. 
It moved toward him, shimmering weirdly — a green witchfire that moved with 
purpose and intent. 

It halted some feet away and Conan glared at it (oh ocTaHOBHJica b HecKOJitKnx 
(J)yTax /npoW, h KoHaH ycTaBHJica Ha Hero), trying to distinguish its fire-misted 
outlines (nmaacb pa3o6paTB ero orHeHHO-TyMaHHbie KOHTypbi). The quivering 
flame had a solid core (KOJibimymeeca nnaivHi iiMeno TBepaoe aapo); the flame was 
but a green garment that masked some animate and evil entity (nnaMa 6 bijio jihihb 
noKpOBOM, KOTOpoe MacKHpOBano Hexyio 5KHByio h 3Jio6Hyio eymHOCTB); but the 
Cimmerian was unable to make out its shape or likeness (ho KoHaH He CMor 
pa3o6paTB ero 4>opMy hjth o6jihk). Then, shockingly, a voice spoke to him from 
amidst the fiery column (3aTeM, nopa3HTejiBHO, H3 cepeaHHbi orHeHHoii KOJiOHHbi 
C HHM 3arOBOpHJl rojioc). 

distinguish [dls'tlNgwIS], outline [’autlaln], fiery [’falqrl] 

It halted some feet away and Conan glared at it, trying to distinguish its fire-misted 
outlines. The quivering flame had a solid core; the flame was but a green garment 
that masked some animate and evil entity; but the Cimmerian was unable to make 
out its shape or likeness. Then, shockingly, a voice spoke to him from amidst the 
fiery column. 

"Why do you stand like a sheep waiting for the butcher, Conan (noneMy tm 
CTOHH ib Kax OBH,a, 5K,nyiri,aa Macmnca, KoHaH)?" 

The voice was human but carried strange vibrations that were not human (ronoc 
6bin HenoBenecicHH, ho Hec crpaHHbie Bn6pau,HH, KOTOpbie He 6buiH 
HejioBenecKHMH). 
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"Sheep?" Conan's wrath got the best of his momentary awe (oBija? — raeB KoHaHa 
nepecHJiiui ero ceKyHflHBiii CTpax). "Do you think I'm afraid of a damned Pictish 
swamp devil (tbi .nyMaeniB, ^ 6oiocb npomiaToro nnKTCKoro donoTHoro ^eMOHa)? 
A friend called me (npyr no3Ban MeHa = Menn no3eaji dpys)." 

why [wal], sheep [Si:p], butcher [’bVCq] 

"Why do you stand like a sheep waiting for the butcher, Conan?" 

The voice was human but carried strange vibrations that were not human. 

"Sheep?" Conan's wrath got the best of his momentary awe. "Do you think I'm 
afraid of a damned Pictish swamp devil? A friend called me." 

"I called in his voice," answered the other (a no3Baa ero tojiocom, — OTBemn 
flpyroii = codecednuK / npiapaK). "The men you follow belong to my brother; I 
would not rob his knife of their blood (mo^n, 3a kotopbimh tbi n^emB, 
npuHa^aeacaT MoeMy dpaTy, a He jihuihji 6bi ero Hoac hx kpobh). But you are mine 
(ho tbi moh). O fool, you have come from the far gray hills of Cimmeria to meet 
your doom in the forests of Conajohara (o, rjiyneu,, tbi npHiuen c ^ajieKHx C epBix 
xojimob KnMMepHH, /hto6bi/ BCTpeTHTB cbok) CMepTB b Jiecax KoHaflacoxapBi)." 
"You've had your chance at me before now," snorted Conan (y Teda yace dum 
maHC /paaaeaaTbca/ co mhoh npeayje, — (JibipKiiya KoHaH). "Why didn't you kill 
me then, if you could (noneiviy /ace/ tbi He ydnn MeHa Tor^a, ecnH /tbi/ mot)?" 

belong [bl'lON], brother [’brADq], far [fR] 

"I called in his voice," answered the other. "The men you follow belong to my 
brother; I would not rob his knife of their blood. But you are mine. O fool, you 
have come from the far gray hills of Cimmeria to meet your doom in the forests of 
Conaj ohara." 
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"You've had your chance at me before now," snorted Conan. "Why didn't you kill 
me then, if you could?" 

"My brother had not painted a skull black for you and hurled it into the fire that 
burns for ever on Gullah’s black altar (moh 6paT Aroma eme/ He pacKpacHJi nepen 
uepHbiM r Jia Te6a n Ind SpocHJi ero b oroHB, KOTOptin ropHT Bemro Ha nepHOM 
anTape ryjuibi). He had not whispered your name to the black ghosts that haunt the 
uplands of the Dark Land (oh He npomenraji TBoe hm nepHbiM npH3paicaM, 
KOTOpBie oduTaiOT Ha naropbax TeMHoii CTpaHbi). But a bat has flown over the 
Mountains of the Dead (ho neTynaa Mbmib nepeneTejia Tophi MepTBbix) and 
drawn your image in blood on the white tiger's hide (h HapncoBana tboh o6pa3 
KpOBbio Ha mKype Senoro THrpa) that hangs before the long hut where sleep the 
Four Brothers of the Night (koto pan biicht nepea aaunnoii xhjkhhoh, me cnaTb 
BeTbipe BpaTa Homh). The great serpents coil about their feet and the stars burn 
like fireflies in their hair (orpOMHbie 3Men CBOpauHBaiOTca = ceepnyjiucb y hx hot, 
a 3Be3ati ropaT, Kaic CBeTJianKH, b hx BOJiocax)." 

"My brother had not painted a skull black for you and hurled it into the fire that 
bums for ever on Gullah's black altar. He had not whispered your name to the 
black ghosts that haunt the uplands of the Dark Land. But a bat has flown over the 
Mountains of the Dead and drawn your image in blood on the white tiger's hide 
that hangs before the long hut where sleep the Four Brothers of the Night. The 
great serpents coil about their feet and the stars burn like fireflies in their hair." 

"Why have the gods of darkness doomed me to death?" growled Conan (noneMy 
6oni TbMbi odpeKJiH Memi Ha CMepTb? — npopbinan KoHaH). 

Something — a hand, foot or talon, he could not tell which, thrust out from the fire 
and marked swiftly on the mold (hchto — pyica, Hora hjth kototb, oh He mot 
CKa3aTb to hi io: «KOTOpbiH», Bbromynocb H3 orrni h HanepTano SbiCTpo Ha pbixnoH 
3eMJie). A symbol blazed there, marked with fire, and faded, but not before he 


Myji b in uh 3 hi k o ho it npoexm Hjibu OpaHKa www. franklang. ru 


370 



recognized it (chmboji nbuiaji TaM, SpocaiomiiiicH b rjia3a bjiaroaapa oraro: 
«noMeneHHbiii c omeM» h yrac, ho He npe>Kfle, neM oh y3Haji ero). 

"Why have the gods of darkness doomed me to death?" growled Conan. 

Something — a hand, foot or talon, he could not tell which, thrust out from the fire 
and marked swiftly on the mold. A symbol blazed there, marked with fire, and 
faded, but not before he recognized it. 

"You dared make the sign which only a priest of Jhebbal Sag dare make (tbi 
ocMenHJica HanepTaTB 3Haic, KOTOpbiii CMeeT H3o6pa>KaTb numb acpeu, /f>Ke66a.n 
Cara). Thunder rumbled through the black Mountain of the Dead (rpOM 
nporpoxoTan = npoKamuncn nepe3 nepHyio Topy MepTBbix) and the altar-hut of 
Gullah was thrown down by a wind from the Gulf of Ghosts (h xroKHHa c ajiTapeM 
Tyjibi 6bina pa3pymeHa BeTpOM c 3ajiHBa npiiBHaemm). The loon which is 
messenger to the Four Brothers of the Night flew swiftly and whispered your name 
in my ear (nonapHaa rarapa, /KOTOpaa aBJiaeTca/ bccthuk HeTbipex BpaTbeB Hohh, 
SbiCTpo npHJieTejia h npomenTana TBoe hm a b Moe yxo). Your race is run (tboh 
6er 3aKOiiHeu: «OT6eraH»). You are a dead man already (tbi yace MepTBbiH HeaoBeK 
= Mepmeen). Your head will hang in the altar-hut of my brother (tbo* ronoBa 
SyneT BHceTb b xnacHHe c ajiTapeM Moero Spam). Your body will be eaten by the 
black-winged, sharp-beaked Children of Jhil (TBoe Teno 6yaeT cbeaeHO = cbed^m 
nepHOKpbuibie, ocTpoKJHOBbie ae™ = /Jjicaddajia)." 

"Who the devil is your brother?" demanded Conan (kto /ace/, 6jthh‘, tboh 6 paT? — 
cnpocHJi KoHaH). His sword was naked in his hand, and he was subtly loosening 
the ax in his belt (ero Men 6biji obHaaceH b ero pyice, h oh He3aMeTHO ocBoboacaan 
Tonop Ha /ero/ noace). 

priest [pri:st], messenger ['mesInGq], subtly [’sAtll] 

i BMecTO «6jihh» mo^kctg Bcxaru-iTb «ejiM-najn>i». A bot Bbipa'/Kenna rana «... no6epn» hjih «... bosbmh» a peniHJi 
ocTaBHTt HaniHM «MacTepaM» /ty6jut>Ka, KOToptie CTapoMy ,no6poMy shit npe/tnoHHTatoT noMHHaTt Bcjncyio 
HeHHCTt. I (vcti. 3to h ocTaeTca hx npeporaTHBoit, a mm rroH/ieM rtpyrmi nyTeM. 
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"You dared make the sign which only a priest of Jhebbal Sag dare make. Thunder 
rumbled through the black Mountain of the Dead and the altar-hut of Gullah was 
thrown down by a wind from the Gulf of Ghosts. The loon which is messenger to 
the Four Brothers of the Night flew swiftly and whispered your name in my ear. 
Your race is run. You are a dead man already. Your head will hang in the altar-hut 
of my brother. Your body will be eaten by the black-winged, sharp-beaked 
Children of Jhil." 

"Who the devil is your brother?" demanded Conan. His sword was naked in his 
hand, and he was subtly loosening the ax in his belt. 

"Zogar Sag; a child of Jhebbal Sag who still visits his sacred groves at times 
(3orap Car, jxrtk ^aceddan Cara, KOTOpbiii Bee erne BpeMeHaMH noceiuaeT cboh 
CBameHHbie poum). A woman of Gwawela slept in a grove holy to Jhebbal Sag 
(o^,Ha aceHiruma TBaBenbi cnana b pome, CBameHHOH mm ^aceddana Cara). Her 
babe was Zogar Sag (ee pedemcoM dbin = cmaji 3orap Car). I too am a son of 
Jhebbal Sag, out of a fire-being from a far realm (a Toace cbih ^aceddan Cara ot 
omeHHoro cymecTBa H3 .naneicoro KOponeBCTBa). Zogar Sag summoned me out of 
the Misty Lands (3orap Car nproBan MeHa H3 TyMaHHbix 3eMenb). With 
incantations and sorcery and his own blood he materialized me in the flesh of his 
own planet (3aKJiHHaHHaMH, BOJimedcTBOM u CBoeii KpOBbio oh MaTepHajirooBaji 
MeHa bo naoTH ero codcTBeHHoii nnaHeTbi). We are one, tied together by invisible 
threads (mbi on no /ueaoe/, CBa3aHHbie BMecTe He3pHMbiMH HHTaMH). His thoughts 
are my thoughts; if he is struck, I am bruised (ero mmcjih — moii mmcjih, ecjiH 
yztapaT ero, crmaK noaBJiaeTca y MeHa: «ecjiH oh y^apeH, a yuiHdjieH»). If I am 
cut, he bleeds (ecjiH MeHa nopaHaT, KpOBb TeneT y Hero: «ecjiH a paHeH, oh 
kpobotohht»; to bleed — Kpoeomonumb, ucmeKamb Kpoebio). But I have talked 
enough (ho a CKa3aa AOCTaTOHHo). Soon your ghost will talk with the ghosts of the 
Dark Land (cxopo tboh ^yx dygeT dece^OBaTb c ^yxaMH TeMHoii CrpaHbi), and 
they will tell you of the old gods which are not dead (h ohh paccicaacyT Tede o 
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ApeBHHx 6orax, KOTOpwe He aBJiaiOTca MepTBbiMH = He yjuepjiu), but sleep in the 
outer abysses, and from time to time awake (a cnaT bo BHemmix 6e3,HHax h BpeMa 
ot BpeMeHH npo6y>KflaK)Tca)." 

son [sAn], realm [relm], sorcery [’sO:sqrI] 

"Zogar Sag; a child of Jhebbal Sag who still visits his sacred groves at times. A 
woman of Gwawela slept in a grove holy to Jhebbal Sag. Her babe was Zogar Sag. 

I too am a son of Jhebbal Sag, out of a fire-being from a far realm. Zogar Sag 
summoned me out of the Misty Lands. With incantations and sorcery and his own 
blood he materialized me in the flesh of his own planet. We are one, tied together 
by invisible threads. His thoughts are my thoughts; if he is struck, I am bruised. If I 
am cut, he bleeds. But I have talked enough. Soon your ghost will talk with the 
ghosts of the Dark Land, and they will tell you of the old gods which are not dead, 
but sleep in the outer abysses, and from time to time awake." 

"I'd like to see what you look like," muttered Conan, working his ax free (a xoTen 
6bi yBH,neTB, KaKOH tm: «neMy Tbi Bbirjia^Hmb no,no6HO», — npobopMOTan 
KoHaH, BbiCBodojK^aa cboh Tonop), "you who leave a track like a bird (tm, 
KOTOpbiii ocTaBJiaeT cnen, Rax nTiiu,a), who burn like a flame (KOTOpbiii ropHT, Kaic 
oroHb) and yet speak with a human voice (h tcm He MeHee roBOpHT HenoBenecKHM 
rojiocoM)." 

"You shall see," answered the voice from the flame, "see, and carry the knowledge 
with you into the Dark Land (tm yBHflHiub, — otbcthu ronoc H3 nnaMeHH, — 3pH 
h yHecn 3HaHHe c co6oii b Teivmyio CipaHy)." 

look [lVk], flame [Helm], knowledge [’nOUG] 

"I'd like to see what you look like," muttered Conan, working his ax free, "you who 
leave a track like a bird, who burn like a flame and yet speak with a human voice." 
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"You shall see," answered the voice from the flame, "see, and carry the knowledge 
with you into the Dark Land." 

The flames leaped and sank, dwindling and dimming (a 3 biKH nnaMeHn 
B3MeTHyjmcr> h onycTHJiHCB, yMeHLinancb n TycKHea). A face began to take 
shadowy form (jihuo Hanano npnodpeTaTL npropanHyro (jtopMy). At first Conan 
thought it was Zogar Sag himself who stood wrapped in green fire (cHanana KoHaH 
noayMan, /hto/ 3to /6liji/ caM 3orap Car CToan, OKyraHHbiH 3ejreHWM nnaMeHeM). 
But the face was higher than his own, and there was a demoniac aspect about it (ho 
jinn,o 6 biJio Bbirne ero codcTBemroro, n 6 bijt y Hero aeMOHHnecKHH o6jihk) — 
Conan had noted various abnormalities about Zogar Sag's features (KoHaH 
3 aMeTHJi pa3JiHHHE.ie OTKJiOHeHna ot nepT 3orap Cara) — an obliqueness of the 
eyes (cKomeHHOCTB rna3), a sharpness of the ears (ocrpoTa ymeh), a wolfish 
thinness of the lips (BOJinba tohkoctb ry 6 ): these peculiarities were exaggerated in 
the apparition which swayed before him (sth ocoSchhocth 6bijth npeyBejiHueHLi b 
BnaeHHH, KOTOpoe noKauHBanocE. nepea hhm). The eyes were red as coals of living 
fire (rna3a 6 bijth KpacHBie, Kar yrira /Khboto oriia). 

aspect [’xspekt], various [VFqrlqs], exaggerate [Ig’zxGIrelt] 

The flames leaped and sank, dwindling and dimming. A face began to take 
shadowy form. At first Conan thought it was Zogar Sag himself who stood 
wrapped in green fire. But the face was higher than his own, and there was a 
demoniac aspect about it — Conan had noted various abnormalities about Zogar 
Sag's features — an obliqueness of the eyes, a sharpness of the ears, a wolfish 
thinness of the lips: these peculiarities were exaggerated in the apparition which 
swayed before him. The eyes were red as coals of living fire. 

More details came into view (SojiBine aeTaneir 3aMenaji B3rnaa: «npnmjro b 
BH a,HMOCTb»): a slender torso, covered with snaky scales (cTpoimoe TynoBHine, 
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noKpbiToe 3MeiiHOH Hemyeii), which was yet man-like in shape (KOTOpoe, TeM He 
MeHee, 6buio HejiOBeiconoaodHbiM no (})0pMe), with man like arms, from the waist 
upward (c HejiOBeKono,no6HbiMH pyicaMH, /TaHyBHiHMHca/ ot Tanmi BBepx), below, 
long crane-like legs ended in splay, three-toed feet like those of huge bird (mixce 
ajiHHHbie 5KypaBJiHHbie Horn, aaKaimuBaioumeca kphbbimh TpexnanbiMH 
CTynHXMH, Kax /TaxoBBie = cmynmil y orpOMHoii nrapbi). Along the monstrous 
limbs the blue fire fluttered and ran (Baonb HynoBHiinibix KOHeHiiocTen TpeneTan n 
npoderan rojiydoii oroHb). He saw it as through a glistening mist (oh BHaen ero, 

CJIOBHO CKB03B CHXIOIHyK) abIMKy). 

detail [’di:tell], torso ['tO:squ], huge [hju:G] 

More details came into view: a slender torso, covered with snaky scales, which was 
yet man-like in shape, with man like arms, from the waist upward, below, long 
crane-like legs ended in splay, three-toed feet like those of huge bird. Along the 
monstrous limbs the blue fire fluttered and ran. He saw it as through a glistening 
mist. 

Then suddenly it was towering over him (3aTeM Bapyr oho HaBHCJio Haa hhm), 
though he had not seen it move toward him (xora oh He Biiaen, Arrodbi/ oho 
nepeaBHHyjiocb k HeMy). A long arm, which for the first time he noticed was 
armed with curving, sickle-like talons, swung high and swept down at his neck 
(aJiHHHaa pyica, KOTOpyio oh 3aMeTHJi b nepBbiH pa3, 6biJia BOopy>Kena 
H3orHyTbiMH cepnoBHaHbiMH KorraMH, bbicoko pa3MaxHynacb h oSpyunuiacb 
bhh3 Ha ero meio). With a fierce cry he broke the spell and bounded aside, hurling 
his ax (/c/ HencTOBbiM KpmcoM oh pa30pBaji uapbi h orapbirHyn b CTOpOHy, 

MeTHyB /cboh/ Tonop). The demon avoided the cast with an unbelievably quick 
movement of its narrow head and was on him again with a hissing rush of leaping 
flames (apMOH H36e5Kan dpocica HeBepoaTHO dbiCTpbiM aBHxcemieM /cBoeii/ y3Koii 
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ronoBLi h 6mji CHOBa 6 biji = naeuc Ha# hhm c mimamuM HanabiBOM 
noflnpbirHyBniHX jouikob njiaMemi). 

tower [’tauq], movement [’mu:vmqnt], narrow [’nxrqu] 

Then suddenly it was towering over him, though he had not seen it move toward 
him. A long arm, which for the first time he noticed was armed with curving, 
sickle-like talons, swung high and swept down at his neck. With a fierce cry he 
broke the spell and bounded aside, hurling his ax. The demon avoided the cast with 
an unbelievably quick movement of its narrow head and was on him again with a 
hissing rush of leaping flames. 

But fear had fought for it when it slew its other victims and Conan was not afraid 
(ho CTpax Sopojica 3a Hero = 6biJi na ezo cmopone, Kor^a oho ybnBano cboh 
ocTanbHbie >xepTBbi, a KoHaH He Soajica). He knew that any being clothed in 
material flesh can be slain by material weapons (oh 3Han, hto Jiioboe cyipecTBO, 
oaeToe b MaTepnaabiiyio njiOTb, MO>KeT 6biTb ydriTO = mo dig ho y6umb 
BemecTBeHHbiM opyrnreM), however grisly its form may be (icaKHM 6bi Mep3KHM 
oho hh 6biJio: «KaKoii 6bi Mep3Koii ero (|)opMa mokct 6biTb»). 

fear [flq], fought [fO:t], knew [nju:] 

But fear had fought for it when it slew its other victims and Conan was not afraid. 
He knew that any being clothed in material flesh can be slain by material weapons, 
however grisly its form may be. 

One flailing talon-armed limb knocked his helmet from his head (o^Ha 
MeTHyBiuaaca BOOpyjKemraa KoraMH KOHeuHOCTb cbHJia /ero/ mjieM c ero 
rojiOBbi). A little lower and it would have decapitated him (HeMHoro moKe, h oho 
o6e3rjiaBHJio 6bi ero). But fierce joy surged through him as his savagely driven 
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sword sank deep in the monster's groin (ho chjtlhlih BOCTOpr oxBamri ero, xopua 
ero Secnonta^HO HanpaBJieHHBiii Men norpy3HJica rnyboxo b nax ny^OBHura). He 
bounded backward from a flailing stroke, tearing his sword free as he leaped (oh 
OTnpBirHyn Ha3a,a, ot pa3ManiHCToro yuapa, Bbipbmaa cboh Men, xor^a oh 
npbirayn = e npbiJtcKe). The talons raked his breast, ripping through mail-links as 
if they had been cloth (kofth papanHyrm ero rpyzjb, paspbiBaa xojibnyry, xax 
6ya,TO oHa 6biJia /npocToii/ TKaHbio). But his return spring was like that of a 
starving wolf (ho ero OTBeTHbiii Bbina# 6biJi xax TaxoBOH = npudtcoK rono^Horo 
BOJixa; spring — npbiDKOK, OpocoK). He was inside the lashing arms and driving his 
sword deep in the monster's belly (oh 6bin BHyrpH = Mej/cdy CTeraioiuHx pyx h 
Bromui cboh Men rnyboxo b 6pioxo MOHcrpa) — felt the arms lock about him and 
the talons ripping the mail from his back as they sought his vitals (nonyBCTBOBan, 
Ik ax/ pyxn CMbixaiOTca Boxpyr Hero, a xorm pByr xojibnyry c /ero/ cnHHbi, xor^a 
ohh HCxajiH ero >xH3ueiino Ba^xHbie opraHbi = e none nax ezo Jicwmenno eajicubix 
opzanoe ) — he was lapped and dazzled by blue flame that was chill as ice (oh 6bin 
cxpyneH h ocnenneH ronybbiM nnaMeHeM, xoTOpoe 6bino xono^Hoe, xax ne^) — 
then he had tom fiercely away from the weakening arms and his sword cut the air 
in a tremendous swipe (3aTeM oh apocrao pBaHyaca H3 cjiabeiorunx pyx, a ero Men 
pa3pe3an B03^yx b crpamHOM y^ape). 

limb [11m], tear [tFq], vitals [valtlz] 

One flailing talon-armed limb knocked his helmet from his head. A little lower and 
it would have decapitated him. But fierce joy surged through him as his savagely 
driven sword sank deep in the monster's groin. He bounded backward from a 
flailing stroke, tearing his sword free as he leaped. The talons raked his breast, 
ripping through mail-links as if they had been cloth. But his return spring was like 
that of a starving wolf. He was inside the lashing arms and driving his sword deep 
in the monster's belly — felt the arms lock about him and the talons ripping the 
mail from his back as they sought his vitals — he was lapped and dazzled by blue 
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flame that was chill as ice — then he had tom fiercely away from the weakening 
arms and his sword cut the air in a tremendous swipe. 

The demon staggered and fell sprawling sidewise, its head hanging only by a shred 
of flesh (^eMOH 3amaTanca n ynan pacTaHyBimicb b6ok, ero ronoBa BHcena jthuib 
Ha nocKyre Maca). The fires that veiled it leaped fiercely upward, now red as 
gushing blood, hiding the figure from view (ormi, KOTOpbie CKpbiBajiH ero, 
B3MeTHyjmcb apocmo BBepx, Tenepb KpacHbie, KaK xjiemymaa KpOBb, CKpbiBaa 
(Jmrypy H3 BH^y). A scent of burning flesh filled Conan's nostrils (3anax ropejioii 
nnoTii 3anoaHHa H03^pH KoHaHa). Shaking the blood and sweat from his eyes, he 
wheeled and ran staggering through the woods (cTpaxHyB KpOBb h noT H3 /ero/ 
rjia3, oh noBepHyaca h nobeacan, cnoTbiKaacb, nepe3 Jiec). Blood trickled down his 
limbs (KpOBb CTeKana no ero KOHenHOCTaM). Somewhere, miles to the south, he 
saw the faint glow of flames that might mark a burning cabin (me-TO, b MHJiax k 
lory, oh yBH^en cnaboe 3apeBO njiaMeHH, KOTOpoe Morno obo3HanaTb ropaiuyio 
xnacHHy). Behind him, toward the road, rose a distant howling that spurred him to 
greater efforts (no3a,ztH Hero, b CTOpOHy ^oporn, no^muica ^aaeKHii boh, KOTOpbiii 
noby^na ero k boabmHM ycnanaM = Komopbiu 3acmaeun ezo nodHanpHUbCH). 

demon ['di:mqn], only ['qunll], spur [spq:] 

The demon staggered and fell sprawling sidewise, its head hanging only by a shred 
of flesh. The fires that veiled it leaped fiercely upward, now red as gushing blood, 
hiding the figure from view. A scent of burning flesh filled Conan's nostrils. 
Shaking the blood and sweat from his eyes, he wheeled and ran staggering through 
the woods. Blood trickled down his limbs. Somewhere, miles to the south, he saw 
the faint glow of flames that might mark a burning cabin. Behind him, toward the 
road, rose a distant howling that spurred him to greater efforts. 
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8. Conajohara No More 


(KoHa^oxapw 6ojibiue hct) 

There had been fighting on Thunder River; fierce fighting before the walls of 
Velitrium (Ha TpOMOBOH peice 6biJia SnTBa, 5KecTOKaa SnTBa nepe^ CTeHaMH 
BenHTpHyMa); ax and torch had been plied up and down the bank (Tonop h (jiaKeji 
nopadoTanH BBirne h Hroice no 6epery), and many a settler's cabin lay in ashes 
before the painted horde was rolled back (h MHoro xh>khh noceneHpeB ne^Kann b 
nenne, npe^e next pacKpameHHaa op^a OTKaTHJiacb Ha3a,n). 

A strange quiet followed the storm, in which people gathered and talked in hushed 
voices (HeodbiHHaa Tamraa nocne^OBana 3a 6ypeh, b KOTOpoii jiio^h cobHpaimcb 
h Sece/tOBajiH npurnyinemibiMH ronocaMn), and men with red-stained bandages 
drank their ale silently in the taverns along the river bank (a mo^n b noBa iKax c 
KpacHbiMH iihti laMii mum MOJina cboh 3jib b TaBepHax b^ojib 6epera perni). 

cabin fkxbln], horde [hO:d], bandage ['bxndIG] 

There had been fighting on Thunder River; fierce fighting before the walls of 
Velitrium; ax and torch had been plied up and down the bank, and many a settler's 
cabin lay in ashes before the painted horde was rolled back. 

A strange quiet followed the storm, in which people gathered and talked in hushed 
voices, and men with red-stained bandages drank their ale silently in the taverns 
along the river bank. 

There, to Conan the Cimmerian, moodily quaffing from a great wine-glass (TaM, k 
K oHaHy-KHMMepmmy, yrpiOMO nbiomero H3 Sojibinoro Soicajia), came a gaunt 
forester with a bandage about his head and his arm in a sling (noflomen 
cyxonapbih jicchhk c noBfl3KOH Ha /ero/ ronoBe h /ero/ pyicon Ha nepeBa3H). He 
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was the one survivor of Fort Tuscelan (oh 6 but eaHHCTBeHHbiM ypeneBimiM H3 
OopTa TycpenaH). 

"You went with the soldiers to the ruins of the fort (tbi xoana c con^aTaMH k 
pyHHaM (})opTa; to go — xodumb, udmu)V 
Conan nodded (KoHaH KHBHyn). 

"I wasn't able," murmured the other (a He CMor, — npodopMOTan apyroii). "There 
was no fighting (He 6 bijio 6oa)?" 

moodily ['mu:dill], quaff [kwRf], murmur [’mq:mq] 

There, to Conan the Cimmerian, moodily quaffing from a great wine-glass, came a 
gaunt forester with a bandage about his head and his arm in a sling. Fie was the one 
survivor of Fort Tuscelan. 

"You went with the soldiers to the ruins of the fort?" 

Conan nodded. 

"I wasn't able," murmured the other. "There was no fighting?" 

"The Piets had fallen back across Black River (nmcrBi OTCTynHJiH 3a HepHyio 
peicy). Something must have broken their nerve, though only the devil who made 
them knows what (hto-to, aojimio 6biTb, noaopBano hx yBepeHHOCTB, xota 
TOJIBKO ataBOJI, KOTOpblH C03aaJI HX, 3HaeT HTO)." 

The woodsman glanced at his bandaged arm and sighed (necHOH ncHTenb 
nocMOTpen Ha /ero/ nepeBn3aHHyio pyicy h B3,noxHyji). 

"They say there were no bodies worth disposing of (/ohh/ roBOpnT, It 2 mI He 6bino 
Ten, CToamnx ydnpaHHa = Komopbie mojicho 6ujio ydpamb = 3axoponumb; to 
dispose of — 3aeepiuamb, usdaejwmbcxi, ydupamb, ydcuinmb, ymmmoDfcamb)." 
Conan shook his head (KoHaH noKanan /cBoeii/ tojioboh = menyf). "Ashes 
(nenen). The Piets had piled them in the fort and set fire to the fort before they 


i To shake one’s head — KanaTb touoboh OTpHriaTCJibira, b 3HaK necorJTacHST. To nod — KHBaTt b 3HaK coraacn si. 
I [one\iy vkc Torpa iiecoBnapeiiHe? Jteno b tom, mto b anrjiHHCKOM jtsuKe Ha Bonpoc c OTpHiianncM OTBcnaioT 
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crossed the river (niiKTbi cjiojkhjih hx b xyny b (j)opTe h no/toacniH (J)opT, iiepeH 
TeM Kax /ohh/ nepeceKJiH peicy; to pile — CKnadueamb e Kyuy). Their own dead 
and the men of Valannus (cbohx cobcTBeHHBix MepTBepoB n mo^eii Banamiyca)." 

fallen [fO:ln], worth [wq:Tl, shook [SVkl 

"The Piets had fallen back across Black River. Something must have broken their 
nerve, though only the devil who made them knows what." 

The woodsman glanced at his bandaged arm and sighed. 

"They say there were no bodies worth disposing of." 

Conan shook his head. "Ashes. The Piets had piled them in the fort and set fire to 
the fort before they crossed the river. Their own dead and the men of Valannus." 

"Valannus was killed among the last — in the hand-to-hand fighting when they 
broke the barriers (Bajiamryc 6biji ybnT epe^n nocjie,ztHHx — b pyKonanmoM 6010, 
Koraa ohh cnoMajiH orpaac^eHHa). They tried to take him alive, but he made them 
kill him (ohh nonBrrajiHCB b33tb ero >khbbim, ho oh 3acTaBHji hx y 6htb ero). They 
took ten of the rest of us prisoners when we were so weak from fighting we could 
fight no more (ohh b3hjth aecHTB H3 Hac ocTaBimrxca b men, Korxa mbi 6bijth Tax 
cjia6r,i ot boa, /hto/ mbi bojiBiue He Moran cpaacaTBca). They butchered nine of us 
then and there (ohh 3a6njiH ^eBaTepBix H3 Hac Tor^a h TaM). It was when Zogar 
Sag died that I got my chance to break free and run for it (3to /6bijto/, Koraa yMep 
3 orap Car, /hto/ a nojiynna cboh maHC ocBobo^HTBca = ua ceo6ody h noMnanca 
H30 Bcex chji; to break free — ebipeambcn na ceodody, oceododumbcn; to run for 
it — Qeotcamb U30 ecex cuji, ydupamb co ecex hoc)." 

"Zogar Sag's dead?" ejaculated Conan (3orap Car MepTB? — BOCKJiHKHyji KoHaH). 
among [q'mAN], weak [wi:k], ejaculate [I'Gxkjuleltj 


«HeT», ecuH cor.namaioTCJT, a ecnn He cornamaioToi c OTpHnaTCJianuM BbicKaBbiBanneM, to roBcpaT «pa». TaK hto 
K oHaH corjiacHJica c OTpunaTeubiibiM BonpocoM, BbipaaHB '/Kcctom «HeT». 
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"Valannus was killed among the last — in the hand-to-hand fighting when they 
broke the barriers. They tried to take him alive, but he made them kill him. They 
took ten of the rest of us prisoners when we were so weak from fighting we could 
fight no more. They butchered nine of us then and there. It was when Zogar Sag 
died that I got my chance to break free and run for it." 

"Zogar Sag's dead?" ejaculated Conan. 

"Aye Ota = aza). I saw him die (a bhacji, /icaic/ oh yMep). That’s why the Piets 
didn't press the fight against Velitrium as fiercely as they did against the fort 
(nooTOMy roiKTbi He HacettajiH b 6htbc npOTHB BejiHTpnyMa Taic oacecToneHHO, 

KaK /ohh ttejiajiH = cpajtcanucbl npOTHB (jtopTa). It was strange (oto 6bijio 
CTpaHHo). He took no wounds in battle (oh He noayHHJi paH b 6htbc). He was 
dancing among the slain, waving an ax with which he’d just brained the last of my 
comrades (oh nnacaji cpettH ydHTbix, pa3MaxHBaa TonopOM, KOTOpBiM oh tojibko 
hto pa3M035KHJi M03rH nocjie,a,HeMy H3 mohx TOBapHiueii). He came at me, howling 
like a wolf (oh Hadpocnjica Ha MeHa, 3aBbiBaa KaK bojik) — and then he staggered 
and dropped the ax (h noTOM oh cnoTKHynca h ypomui Tonop), and began to reel 
in a circle screaming as I never heard a man or beast scream before (h Hauaa 
BepTeTBca = 3aeepmencR no Kpyry, Bona Tax, KaK a mucoryja npeac^e He cjibimaji, 
htoSm Bonnan HenoBeK hjih acHBOTHoe). He fell between me and the fire they’d 
built to roast me (oh ynaa Meac,ny mhoh h koctpom, /KOTOpbiii/ ohh B03Bean, 
/htooli/ noaacapHTb MeHa), goggling and frothing at the mouth (BbinynHB nnasa h c 
neHoii: «neHacb» y pTa), and all at once he went rigid and the Piets shouted that he 
was dead (h BHe3amro oh OKonenen, a miKTbi 3aKpHnaaH, hto oh MepTB; rigid — 
jfcecmKuu, HezHyufuucn). It was during the confusion that I slipped my cords and 
ran for the woods (oto 6biJio bo BpeMn 3aMemaTejibCTBa, hto = uMenno eo epeMH 
3aMeiuamejibcmea a Bbicmjib3Hyji H3 mohx nyT / pa3Ba3aa BepeBKH h ydeacan b 
Jiec). 
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comrade [’kOmrld], roast [rqust], confusion [kqn'fju:Zn] 


"Aye. I saw him die That's why the Piets didn't press the fight against Velitrium as 
fiercely as they did against the fort. It was strange. He took no wounds in battle. 

He was dancing among the slain, waving an ax with which he'd just brained the 
last of my comrades. He came at me, howling like a wolf — and then he staggered 
and dropped the ax, and began to reel in a circle screaming as I never heard a man 
or beast scream before. He fell between me and the fire they'd built to roast me, 
goggling and frothing at the mouth, and all at once he went rigid and the Piets 
shouted that he was dead. It was during the confusion that I slipped my cords and 
ran for the woods. 

"I saw him lying in the firelight (a Bnaen ero, jieacaumM b CBeTe KOCTpa). No 
weapon had touched him (hh oaho opymre /He/ KOCHynocr, ero). Yet there were 
red marks like the wounds of a sword in the groin, belly, and neck (oaHaico 6buiH 
xpacHbie OTMeTHHbi, Kax paHbi ot Mena, b naxy, acHBOTe n Ha mee) — the last as if 
his head had been almost severed from his body (nocaeanaa, icaic 6yaTO ero 
ronoBa 6biJia nouTH OTpe3aHa ot Tena). What do you make of that (hto tbi 
noHHMaeiub H3 stoto = nmo me6e noHnmHO U 3 3mo2o)T 

"I saw him lying in the firelight. No weapon had touched him. Yet there were red 
marks like the wounds of a sword in the groin, belly, and neck — the last as if his 
head had been almost severed from his body. What do you make of that?" 

Conan made no reply, and the forester, aware of the reticence of barbarians on 
certain matters, continued (KoHaH He caenan OTBeTa = ne omeemwi, a necHHK, 
3Haioiri,HH o ckpbithocth / HeMHorocjiOBHH BapBapOB no HeKOTOpbiM BonpocaM, 
npoaoiDKaji): "He lived by magic, and somehow, he died by magic (oh jkhji 
MarHeii, h KaKHM-TO o6pa30M oh yMep ot Marnn). It was the mystery of his death 
that took the heart out of the Piets (oto /6bina/ Talma ero CMepTH, /KOTOpaa/ OTmura 
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MyjKecTBO y iihktob: «BbixBaTHJia cep^u,e H3 niiKTOB»). Not a man who saw it was 
in the fighting before Velitrium (hh o^hh uenoBeK, KOTOpbin BH^eji oto, /He/ 6biji b 
cpajKeHHH nepe^ BejiHTpHyMOM). They hurried back across Black River (ohh 
nocneuiHJiH Ha3a,n uepe3 HepHyio peicy). Those that struck Thunder River were 
warriors who had come on before Zogar Sag died (Te, kto yo,apHJi no TpOMOBoii 
pexe, 6bijth BormaMH, KOTOpbie HananH paHbine, ueM yMep 3orap Car). They were 
not enough to take the city by themselves (hx 6bijto He^ocTaTOUHO, /hto6m/ B3aTb 
ropOA caMHM). 

certain [sq:tn], continue [kqn'tinju:], enough [I'nAf] 

Conan made no reply, and the forester, aware of the reticence of barbarians on 
certain matters, continued: "He lived by magic, and somehow, he died by magic. It 
was the mystery of his death that took the heart out of the Piets. Not a man who 
saw it was in the fighting before Velitrium. They hurried back across Black River. 
Those that struck Thunder River were warriors who had come on before Zogar Sag 
died. They were not enough to take the city by themselves. 

"I came along the road, behind their main force, and I know none followed me 
from the fort (a npiimen no ,nopore 3 a hx rjiaBHbiMH cnjiaMH, h a 3Haio, /hto/ 
hhkto /He/ cjieflOBaji 3 a mhoh ot (|>opTa). I sneaked through their lines and got into 
the town (a npOKpanca CKB03b hx pacnojimiceHHe h nonan b ropo^; line — 
odopoHumejibHbiu pydejic, numm (pponma, cmpou, vuepema condam, 
pacnojiojfcenue). You brought the settlers through all right, but their women and 
children got into Velitrium just ahead of those painted devils (tbi npOBen 
nocejieHpeB Kaic Hymio, ho hx JKeHiipiHbi h ^era nonajin b BejiHTpnyM Kaic pa3 
nepe/i 3thmh pacKpameHHbiMH ^eMOHaMH). If the youth Balthus and old Slasher 
hadn't held them up awhile, they’d have butchered every woman and child in 
Conajohara (ecjin 6 bi louoma Eairryc h CTapbiii 3annpa He 3 aaep>Kajm hx 
HexoTOpoe BpeMa, ohh 6bi Bbipe3ann Ka>K,nyK) 5KeHm,HHy h pedemca = ecex 
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jfcemquH u demeii b KoHa^JKOxape). I passed the place where Balthus and the dog 
made their last stand (a npoxonun wepe3 to mccto, rne BanTyc n nec OKa3ajin /nx/ 
nocneaHee conpOTHBJieHne). They were lying amid a heap of dead Piets — I 
counted seven, brained by his ax (oh nencajiH cpean xynn MepTBBix nHKTOB — a 
HacuHTan ceMb, c pa3M03aceHHBiMH ero TonopOM ronoBaMH), or disemboweled by 
the dog's fangs (hjih pacnoTpomeHHbiMH codanbHMH KJibiicaMH), and there were 
others in the road with arrows sticking in them (h 6buiH npyrne Ha nopore co 
CTpenaMH, TOpnamHMH b hhx; to brain — pa'uioDicjicumb rojioey). Gods, what a 
fight that must have been (6oth, hto 3a SnTBa 3to, HaBepHoe, 6biJia)!" 

force [fO:s], last [IRst], stick [stlk] 

"I came along the road, behind their main force, and I know none followed me 
from the fort. I sneaked through their lines and got into the town. You brought the 
settlers through all right, but their women and children got into Velitrium just 
ahead of those painted devils. If the youth Balthus and old Slasher hadn't held them 
up awhile, they'd have butchered every woman and child in Conajohara. I passed 
the place where Balthus and the dog made their last stand. They were lying amid a 
heap of dead Piets — I counted seven, brained by his ax, or disemboweled by the 
dog’s fangs, and there were others in the road with arrows sticking in them. Gods, 
what a fight that must have been!" 

"He was a man," said Conan (oh Sbiji /HacToaimm/ My>KHHHa, — cica3aji KoHaH). 

"I drink to his shade, and to the shade of the dog, who knew no fear (a nbio 3a ero 
Ayxa h 3a #yxa nca, KOTOpbie He Be^arm cipaxa)." He quaffed part of the wine, 
then emptied the rest upon the floor, with a curious heathen gesture, and smashed 
the goblet (oh BbinHJi Sojibihhm tjiotkom nacTb Bima, 3aTeM bbijihji ocTanbHoe Ha 
non c HeoSbiHHbiM fl3bmecKHM acecTOM h pa36nji Bflpe6e3rii KySoic). "The heads of 
ten Piets shall pay for his, and seven heads for the dog, who was a better warrior 
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than many a man (ronoBLi aecHTM iiiiktob aanaaTHT 3 a ero /ronoBy/, h ccml tojiob 
3 a nca, KOTOpBin 6biji nynmuM bohhom, neM MHorne MyacuHHbi)." 

heathen [hi:Dn], gesture ['GesCq], goblet [’gObllt] 

"He was a man," said Conan. "I drink to his shade, and to the shade of the dog, 
who knew no fear." He quaffed part of the wine, then emptied the rest upon the 
floor, with a curious heathen gesture, and smashed the goblet. "The heads of ten 
Piets shall pay for his, and seven heads for the dog, who was a better warrior than 
many a man." 

And the forester, staring into the moody, smoldering blue eyes, knew the barbaric 
oath would be kept (a necmiK, npncTajibHO b yHBiJibie, TJieioume cmme 

rna3a, 3Han, /hto/ BapBapcicaa KJiaTBa dyaeT ncnojraeHa). 

"They'll not rebuild the fort (/ohh/ He dyayr BOCCTaHaBJiHBaTB (})opT = (fiopm ne 
6ydym eoccmanaejiueamb )?" 

"No; Conajohara is lost to Aquilonia (hct, KoHaa^coxapa noTepaHa a-JM 
Akbhjtohhh). The frontier has been pushed back (rpamm,a OToaBHHyjiact Ha3aa). 
Thunder River will be the new border (TpOMOBaa peica dyaeT hobbim pydeacoM)." 

forester [TOrlstq], rebuild [ri: ’blld], new [nju:] 

And the forester, staring into the moody, smoldering blue eyes, knew the barbaric 
oath would be kept. 

"They'll not rebuild the fort?" 

"No; Conajohara is lost to Aquilonia. The frontier has been pushed back. Thunder 
River will be the new border." 

The woodsman sighed and stared at his calloused hand, worn from contact with ax- 
haft and sword-hilt (necoBHK B3aoxHyji h ycTaBHJica Ha cboio M030JiHCTyio pyicy, 
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noTepTyio ot KOHTaKTa c pymcoH Tonopa h pyicoaTKOH Mena). Conan reached his 
long arm for the wine-jug (KoHaH noTaHynca CBoeii ajihhhoh pyKoii 3a KyBmuHOM 
c bhhom). The forester stared at him, comparing him with the men about them 
(jiecHon }KHTeni> pa3rnaflbiBan ero, cpaBrnmaa ero c jnoflbMH, KOTOpBie 6bijih 
BOKpyr hhx), the men who had died along the lost river (c juo,ztbMH, KOTOpBie 
yMepjrn b^ojib yTpaneHHoii peKn; to lose — mepsunb; ympanueamb ), comparing 
him with those other wild men over that river (cpaBHimaa ero c tcmh apyrmviM 
Ahkhmh jnoflBMH 3a toh peKoii). Conan did not seem aware of his gaze (KoHaH, 
Ka3anocB, He 3aMenaeT ero B3rjnma). 

callous [’kxlqs], worn [wO:n], compare [kqm'pFq] 

The woodsman sighed and stared at his calloused hand, worn from contact with ax- 
haft and sword-hilt. Conan reached his long arm for the wine-jug. The forester 
stared at him, comparing him with the men about them, the men who had died 
along the lost river, comparing him with those other wild men over that river. 
Conan did not seem aware of his gaze. 

"Barbarism is the natural state of mankind," the borderer said, still staring 
somberly at the Cimmerian (BapBapCTBO /ecTb/ — ecTecTBeHHoe cocToaHHe 
nejiOBenecTBa, — cica3aji norpaHHHHHK, Bee eme xMypo ycTaBacb Ha 
KHMMepHiiu,a). "Civilization is unnatural (u,HBHJiH3au,mi HeecTecTBeHHa = 
npomueua npupode ). It is a whim of circumstance (3to npHxoTb odcToaTejibCTB). 
And barbarism must always ultimately triumph (a BapBapCTBO aojhkho Bcerna 
o^epJKHBaTb OKOUHaTeabiiyio nodeny = e kohchhom iimoze eapeapcmeo ecezda 
nodedum; must — Haeepuoe, HaeepmiKa, dojuiaio 6bimb — ozHcmaem ebicoKyjo 
cmeneub eepoxmuocmu ) ." 

natural ['nxCrql], mankind [mxn’kalnd], circumstance [’sq:kqmstqns] 
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"Barbarism is the natural state of mankind," the borderer said, still staring 
somberly at the Cimmerian. "Civilization is unnatural. It is a whim of 
circumstance. And barbarism must always ultimately triumph." 


SHADOWS IN ZAMBOULA 

(TeHH b 3aM6yjie) 

by Robert E. Howard 


1. A Drum Begins 
(£apa6aH HanuHaeT /6 hti>/) 

"Peril hides in the house of Aram Baksh (onacHOCTb TanTca b aoMe ApaMa 
Eaiana)!" 

The speaker's voice quivered with earnestness (roaoc roBopamcro 3aapo>Kaji c 
= om HCKpeHHOCTn) and his lean, black-nailed fingers clawed at Conan's mightily- 
muscled arm as he croaked his warning (n ero Toume, c nepHbiMH HorraMH 
najiBu,bi Bu,enHJiHCb b oweiib MycKyjmcTyio pyKy KoHaHa, Korna oh npOKapKan 
CBoe npeaynpeacnemre). He was a wiry, sunburnt man with a straggling black 
beard (oh 6biJi acHJiHCTbiM, 3aropejibiM My'/KHiinou c pacTpenamroH wepnoH 
bopoaon), and his ragged garments proclaimed him a nomad (a ero HCTpenaHHoe 
oaeaHHe obbaBJiano ero KoneBHHKOM = ceudemejibcmeoeano, nmo oh KoneenuK). 
He looked smaller and meaner than ever in contrast to the giant Cimmerian (oh 
Bbirjiaaen MeHbine h bonee xynbiM, neM Koraa-nnbo = ne.ri ua comom aene H3-3a 
KOHTpacTa c rnraHTCKHM KHMMepHiiu,eM) with his black brows, broad chest, and 
powerful limbs (c ero nepHbiMH bpOBAMH, HiHpOKoii rpyabK) h mouthbimh 
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KOHeHHOCTAMH). They stood in a comer of the Sword Makers' Bazaar (ohh CToann 
b yray Ea3apa OpyaceimmcoB), and on either side of them flowed past the many- 
tongued, many-colored stream of the Zamboulan streets (a Ha Kancaoii CTopoHe = c 
odeux cmopoH ot hhx nponjibraaji memo Mnoroa'mimibiH, pa3HOu,BeTHbra noTOK 
3aM6ynbCKHx yirau,), which are exotic, hybrid, flamboyant, and clamorous 
(KOTOpbie 3K30THHHbi, pa3HOpoa,Hbi, pBeTHCTbi h KpHKJiHBbi; clamor — luym, KpilK, 

op). 

peril ['peril], earnestness [’qmlstnls], wiry ['walqrl] 

"Peril hides in the house of Aram Baksh!" 

The speaker's voice quivered with earnestness and his lean, black-nailed fingers 
clawed at Conan's mightily-muscled arm as he croaked his warning. He was a 
wiry, sunburnt man with a straggling black beard, and his ragged garments 
proclaimed him a nomad. He looked smaller and meaner than ever in contrast to 
the giant Cimmerian with his black brows, broad chest, and powerful limbs. They 
stood in a corner of the Sword Makers' Bazaar, and on either side of them flowed 
past the many-tongued, many-colored stream of the Zamboulan streets, which are 
exotic, hybrid, flamboyant, and clamorous. 

Conan pulled his eyes back from following a bold-eyed, red-lipped Ghanara 
whose short skirt bared her brown thigh at each insolent step (KoHaH OTOpBan 
/cboh/ rna3a ot cne'/Kemm = npoeojicaeinue 63zmdoM Kpacnorydyio TanapKy c 
aep3KHM B3rnaaoM: «^ep3KO-B3rnnanaa», Hbn KopoTKaa K)6ica o6na>Kajia ee 
KOpmmeBoe 6eapo npn Ka>KaoM khhjihbom mare), and frowned down at his 
importunate companion (n naxiYiypiLica = xMypo nocMompeji Ha CBoero 
Ha3oiijiHBoro codeceamiKa). 

"What do you mean by peril?" he demanded (hto tbi noapa3yMeBaemb no^ 
onacHOCTbio? — cnpocnn oh). 
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The desert man glanced furtively over his shoulder before replying, and 
lowered his voice (uenoBeK nycTtiHH nocMOTpea yicpaaKOH nepe3 /cBoe/ njieuo, 
npe^K^e ueM otbcthtb, h nomonji /cboh/ roaoc). 

whose [hu:z], frown [fraun], mean [mi:n] 

Conan pulled his eyes back from following a bold-eyed, red-lipped Ghanara 
whose short skirt bared her brown thigh at each insolent step, and frowned down at 
his importunate companion. 

"What do you mean by peril?" he demanded. 

The desert man glanced furtively over his shoulder before replying, and 
lowered his voice. 

"Who can say (kto mohcct CKa3aTi>)? But desert men and travelers have slept in 
the house of Aram Baksh and never been seen or heard of again (ho hio/ih 

nycTbiHH h nyTHHKH cnanH b ,n,OMe ApaMa Eaicina, h hx HHKor^a Soutine He 
BHflenH h He CHbimanH o hhx: «iiHKoraa Sbijth Bnaenti h cjibimaHbi o CHOBa»; to 
see — eudemb; to hear — cjibimamb). What became of them (hto CTano H3 = c 
hhmh)? He swore they rose and went their way — and it is true that no citizen of 
the city has ever disappeared from his house (oh kjihjich, /hto/ ohh BCTann h ymmi 
CBoeii .noporoii — H Isto/ npaB^a, hto hh o^hh ropOKamm H3 ropo^a HHKor.ua 
/He/ Hcne3an H3 ero flOMa). But no one saw the travelers again (ho hhkto /He/ 
BH^en CTpaHHHKOB CHOBa), and men say that goods and equipment recognized as 
theirs have been seen in the bazaars (h hi ohm roBopuT, hto TOBapbi h cnapa'/Kemie 
SbiJiH yBH^eHbi = eudejiu Ha 6a3apax). If Aram did not sell them, after doing away 
with their owners, how came they there (ecrm ApaM He npo^an hx, hokohhhb c hx 
BJia^ejibiiaMH, Kaic ohh nonajin Tyaa; to do away with — noKownimb c; to come — 
npudmu, nonacmb)T 

who [hu:], house [haus], equipment [I'kwlpmqntl 
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"Who can say? But desert men and travelers have slept in the house of Aram 
Baksh and never been seen or heard of again. What became of them? He swore 
they rose and went their way — and it is true that no citizen of the city has ever 
disappeared from his house. But no one saw the travelers again, and men say that 
goods and equipment recognized as theirs have been seen in the bazaars. If Aram 
did not sell them, after doing away with their owners, how came they there?" 

"I have no goods," growled the Cimmerian (a HMeio HmcaKHx TOBapOB =y MeHR 
nem moeapa, — npopbinaji KiiMMepneu), touching the shagreen-bound hilt of the 
broadsword that hung at his hip (Kacanct odMOTaHHon inarpeHeBon Koaceii 
pyKoaTKH najiama, KOTOpbin Biicen Ha ero 6e^pe). "I have even sold my horse (a 
npo^aji flaace moio Jiomaflt; to sell — npodaeamb)." 

"But it is not always rich strangers who vanish by night from the house of Aram 
Baksh!" chattered the Zuagir (ho /oto/ He Bceraa /tojibko/ SoraTbie nyace3eMu,bi, 
/KOTOpbie/ HCHeaaiOT now bio H3 aoivia ApaMa Baxma! — 3acTpeKOTan ayarup). 
"Nay, poor desert men have slept there — because his score is less than that of the 
other taverns — and have been seen no more (hct, Se^Hbie jikwi nycTbiHH cnann 
TaM — noTOMy hto ero cneT MeHbme, neM TaKOBoii = cnem b ^pyrnx TaBepHax — 
h hx Sojibiue He BH^ejin). Once a chief of the Zuagirs whose son had thus vanished 
complained to the satrap, Jungir Khan (oflHajKflbi bok^b 3 yarnpOB, neil cl.ii i iicnea 
TaKHM o6pa30M, no'/KaaoBaacH caTpany, ?f-/Kyiirnp XaHy), who ordered the house 
searched by soldiers (KOTOpbin npHKa3an obbiCKaTb aom con^aTaM: «npHKa3an 
AOM oSbiCKaHHbiii cojiAtaTaMH»)." 

growl [graul], even [i:vn], chief [Ci:f] 

"I have no goods," growled the Cimmerian, touching the shagreen-bound hilt of 
the broadsword that hung at his hip. "I have even sold my horse." 
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"But it is not always rich strangers who vanish by night from the house of Aram 
Baksh!" chattered the Zuagir. "Nay, poor desert men have slept there — because 
his score is less than that of the other taverns — and have been seen no more. Once 
a chief of the Zuagirs whose son had thus vanished complained to the satrap, 

Jungir Khan, who ordered the house searched by soldiers." 

"And they found a cellar full of corpses?" asked Conan in good-humored 
derision (n ohh Hamjin noaBaji, nojiHbiH TpynoB? — cnpocnn KoHaH c 
flobpoayniHOH HacMeimcon). 

"Nay! They found naught (hct, ohh /He/ Hamnn mmero)! And drove the chief 
from the city with threats and curses (h BbiraajiH BO>K,zifl H3 ropo,aa c yrp03aMH h 
npOKJMTHaMH) ! But" — he drew closer to Conan and shivered — "something else 
was found (ho, — oh npH/mniiynca 6jiH5Ke k KoHaHy h 3aTpacca, — 6bino 
HanaeHO Koe-HTO eme)! At the edge of the desert, beyond the houses, there is a 
clump of palm trees, and within that grove there is a pit (Ha Kparo nycTbiHH 3a 
AOMaMH ecTb 3apocjiH nanbM, h b toh pome ecTb Ma). And within that pit have 
been found human bones, charred and blackened (a b toh aMe Sbijih HaiiaeHbi = 
namjiu nenoBenecKHe kocth, obyrneHHbie h nonepHeBHiHe). Not once, but many 
times (He o^hh pa3, a mhoto pa3)!" 

found [faund], naught [nO:t], bone [bqun] 

"And they found a cellar full of corpses?" asked Conan in good-humored 
derision. 

"Nay! They found naught! And drove the chief from the city with threats and 
curses! But" — he drew closer to Conan and shivered — "something else was 
found! At the edge of the desert, beyond the houses, there is a clump of palm trees, 
and within that grove there is a pit. And within that pit have been found human 
bones, charred and blackened. Not once, but many times!" 
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"Which proves what?" grunted the Cimmerian (KOTOpoe aoKaabmaeT hto = u 
umo 3mo doKasueaem ? — npoSypnan KoHaH). 

"Aram Baksh is a demon (ApaM Baxm — aeMOH)! Nay, in this accursed city 
which Stygians built and which Hyrkanians rule (Her, b stom npOKJiaTOM ropoae, 
KOTOpbih nocTpOHim cththhubi, h KOTOpbiM npaBaT rupKanubi) — where white, 
brown, and black folk mingle together to produce hybrids of all unholy hues and 
breeds pne 6enbie, KOpmmeBbie n nepHbie Hapo^bi CMemimaiOTca flpyr c .npyroM, 
Arrodbi/ nno^HTb rnSpn^OB Bcex HenecTHBbix / >KyTKHx orremcoB h nneMeH) — 
who can tell who is a man, and who is a demon in disguise (kto mokct cica3aTb, 
kto — uenoBeK, a kto 3aMacKHpOBaHHbiii aeMOH)? Aram Baksh is a demon in the 
form of a man (ApaM Eaxin — ^eMOH b oSnnube nenoBeKa) ! At night he assumes 
his true guise and carries his guests off into the desert (hohbk) oh npHHHMaeT cboh 
HCTHHHbih BHfl h yHOCHT cbohx nocToanbu,eB b nycTbiHio; guise — euemnuu eud, 
uapyj/CHOcmb; eud, euduMocmt; Jiuuuua), where his fellow demons from the waste 
meet in conclave (r,ne ero npHaTejm-^eMOHbi H3 nycTbrnn BCTpenaiOTca Ha 
cdopHine)." 

prove [pru:v], brown [braun], folk [fquk] 

"Which proves what?" grunted the Cimmerian. 

"Aram Baksh is a demon! Nay, in this accursed city which Stygians built and 
which Hyrkanians rule — where white, brown, and black folk mingle together to 
produce hybrids of all unholy hues and breeds — who can tell who is a man, and 
who is a demon in disguise? Aram Baksh is a demon in the form of a man! At 
night he assumes his true guise and carries his guests off into the desert, where his 
fellow demons from the waste meet in conclave." 

"Why does he always carry off strangers?" asked Conan skeptically (noneMy oh 
Bceryja yHOCHT ny}Ke3eMu,eB? — cnpocnji KoHaH CKenTHnecKii). 
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"The people of the city would not suffer him to slay their people (moan ropoaa 
= oKumenu zopoda He noxepnejm 6bi ero ybuBaxb hx aioaeti = wnodbi oh ydueaji 
ux juodeu = ux 6 jiu3kux), but they care nought for the strangers who fall into his 
hands (ho hm coBepmeHHO HanjieBaxb Ha nyaceseMueB: «ohh 3a6oxaxca HHnero 
ana Hyace3eMueB», Koxopbie nonaaaiox b ero pyioi). Conan, you are of the West, 
and know not the secrets of this ancient land (KoHaH, xbi c 3anaaa, h He 3Haenib 

cexpexoB 3xoh apeBHeii 3eMJiH). But, since the beginning of happenings, the 
demons of the desert have worshipped Yog, the Lord of the Empty Abodes (ho c 
nan an a co6bixhh = cyufeeo aeMOiibi nycxbiHH noKnomnoxca Hory, Bnaabnce 
Ilycxbix ObHxajmm), with fire — fire that devours human victims (c /noiviombio/ 
oraa — oraa, KOTOpbiii noacnpaeT nenoBenecKHe acepTBbi). 

always [’0:lwqz], people [pi:pl], secret [’si:krlt] 

"Why does he always carry off strangers?" asked Conan skeptically. 

"The people of the city would not suffer him to slay their people, but they care 
nought for the strangers who fall into his hands. Conan, you are of the West, and 
know not the secrets of this ancient land. But, since the beginning of happenings, 
the demons of the desert have worshipped Yog, the Lord of the Empty Abodes, 
with fire — fire that devours human victims. 

"Be warned (6y#b npeaynpeacaeH = ocmopojfceH)\ You have dwelt for many 
moons in the tents of the Zuagirs, and you are our brother (tbi npo>KHJi MHoro JiyH 
b nanaTKax 3yarnpOB, n tbi Ham Spax)! Go not to the house of Aram Baksh (He 
xo^n b aom ApaMa Eaxrna)!" 

"Get out of sight!" Conan said suddenly (ynan H3 BHay = cKpoucxl — CKa3an 
Bapyr KoHaH). "Yonder comes a squad of the city watch (boh H^eT OTpaa 

ropoacKOH cTpa>KH). If they see you they may remember a horse that was stolen 
from the satrap's stable (ecjrn ohh yBHaaT Te6a, ohh Moryr bchomhhtb noma^B, 
KOTOpaa 6bina yKpa^eHa H3 kohjoihhh caTpana; to steal — Kpacmb) —" 
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The Zuagir gasped and moved convulsively ( 3 yarnp OTKpbiJi pOT n cyaopo'/Kiio 
aepHynca). He ducked between a booth and a stone horse trough (oh OTCTynmi /b 
npocTpaHCTBo/ Moray riajiaTKoti h KaMeiiHbiM >re ji 060 m- noHjiKOH ana Jiomaaeir), 
pausing only long enough to chatter: "Be warned, my brother (ocTaHOBHBniHCb 

jth tit b aocxaTOHHO aonro = HacmojibKo, /hto6bi/ npocTpeKOTaTt: 6yab ocTopo>KeH, 
moh 6 paT)! There are demons in the house of Aram Baksh (b aoMe ApaMa Baxma 
/TaM ecm/ aeMOHbi)!" Then he darted down a narrow alley and was gone (3aTeM oh 
Spocnnca no y3Koii annee n nponan: «6liji nponaBimiM / ymeaniHM»; to go — 
yxodumb, yesj/camb, udmu, examb). 

stable [stelbl], trough [trOf], dart [dRt] 

"Be warned! You have dwelt for many moons in the tents of the Zuagirs, and 
you are our brother! Go not to the house of Aram Baksh!" 

"Get out of sight!" Conan said suddenly. "Yonder comes a squad of the city 
watch. If they see you they may remember a horse that was stolen from the satrap's 
stable —" 

The Zuagir gasped and moved convulsively. He ducked between a booth and a 
stone horse trough, pausing only long enough to chatter: "Be warned, my brother! 
There are demons in the house of Aram Baksh!" Then he darted down a narrow 
alley and was gone. 

Conan shifted his broad sword-belt to his liking (KoHaH CMecraji cboh 

mnpOKHH noac ana Mena noyaodHee: «Ha cboh BKyc») and calmly returned the 
searching stares directed at him by the squad of watchmen (n cnoKoimo otbcthu 
Ha Hinymne B3rjiaati, HanpaBJieHHBie Ha Hero OTpaaoM CTpamnncoB) as they 
swung past (icoraa ohh npoxoauau mhmo MepHBiM rnaroM; to swing — npoxodumb 
MepnbiM mazoM). They eyed him curiously and suspiciously (ohh pa 3 rjiaabiBajiH 
ero c jnodonBiTCTBOM h noao3pemieM), for he was a man who stood out even in 
such a motley throng as crowded the winding streets of Zamboula (thr KaK oh 6bijt 
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nenoBeKOM, KOTOpbiii Bbipejnuica pa/Ke b TaKOH necTpOH Tonne, KaK = Komopan 
sanpyaHJia H3BHJiHCTbie yjiHu,bi 3aM6yjibi). His blue eyes and alien features 
distinguished him from the Eastern swarms (ero rojiydbie rna3a n uyacpbie /ana 
3thx MecT/ uepTbi /anpa/, Bbiaeaaan ero H3 boctohhoh Toanbi), and the straight 
sword at his hip added point to the racial difference (a npaMoii Men y /ero/ 6eapa 
aodaBaaa nymcraK = /eme odny/ uepmy k pacoBOMy otjihhhk)). 

calmly ['kRmll], return [rl’tqm], crowd [kraud] 

Conan shifted his broad sword-belt to his liking and calmly returned the 
searching stares directed at him by the squad of watchmen as they swung past. 

They eyed him curiously and suspiciously, for he was a man who stood out even in 
such a motley throng as crowded the winding streets of Zamboula. His blue eyes 
and alien features distinguished him from the Eastern swarms, and the straight 
sword at his hip added point to the racial difference. 

The watchmen did not accost him but swung on down the street, while the 
crowd opened a lane for them (cTpamniKH He npHCTanH k HeMy, ho 

npomecTBOBajiH pajibine no yrmpe k pempy, b to BpeMa KaK TOJina OTKpbiBana 
TponnHKy pna hhx = paccmynanacb neped humu; down the street — no yjiuife k 
ijenmpy zopoda; up the street — no ymme om iienmpa zopoda). They were 
Pelishtins, squat, hook-nosed, with blue-black beards sweeping their mailed breasts 
(OHH SblJTH neJHHHTHHItbl, npH3eMHCTbie, KpIOHKOHOCbie C HCCHHa-HepHbIMH 
dopopaiYiM, oxBaTbiBaiomu mm hx rpypb b KOJibnyre) — mercenaries hired for work 
the ruling Turanians considered beneath themselves (HaeMHHKH, HaHaTbie pna 
padoTbi, /KOTOpyio/ npaBautue TypaHpbi CHUTanu iiu>Ke ce6a = ceoezo 
docmouncmea ), and no less hated by the mongrel population for that reason (h He 
MeHee HeHaBnpHMbiMH HenHCTOKpOBHbiM HaceneHHeM no 3toh npHHHHe). 

Conan glanced at the sun, just beginning to dip behind the flat-topped houses on 
the western side of the bazaar (KoHaH nocMOTpen Ha cojiHpe, KaK pa3 
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nawHiiaiomce aaxoaHTb 3a poMa c hjiockhmh KpbimaMH Ha aanaanoii CTOpOHe 
6a3apa), and hitching once more at his belt, moved off in the direction of Aram 
Baksh's tavern (n noaxMiiyB erne pa3 cboh peMenb, aBHHyjica b HanpaBJiemiH 
TaBepHM ApaMa Baxma). 

down [daun], population [pOpju'lelSn], reason ['ri:zn] 

The watchmen did not accost him but swung on down the street, while the 
crowd opened a lane for them. They were Pelishtins, squat, hook-nosed, with blue- 
black beards sweeping their mailed breasts — mercenaries hired for work the 
ruling Turanians considered beneath themselves, and no less hated by the mongrel 
population for that reason. 

Conan glanced at the sun, just beginning to dip behind the flat-topped houses on 
the western side of the bazaar, and hitching once more at his belt, moved off in the 
direction of Aram Baksh's tavern. 

With a hillman's stride he moved through the ever-shifting colors of the streets 
(mirpoKHM rnaroM roppa oh pBirrajica ckbo3b nocToamto MemHOippecti pBeTa 
yjiHp), where the ragged tunics of whining beggars brushed against the ermine- 
trimmed khalats of lordly merchants (rpe noHomeHHBie TyHHKH xHBiicaioiHHx 
nonpomaeK 3apeBajm OTOponeHHbie ropHOCTaeM xanaTbi HapMemtbix tcynpoB), 
and the pearl-sewn satin of rich courtesans (h pacuiHTbie 5KeMuyroM araaca 
SoraTbix KypTH3aHOK). Giant black slaves slouched along (rnraHTCKne nepHbie 
padbi huth cyTynacb), jostling blue-bearded wanders from the Shemitish cities 
(pacTanKHBaa CHHehopopbix CTpaHHHKOB H3 meMHTCKHx ropopoB), ragged nomads 
from the surrounding deserts, traders and adventurers from all the lands of the East 
(ohopBaHHblX KOHeBHHKOB H3 OKpy5KatOIH,HX nyCTbIHb, TOprOBIteB h aBaHTtopHCTOB 
H3 Bcex CTpaH BoCTOKa). 

through [Tru:], ermine ['q:mln], adventurer [qd’venCqrq] 
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With a hillman's stride he moved through the ever-shifting colors of the streets, 
where the ragged tunics of whining beggars brushed against the ermine-trimmed 
khalats of lordly merchants, and the pearl-sewn satin of rich courtesans. Giant 
black slaves slouched along, jostling blue-bearded wanders from the Shemitish 
cities, ragged nomads from the surrounding deserts, traders and adventurers from 
all the lands of the East. 

The native population was no less heterogeneous (MecTHoe Hacenemie 6bijio He 
MeHee pa3HomepCTHBiM). Here, centuries ago, the armies of Stygia had come, 
carving an empire out of the eastern desert (ciofla, Beica Ha3a# npHnurn apMirn 
CiHriiH, co3flaBaa HMnepmo H3 boctohhoh nycTBiHH). Zamboula was but a small 
trading town then, lying amidst a ring of oases, and inhabited by descendants of 
nomads (3aM6yna 6biji Tor^a jihuib MajieHBKHM TOproBBiM ropo/tOM, jie5Kam,HM 
cpe,o,H KOJiBu,a oa3HCOB h HaceneHHBiM noTOMKaMH KoneBHHKOB). The Stygians 
built it into a city and settled it with their own people, and with Shemite and 
Kushite slaves (cththhiibi nocTpOHJin ero = npeepamwiu ezo b Sojibhioh ropo^, h 
3acejiHJiH ero cbohmh jiioabmh: meMHTCKHMH h KyniHTCKHMH pabaMH). The 
ceaseless caravans, threading the desert from east to west and back again 
(HenpepBiBHBie KapaBama, npOHH3BiBaiomiie = nepecena jo ufiie nycTBiHio c 

BOCTOKa Ha 3ana^ h CHOBa Ha3a,n; thread — manna, numb), brought riches and 
more mingling of races (npHB03HJiH SoraTCTBa h bojiumee CMemeHHe pac; to bring 
— npunocumb, npueo3umb ). Then came the conquering Turanians, riding out of 
the East to thrust back the boundaries of Stygia (noTOM npumnn 3aBoeBaTenH- 
TypaHu,Bi, npucKaicaB c BOCTOKa, /hto6bi/ otSpochtb Ha3a,zt rpamiu,Bi Cththh), and 
now for a generation Zamboula had been Turan’s westernmost outpost, ruled by a 
Turanian satrap (h TenepB y>Ke /u,ejioe/ noKOJieHHe 3aM6yjia aBJiaeTca caMBiM 
3anaaubiM aBaHnocTOM TypaHa, ynpaBJiaeMBiM TypaHCKHM caTpanoM). 

ago [q'gqu], thread [Tred], descendant [dl’sendqnt] 
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The native population was no less hetrogeneous. Here, centuries ago, the armies 
of Stygia had come, carving an empire out of the eastern desert. Zamboula was but 
a small trading town then, lying amidst a ring of oases, and inhabited by 
descendants of nomads. The Stygians built it into a city and settled it with their 
own people, and with Shemite and Kushite slaves. The ceaseless caravans, 
threading the desert from east to west and back again, brought riches and more 
mingling of races. Then came the conquering Turanians, riding out of the East to 
thrust back the boundaries of Stygia, and now for a generation Zamboula had been 
Turan's westernmost outpost, ruled by a Turanian satrap. 

The babel of a myriad tongues smote on the Cimmerian's ears (BaBHJiOHCKnii 
ranaejK Mupuaabi jobikob yuapHJi no ymaM KHMMepniiu,a) as the restless pattern of 
the Zamboulan streets weaved about him b to BpeMa Kaic SecnoKoimaa KapTima 
3aM6ynbCKHx ynnu, cnneTanacb BOKpyr Hero) — cleft now and then by a squad of 
clattering horsemen (paccexaeMaa to h aeno orpaaoM rpoxonym,Hx BcaaHHKOB), 
the tall, supple warriors of Turan (bbicokhx th6khx bohhob TypaHa), with dark 
hawk-faces, clinking metal, and curved swords (c tcmhuimh acTpedriHbiMH 

jiHpaMH, 3BeHanmM MeTamiOM h KpHBbiMH caSjinMH). The throng scampered from 
under their horses' hoofs, for they were the lords of Zamboula (TOJina BbiCKaKHBana 
H3-no,zj KonbiT hx Jiouiaaeii, Tax xax ohii 6 buiH BJiaabiicaMH 3aM6yjibi). But tall, 
somber Stygians, standing back in the shadows, glowered darkly, remembering 
their ancient glories (ho BbicoKne, MpauHbie CTHrmipbi, aepacacb c3a^H b tchh, 
3bipKajiH 3JiOBeme, BcnoMimaa cboio apeBHioio = 6biJiyw cjiaBy). The hybrid 
population cared little whether the king who controlled their destinies dwelt in dark 
Khemi or gleaming Aghrapur (cMemaHHoe Hacenemie Mano 3a6oTHJio, mmeT jth 
Kopojib, KOTOpbiii ynpaBJian hx cynbdaMH, b tcmiiom KeMH hjih b SaHCTaiomcM 
Arpanype; to dwell — Jicumb, npoDicueamb). Jungir Khan ruled Zamboula 
(^jKyHTHp XaH npaBHJi 3aM6yjiOH), and men whispered that Nafertari, the satrap's 
mistress, ruled Jungir Khan (h nroan menTarm, hto HacjDepTapn, B03nio6jieHHaa 
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caTpana, npaBHJia ^acyHrnp XaHOM); but the people went their way ho jiio^h hijiii 
no cbohm nyraM = dicujiu no ceouM npiiebiHKciM / mpaduuumi), flaunting their 
myriad colors in the streets (merojnia CBoen MupnanaMM ubctob Ha ymmax), 
bargaining, disputing (3aKjnonaa cnemcn, cnopa), gambling, swilling, loving 
(nrpaa b asapnibie nrpti, BbinnBaa, mo6a; to swill — nonocKcimb, o6jiueamb 
eodou; otcadno numb, Jiammb), as the people of Zamboula have done for all the 
centuries its towers and minarets have lifted over the sands of the Kharamun (icaic 
jiioah 3aM6ynbi aenanu Ha npOTaaceHHH Bcex ctojicthh, /icaic/ hx 6amHH h 
MHHapeTbi noanaancb nan necKaMH KxapaMyHa). 

pattern ['pxtqn], supple [sApl], metal [metl] 

The babel of a myriad tongues smote on the Cimmerian's ears as the restless 
pattern of the Zamboulan streets weaved about him — cleft now and then by a 
squad of clattering horsemen, the tall, supple warriors of Turan, with dark hawk- 
faces, clinking metal, and curved swords. The throng scampered from under their 
horses' hoofs, for they were the lords of Zamboula. But tall, somber Stygians, 
standing back in the shadows, glowered darkly, remembering their ancient glories. 
The hybrid population cared little whether the king who controlled their destinies 
dwelt in dark Khemi or gleaming Aghrapur. Jungir Khan ruled Zamboula, and men 
whispered that Nafertari, the satrap's mistress, ruled Jungir Khan; but the people 
went their way, flaunting their myriad colors in the streets, bargaining, disputing, 
gambling, swilling, loving, as the people of Zamboula have done for all the 
centuries its towers and minarets have lifted over the sands of the Kharamun. 

Bronze lanterns, carved with leering dragons, had been lighted in the streets 
before Conan reached the house of Aram Baksh (6p0H30Bbie c[)OHapH c 

BbirpaBHpOBaHHbiMH 3jio6hbimh apaKonaviii, 6bijih 3aaoKeHbi Ha ynimax, no Toro 
KaK KoHaH nobpajica no noMa ApaMa Baxma). The tavern was the last occupied 
house on the street, which ran west (TaBepHa 6biJia nocaenHHM obHTaeMMM aomom 
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Ha yjiHiie, KOTOpaa uuia Ha 3anafl). A wide garden, enclosed by a wall, where date 
palms grew thick, separated it from the houses farther east (o6hihphi>ih can, 

oropOKemmiH ctchoh, rae rycTO pocnn (jiHHHKOBbie nanbMbi, OT^ejiana ero ot 
flOMOB ^ajibme Ha BOCTOKe). To the west of the inn stood another grove of palms, 
through which the street, now become a road, wound out into the desert (k 3ana^y 
ot rocTHHHpbi CToana em,e o^Ha poipa najibM, CKB03b KOTOpyio yimpa, Tenepb 
CTaBmaa aoporoii, BHJiacb /h yxoamia/ b nycTbiHio; to stand — cmonmbcn; to wind 
— u 36 ueambCR, eumbcn). Across the road from the tavern stood a row of deserted 
huts, shaded by straggling palm trees and occupied only by bats and jackals (nepe3 
flopory ot TaBepHbi CToan paa dpomemibix xh>khh, 3aTeHeHHbix pa36pocaHHbiMH 
nanbMaMH h Hacenemibix tojtbko neTyHHMH MbimaMH h maicajiaMH). As Conan 
came down the road, he wondered why the beggars, so plentiful in Zamboula, had 
not appropriated these empty houses for sleeping quarters (icoraa KoHaH men no 
aopore, oh ynHBJifljicn, noneMy HHiime, Taicne MHoronHCJieHHbie b 3aM6yne, He 
npHCBOHJin /cede/ 3th nycTbie AOMa ana HonneaceK). The lights ceased some 
distance behind him (othh 3aKOHHHnHCb Ha HeKOTOpOM paccToaHHH no3aan Hero). 
Here were no lanterns, except the one hanging before the tavern gate (3aecb He 
6bino (jDOHapen, 3a HCKmoneHHeM oahoto = (ponapn , CBHcaromero nepea 

BOpOTaMH TaBepHbi): only the stars, the soft dust of the road underfoot, and the 
rustle of the palm leaves in the desert breeze (Tonbxo 3Be3ar>i, Marxaa nbinb aoporn 
noa HoraMH h mopox nanbMOBbix nncTbeB Ha nycTbiHHOM BeTepxe). 

lantern ['lxntqn], palm [pRm], jackal [’GxkO:l] 

Bronze lanterns, carved with leering dragons, had been lighted in the streets 
before Conan reached the house of Aram Baksh. The tavern was the last occupied 
house on the street, which ran west. A wide garden, enclosed by a wall, where date 
palms grew thick, separated it from the houses farther east. To the west of the inn 
stood another grove of palms, through which the street, now become a road, wound 
out into the desert. Across the road from the tavern stood a row of deserted huts, 
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shaded by straggling palm trees and occupied only by bats and jackals. As Conan 
came down the road, he wondered why the beggars, so plentiful in Zamboula, had 
not appropriated these empty houses for sleeping quarters. The lights ceased some 
distance behind him. Here were no lanterns, except the one hanging before the 
tavern gate: only the stars, the soft dust of the road underfoot, and the rustle of the 
palm leaves in the desert breeze. 

Aram's gate did not open upon the road but upon the alley which ran between 
the tavern and the garden of the date palms (BOpOTa ApaMa He OTKpbiBajiHCB Ha 
flopory = ornKpuecuiucb He na dopoey, ho Ha ajuieio, KOTOpaa Seacana Me>Kfly 
TaBepHOH h caaoM c (Jhihiikobbimh nauBMaMH; to run — dejicamb). Conan jerked 
lustily at the rope which dangled from the bell beside the lantern (KoHaH flepHyn 
OHeprHHHO 3a BepeBKy, KOTOpaa CBHcana c KOJiOKOJibHHKa 3a (j)OHapeM), 
augmenting its clamor by hammering on the iron-bound teakwood gate with the 
hilt of his sword (ycHJiHBaa ero 3BaicaHBe yzjapaMH no oShihtbimh aceae30M 
BOpOTaM H3 THKa pyKoaTKOH CBoero Mena; to hammer — MOJiomumb). A wicket 
opened in the gate, and a black face peered through (b BOpOTax OTKpBiJiocb 

okohiko, h nepHoe jihu,o BBirjraHyjio nepe3 /Hero/). 

"Open, blast you," requested Conan (oTKpbiBaH, 6y^b tbi npOKJiaT: «jya 
pa30pBeT Te6a», — noTpeboBan KoHaH). "I'm a guest (a nocToanen). I've paid 
Aram for a room, and a room I'll have, by Crom (a aanaaTna ApaMy 3a KOMHaTy, h 
KOMHaTy a byny hmctb = KOMHama y Mean 6ydem, /KJHmycb/ Kpomom)!" 

augment ['0:gmqnt], blast [blRst], guest [gest] 

Aram's gate did not open upon the road but upon the alley which ran between 
the tavern and the garden of the date palms. Conan jerked lustily at the rope which 
dangled from the bell beside the lantern, augmenting its clamor by hammering on 
the iron-bound teakwood gate with the hilt of his sword. A wicket opened in the 
gate, and a black face peered through. 
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"Open, blast you," requested Conan. "I'm a guest. I’ve paid Aram for a room, 
and a room I'll have, by Crom!" 

The black craned his neck to stare into the starlit road behind Conan (nepHtin 
BbixaHyn cboio rneio, /hto6bi/ BCMOTpeTbca b ocBememryio 3Be3,naMH aopory 3a 
KoHaHOM); but he opened the gate without comment and closed it again behind the 
Cimmerian, locking it and bolting it (ho oh OTKpBin BOpOTa 6e3 komm enTap h a h 
3aKpBiJi ee CHOBa 3a KHMMepHHH,eM, 3aKpbiBaa hx Ha 3aMOK h Ha 3acoB). The wall 
was unusually high (cTeHa 6biJia HeobbiHHO bmcokoh); but there were many 
thieves in Zamboula (ho b 3aM6yjie 6bino MHoro bopob), and a house on the edge 
of the desert might have to be defended against a nocturnal nomad raid (h aom Ha 
Kpaio nycTbiHH, bosmO/Kiio, npHxoaHjiocb 3aimnu,aTb: «Mor hmctb 6biTb 

3amnmeHHbiM» OT hohhbix HaberoB kohobhukob) . Conan strode through a garden 
KoHaH npomen nepea can; to stride — udmu dojibuiimu maeaMu), where great pale 
blossoms nodded in the starlight (rae orpoMHbie SneaHbie u,BeTbi pacKaHHBanHCb: 
«KHBanH» b 3Be3AHOM CBeTe), and entered the taproom (h Borneji b nHBHyio), 
where a Stygian with the shaven head of a student sat at a table brooding over 
nameless mysteries (rae crarneu, c SpHToii touoboh yneHoro CHaen 3a ctojiom, 
pa3Mbimjiaa o HeH3BecTHbix TaiiHax), and some nondescripts wrangled over a 
game of dice in a corner (a hcckojibko nenoBeK HeonpeaejieHHoro BH^a h poaa 
3aHaTHH cnopHJiH Ha a Hrpoii b kocth b yrny). 

road [rqud], thieves [Ti:vzl, defend [dl'fend] 

The black craned his neck to stare into the starlit road behind Conan; but he 
opened the gate without comment and closed it again behind the Cimmerian, 
locking it and bolting it. The wall was unusually high; but there were many thieves 
in Zamboula, and a house on the edge of the desert might have to be defended 
against a nocturnal nomad raid. Conan strode through a garden, where great pale 
blossoms nodded in the starlight, and entered the taproom, where a Stygian with 
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the shaven head of a student sat at a table brooding over nameless mysteries, and 
some nondescripts wrangled over a game of dice in a comer. 

Aram Baksh came forward, walking softly (ApaM Eaxrn Bbimeji Biiepea, mhi ko 
inaraa), a portly man, wih a black beard that swept his breast (nojiHbin Myacmma c 
nepHoii SopoaoH, KOTOpaa CBneana Ha ero rpyar.; to sweep — Mecmu; 
npocmupambcx, mmyrnbCH), a jutting hooknose (BbiCTynaiouniM k p i o hk o b a tl i m 
hocom), and small black eyes which were never still (h MajieHBKHMH nepHbiMH 
rjia3aMH, KOTOpBie nuKoraa He 6 bijih nenoaBir/KiibiiviH = eeuuo deeafoiuuMU 
MaJieHbKUMU nepHblMU 2JM3aMU). 

"You wish food?" he asked (bh acenaeTe nuniu = noecmbl — cnpocHJi oh). 
"Drink (BbimiTb)?" 

"I ate a joint of beef and a loaf of bread in the suk," grunted Conan (a cueji 
KycoK roBaaHHbi h SyxaHKy xjieda b xapneBHe, — npOBOpnaji KoHaH; suk — 
6a3ap; nocmombiu deop (ua BocmoKe)). "Bring me a tankard of Ghazan wine — 
I’ve got just enough left to pay for it (npHHecH MHe Kpyacxy ra3aHCKoro BHHa — y 
MeHa Kax pa3 ocxaiiocb aocTaxoHHO, /nxoGbi/ 3anjiaxHXb 3a axo)." He tossed a 
copper coin on the wine-splashed board (oh niBbipHya Me/myra MOHexy Ha 

3aJlHTBIH BHHOM CTOJl). 

walk [wO:k], breast [brest], beef [bi:f] 

Aram Baksh came forward, walking softly, a portly man, with a black beard 
that swept his breast, a jutting hooknose, and small black eyes which were never 
still. 

"You wish food?" he asked. "Drink?" 

"I ate a joint of beef and a loaf of bread in the suk ," grunted Conan. "Bring me a 
tankard of Ghazan wine — I’ve got just enough left to pay for it." He tossed a 
copper coin on the wine-splashed board. 
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(tli He BbiHrpaji 3a uropnbiMii 


"You did not win at the gaming tables 

CTOJiaMH)?" 

"How could I, with only a handful of silver to begin with (icaic a Mor, jihuib c 

npHropniHeii cepebpa ana Hanana)? I paid you for the room this morning, because 
I knew I'd probably lose (a 3anjiaTHJi Te6e 3a KOMHaTy ceropmi yTpOM: <othm 
yTpOM», noTOMy hto a 3Han, /hto/ a bo3mo>kho npompaio). I wanted to be sure I 
had a roof over my head tonight (a xoTen 6bitb yBepeH, /hto/ y MeHn ecTb KpBima 
Haa rojiOBoii ceroaHa hohbio). I notice nobody sleeps in the streets of Zamboula (a 
saMenaio = 3aMemuji, /hto/ hhkto /h e/ cmiT Ha yjinpax 3aM6yjibi). The very 
beggars hunt a niche they can barricade before dark (caMBie HHume nonpomaiiKH 
Hmyr HHmy, /KOTOpyio/ ohh MoryT 3a6appHKaaHpOBaTB ao tcm hotbi) . The city 
must be full of a particularly bloodthirsty band of thieves (ropoa, aonacHO 6bitb, 
nonoH ocodeHHO KpOBoncaaHOH SaHpoH = Kpoeoj/cadnuMU dandaMU bopob; blood 
— Kpoeb; thirsty — jtcajtcdyipuu)." 

lose [lu:z], tonight [tq'nalt], dark [dRk] 

"You did not win at the gaming tables?" 

"How could I, with only a handful of silver to begin with? I paid you for the 
room this morning, because I knew I'd probably lose. I wanted to be sure I had a 
roof over my head tonight. I notice nobody sleeps in the streets of Zamboula. The 
very beggars hunt a niche they can barricade before dark. The city must be full of a 
particularly bloodthirsty band of thieves." 

He gulped the cheap wine with relish and then followed Aram out of the 
taproom (oh bbhihji pemeBoe biiho 3ajmoM c yaoBOJibCTBiie h noTOM nocjieaoBaji 
= ebiiueji ecjied 3a ApaMOM H3 6apa). Behind him the players halted their game to 
stare after him with a cryptic speculation in their eyes (nosaau Hero nrpoKii 
npeKpaTHJiH cboio nrpy h nocMOTperm eMy BCJiea co CKpbiTOH .aora/pcon). They 
said nothing, but the Stygian laughed, a ghastly laugh of inhuman cynicism and 
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mockery (ohh mmero He CKa3ajm, a CTHraeu, 3acMeajica, o t b p a th tc a b n b i m 
CMexoM HeHeaoBeHecKoro u,HHH3Ma h HacMeuiKH) . The others lowered their eyes 
uneasily, avoiding one another's glance (ocTanbHbie onycTHjrn /cboh/ rna3a b 
TpeBore, H36eraa CMOTpeTb apyr Ha apyra). The arts studied by a Stygian scholar 
are not calculated to make him share the feelings of a normal being (HayrcH, 

n3ynaeMbie cththhckhm ynenbiM, He paccHUTaiibi /Ha to, hto6bi/ 3acTaBHTb = 
naynumb ero pa3^eaaTb nyBCTBa HOpMaabHoro neaoBeKa; to share — pa3dennmb, 
dejiumbcn). 

cheap [Ci:pl, eye [al], laugh [lRf] 

He gulped the cheap wine with relish and then followed Aram out of the 
taproom. Behind him the players halted their game to stare after him with a cryptic 
speculation in their eyes. They said nothing, but the Stygian laughed, a ghastly 
laugh of inhuman cynicism and mockery. The others lowered their eyes uneasily, 
avoiding one another's glance. The arts studied by a Stygian scholar are not 
calculated to make him share the feelings of a normal being. 

Conan followed Aram down a corridor lighted by copper lamps (KoHaH 

nocneaoBajT 3 a ApaMOM bhh3 no rcopnaopy, ocBemeHHOMy MeaHbiMH jraivmaMH), 
and it did not please him to note his host's noiseless tread (h oh c 

HeyAOBOJTbCTBHeM 3aMeTHn: <oto He noHpaBHnocb eMy 3aMeTHTb» SecmyMHyro 
nocTynb CBoero xo3aHHa). Aram's feet were clad in soft slippers and the hallway 
was carpeted with thick Turanian rugs (cTynmr ApaMa 6bum odyTbi b Mai Kire 
umenaHiibi, a Kopuaop 6bin ycTnaH touctbimh TypaHCKHMH KOBpaMn); but there 
was an unpleasant suggestion of stealthiness about the Zamboulan (ho 6bur 

HenpmiTHbiH naivieK Ha CKpbiTHOCTb b OTHomeHHH = Henpunmnoe ouiyufemie 
CKpbimHocmu e noeedemiu saMSyanHua). 

please [pli:z], feet [fid], tread [tred] 
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Conan followed Aram down a corridor lighted by copper lamps, and it did not 
please him to note his host's noiseless tread. Aram's feet were clad in soft slippers 
and the hallway was carpeted with thick Turanian mgs; but there was an 
unpleasant suggestion of stealthiness about the Zamboulan. 

At the end of the winding corridor, Aram halted at a door (b xomj,e 

H3BHJincToro KOpH^opa ApaM ocTaHOBHJica y flBepn), across which a heavy iron 
bar rested in powerful metal brackets (nonepeic xoTOpon noxonjica Tajxejibiii 
5Kejie3HBih 3acoB b Momiibix MeTajiJinnecxnx cxobax). This Aram lifted and 
showed the Cimmerian into a well-appointed chamber (ero ApaM no^mui n 
npOBen KHMMepnhita b xopomo obycTpoeHHyio KOMHaTy), the windows of which, 
Conan instantly noted, were small and strongly set with twisted bars of iron, 
tastefully gilded (oKHa xoTOpon, cpa3y 3aMeTHJi KoHaH, 6bijth MajieHbxnMH n 
KpenKO 3aAenaHBi bhtbimh pemeTKaMH H3 >xejie3a, yKpameHHBiMH co BKycoM; to 
set — ycmanoeumb, nocmaeumb; taste — 6Kyc). There were rugs on the floor, a 
couch, after the Eastern fashion, and ornately carven stools (AraM/ 6bijth KOBpBi Ha 
nony, KymeTKa no boctohhoh MO^e h BHTneBaTO pe3HBie TabypeTxn). It was a 
much more elaborate chamber than Conan could have procured for the price nearer 
the center of the city (oto 6 biJia ropa3^o 6onee H3bicxaHHaa KOMHaTa, neM KoHaH 
Mor pa3flo6biTB no Taxon u,eHe 6jin)xe k u,empy ropo^a; elaborate — ucKycno 
cdejiaHHbiu; mouKou padombi) — a fact that had first attracted him (c[)aKT, 

KOTOpBih CHanana npHBJieic ero), when, that morning, he discovered how slim a 
purse his roistering for the past few days had left him (xor^a b to yrpo oh 

o6Hapy>KHJi, HacKOJiBKO to mini Komenex ocTaBnn eMy ero xyTOx b TeneHne 
npomeflmnx HecxojiBxnx ^Hen). He had ridden into Zamboula from the desert a 
week before (oh npncxaxan b 3aM6yny H3 nycTbimi neaemo na3aa; to ride — 
CKaKamb, examb eepxoM). 

heavy [’hevl], iron [’alqn], couch [kauC] 
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At the end of the winding corridor, Aram halted at a door, across which a heavy 
iron bar rested in powerful metal brackets. This Aram lifted and showed the 
Cimmerian into a well-appointed chamber, the windows of which, Conan instantly 
noted, were small and strongly set with twisted bars of iron, tastefully gilded. 

There were rugs on the floor, a couch, after the Eastern fashion, and ornately 
carven stools. It was a much more elaborate chamber than Conan could have 
procured for the price nearer the center of the city — a fact that had first attracted 
him, when, that morning, he discovered how slim a purse his roistering for the past 
few days had left him. He had ridden into Zamboula from the desert a week before. 

Aram had lighted a bronze lamp, and he now called Conan's attention to the two 
doors (ApaM 3aacer 6pOH30Byio naMny, n oh Tenepr. npHBJieK BHHMamie KoHaHa k 
^ByM aeepaM). Both were provided with heavy bolts (o6e 6bum CHadaceHbi 
TnacejibiMH 3acoBaMn). 

"You may sleep safely tonight, Cimmerian," said Aram (tm Moacenib cnaTb b 
6e3onacHOCTH ceroaHa hohbio, KHMMepneu,, — CKa3an ApaM), blinking over his 
bushy beard from the inner doorway (noaMHrHBaa nepe3 /cboio/ KycTHCTyio 
6opoay H3 /BHyrpeHHero/ aeepHoro npoeMa). 

Conan grunted and tossed his naked broadsword on the couch (KoHaH 3aBOpnaji 
h uiBbipHyn cboh o6na>Ken[[biH najiarn Ha KymeTKy). 

"Your bolts and bars are strong (tboh 3acoBbi h pemeTKH KpenKir); but I always 
sleep with steel by my side (ho a Bceraa cnjiio co CTajibio noa /mohm/ 6okom)." 

attention [q'tenSn], beard [blqd], steel [sti:l] 

Aram had lighted a bronze lamp, and he now called Conan's attention to the two 
doors. Both were provided with heavy bolts. 

"You may sleep safely tonight, Cimmerian," said Aram, blinking over his bushy 
beard from the inner doorway. 
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Conan grunted and tossed his naked broadsword on the couch. 

"Your bolts and bars are strong; but I always sleep with steel by my side." 

Aram made no reply (ApaM He OTBeran: «He c^ejiaji HHKaicoro OTBeTa»); he 
stood fingering his thick beard for a moment (oh ctojiji, Tepeba najibuaivm cboio 

rycTyio bopo/ty b TeneHHe KOpOTKoro BpeMeHH) as he stared at the grim weapon 
(/npHCTajiBHo/ rjia^a Ha rpo3Hoe opymie). Then silently he withdrew, closing the 
door behind him (noTOM MOJina oh yrneji, 3aKpr,iB ^Bepr. 3a coboii; to withdraw — 
pemupoeanibcn, ydammbCR, yxodumb; to draw — maujumb, many mb). Conan shot 
the bolt into place, crossed the room, opened the opposite door, and looked out 
(KoHaH nocTaBHJi 3acoB Ha MecTO, nepeceic KOMHaTy, OTKpbin npOTHBonojimKHyio 
flBepb h BbirnaHyji Hapy>Ky). The room was on the side of the house that faced the 
road running west from the city (KOMHaTa bbuia Ha toh CTOpOHe aoivia, KOTOpaa 
Bbixoanna Ha aopory, berymyio Ha 3anaa ot ropoaa). The door opened into a 
small court that was enclosed by a wall of its own (aeepb OTKpbiBanacb b 

ManeHbKHH aeopHR, KOTOpbih bbui obHeceH CBoeii cobcTBeHHoii ctchoh). The end 
walls, which shut it off from the rest of the tavern compound (TOppeBbie CTem>i, 
KOTOpbie 3aKpbiBaiOT ero ot ocTajibHbix CTpoeHHii TaBepHbi: «ot ocTaTKa CTpoemia 
TaBepHbi»), were high and without entrances (bbirm bbicokhc h be3 Bxoaa); but the 
wall that flanked the road was low (ho CTeHa, KOTOpaa mna baojib aoporn, bbina 
HH3Ka), and there was no lock on the gate (h Ha BOpOTax He bbino 3aMKa). 

weapon ['wepqn], court [kO:t], compound [kqm'paund] 

Aram made no reply; he stood fingering his thick beard for a moment as he 
stared at the grim weapon. Then silently he withdrew, closing the door behind him. 
Conan shot the bolt into place, crossed the room, opened the opposite door, and 
looked out. The room was on the side of the house that faced the road running west 
from the city. The door opened into a small court that was enclosed by a wall of its 
own. The end walls, which shut it off from the rest of the tavern compound, were 
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high and without entrances; but the wall that flanked the road was low, and there 
was no lock on the gate. 

Conan stood for a moment in the door (KoHaH nocToan MHHyTy b ^Bepax), the 
glow of the bronze lamps behind him (co cbctom 6p0H30Bbix Jiaivm no3a^,n Hero), 
looking down the road to where it vanished among the dense palms (rjia^a Ha 
flopory RO Toro MecTa, r^e OHa HCHe3aaa cpe^H rycTBix nanbM). Their leaves 
rustled together in the faint breeze (hx jmcTta mypmajiH iienpepbiBiio Ha caaooM 
BeTepKe); beyond them lay the naked desert ( 3 a hhmh Jieacana roaaa nycTBma). Far 
up the street, in the other direction, lights gleamed (flaneico no ymipe b ^pyroM 
nanpaBaemiH Mepparm onui) and the noises of the city came faintly to him (h 
myMbi ropopa poHOCHJiHCb cnaSo po Hero). Here was only starlight, the 
whispering of the palm leaves (3,necb 6biJi jiHinb 3Be3,o,HbiH cbct, menoT 
najibMOBbix jincTbeB), and beyond that low wall, the dust of the road and the 
deserted huts thrusting their flat roofs against the low stars (a 3a toh hh3koh 
CTeHoii nbuib poporn h nycTbie xhjkhhm, pacKHHyBmne cboh nnocKHe Kpbimn Ha 
(J)OHe hh3khx 3Be3fl). Somewhere beyond the palm groves a drum began (rpe-TO 3a 
nanbMOBbiMH pom,aMH Hauan Shtu 6apa6aH; to begin — HamiHamb(cx)). 

breeze [bri:z], roof [ru:f], began [bl'gxn] 

Conan stood for a moment in the door, the glow of the bronze lamps behind 
him, looking down the road to where it vanished among the dense palms. Their 
leaves rustled together in the faint breeze; beyond them lay the naked desert. Far 
up the street, in the other direction, lights gleamed and the noises of the city came 
faintly to him. Here was only starlight, the whispering of the palm leaves, and 
beyond that low wall, the dust of the road and the deserted huts thrusting their flat 
roofs against the low stars. Somewhere beyond the palm groves a drum began. 
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The garbled warnings of the Zuagir returned to him (HdcaaceHHbie 

npeaocTepeacemia 3yarnpa BepHyancb k HeMy; to garble — nodmacoeueamb, 
ucKaotcamb, tfiajibcutpuijupoeamb), seeming somewhow less fantastic than they had 
seemed in the crowded, sunlit streets (Kaacymueca = u Ka3amcb icaic-TO MeHee 
(jDaHTacTHuecKHMn, neM ohh Ka3ajiHcr> Ha nepenojiHeHHBix Hapo^OM /h/ 
ocBememnax coaHpeM yaupax). He wondered again at the riddle of those empty 
huts (oh yzpiBHaca CHOBa 3araaKe Tex nycTBix xhjkhh). Why did the beggars shun 
them (noneMy miiime ocTeperaancb hx; to shun — mdeeamb)! He turned back 
into the chamber, shut the door, and bolted it (oh Bepnyaca b KOMHaTy, 3aKpBiJi 
aBepr, h 3anep ee Ha 3acoB; to bolt — 3anupamb ua 3acoe). 

seem [si:m], those [Dquz], shut [SAt] 

The garbled warnings of the Zuagir returned to him, seeming somewhow less 
fantastic than they had seemed in the crowded, sunlit streets. He wondered again at 
the riddle of those empty huts. Why did the beggars shun them? He turned back 
into the chamber, shut the door, and bolted it. 

The light began to flicker, and he investigated (cbct Haaaa MeppaTb, h oh 
3aHaaca paccaepoBamieM), swearing when he found the palm oil in the lamp was 
almost exhausted (BbipyraBimicb, Korpa /oh/ obHapyacna, /hto/ najiBMOBoe Macao 
b naMne 6bijto nouTH H3pacxopoBaHo). He started to shout for Aram, then 
shrugged his shoulders and blew out the light (oh Haaaa 3BaTB ApaMa, noTOM 
noacaa /cbohmh/ naeaaMH h 3apya cbct; to blow — dymb). In the soft darkness he 
stretched himself fully clad on the couch (b npHaTHoii TeMHOTe oh pacTaHyaca 
noaHOCTBio oaeTBiii Ha cocj)e), his sinewy hand by instinct searching for and 
closing on the hilt of his broadsword (ero MycxyancTaa pyica hhcthhkthbho 
noncKaaa h coMKHyaacb Ha pyxoaTice ero naaama; sinew — cyxootcujiue). 
Glancing idly at the stars framed in the barred windows (rnaaa aeHHBO Ha 3Be3a,Bi, 
oopaMaeiuibie aapemeHemibiMu OKHaMH), with the murmur of the breeze through 
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the palms in his ears (c mopoxoM 6pH3a ckbo3b najiBMbi b /ero/ ymax), he sank 
into slumber with a vague consciousness of the muttering drum (oh norpy3HJica b 
ape My c HeacHbiM oco3HamieM rjiyxo rpoxonymero 6apa6aHa; to sink — 
nozpyotcambCH, monymb), out on the desert — the low rumble and mutter of a 
leather-covered drum (cHapyacn b nycTbme — hh3khh pokot h rpoxoT 
odTMiiyToro Koaceh 6apa6aHa), beaten with soft, rhythmic strokes of an open black 
hand (yqapaeMoro = no KomopoMy 6bem mbxkhmh phtmhhhbimh yaapaMH 
pacKpuiTaa uepnaa pyica; to beat — dumb, ydapwnb ) ... 

blew [blu:], stretch [streC], consciousness ['kOnSqsnls] 

The light began to flicker, and he investigated, swearing when he found the 
palm oil in the lamp was almost exhausted. He started to shout for Aram, then 
shrugged his shoulders and blew out the light. In the soft darkness he stretched 
himself fully clad on the couch, his sinewy hand by instinct searching for and 
closing on the hilt of his broadsword. Glancing idly at the stars framed in the 
barred windows, with the murmur of the breeze through the palms in his ears, he 
sank into slumber with a vague consciousness of the muttering drum, out on the 
desert — the low rumble and mutter of a leather-covered drum, beaten with soft, 
rhythmic strokes of an open black hand ... 


2. The Night Skulkers 

(HoHHbie Kpa^yHbi = kuio Kpademcn e hohu) 

It was the stealthy opening of a door which awakened the Cimmerian (oto 
/6bijto/ CKpBiTHoe OTKpbiBaHne aeepH, /KOTOpoe/ pa 36 y 1 m.no KoHaHa = Konana 
pa36ydun 3eyK ocmopojicno omKpbieaeMou deepu). He did not awake as civilized 
men do, drowsy and drugged and stupid (oh He npocHynca Kaic /3to/ aenaiOT 
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u,iiBHJiH30BaHHbie moan, Brnitie, 3aTopo MO>Kenn bie n SecTOJiKOBBie; to drug — 
0Ka3bieamb eo3deucmeue, nodofmoe napKomunecKOMy, na kozo-ji.; npumyn.mmb 
(nyecmea, 3 mouuu u m. d.); drug — MeduKaMeHm(bi), cuadodbe, neKapcmeeunbiu 
npenapam). He awoke instantly, with a clear mind (oh npocHynca MraoBemro, c 
hhctbim pa3yMOM), recognizing the sound that had interruped his sleep (y3HaB 

3ByK, KOTOpBiii npepBan ero coh). Lying there tensely in the dark he saw the outer 
door slowly open (jie>Ka TaM HanpjDiceHHO b TeMHOTe, oh yBHaeji, /icaic/ Meanemio 
OTKpbmaeTca Hapymiaa asepb). In a widening crack of starlit sky he saw framed a 
great black bulk, broad, stooping shoulders (b pacmupaioiueHca Tpeinmre 

ocBemeHHoro 3Be3aaMH He6a oh yBHaeji, 3aKJHOHeHHyio b paMicy /ztBepHoro 
npoeMa/ orpOMHyio wepnyio Tyrny c mtipoKHMti noKaTBiMtt naewaMH), and a 
misshapen head blocked out against the stars (n 6ect|)0pMeHH0H ronoBon, rpy6o 
HadpocaHHoii nporaB 3Be3a = zpyOoe ouepmauue ua (pone 3ee3d; to block out — 
uadpacbieamb euepue). 

stealthy [’stelTI], stupid [’stju:pld], open [’qupqn] 

It was the stealthy opening of a door which awakened the Cimmerian. He did 
not awake as civilized men do, drowsy and drugged and stupid. He awoke 
instantly, with a clear mind, recognizing the sound that had interruped his sleep. 

Lying there tensely in the dark he saw the outer door slowly open. In a widening 
crack of starlit sky he saw framed a great black bulk, broad, stooping shoulders, 
and a misshapen head blocked out against the stars. 

Conan felt the skin crawl between his shoulders (KoHaH nonyBCTBOBan, /icaic/ 
no KO>Ke Me>Kny JionaTOK'nonoji3JiH Mypaimcn; to crawl — deoicamb (o 
MypauiKax )). He had bolted that door securely (oh Haaemro 3aKpbm Ty asepb Ha 

3acoB). How could it be opening now, save by supernatural agency (icaic Morna 6 bi 


i Mo>kho nepeBecra h «nneH». Ho o6bihho MCA'/iy nnen y JiTO/ieii ronoBa, a MypaniKH no l ic\iy-TO 6eraTb no rojioric 
He xot5it, pa3Be KaKHe-iiHOyTtb MyTaitTBi. 
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OHa OTKpbiBaTBca cemtac, KpoMe KaK CBepxBecTecTBeHHWM aeHCTBiieM = 
eo3deucmeueM ceepxbecmecmeenHbix cuji)1 And how could a human being 
possess a head like that outlined against the stars (n xax Mor nenoBex obnaaaTB 

Taxon rojiOBoii, OHepnemiOH Ha (j)OHe 3Be3/t)? All the tales he had heard in the 
Zuagir tents of devils and goblins came back (Bee Jieremtti, /xoTOpbie/ oh cnbimaji 
b 3yarnpCKHx najiaTxax o aeivioiiax h roduMiiax, Bepiiyrmcb) to bead his flesh with 
clammy sweat (/hto6bi/ noKpbiTb ero Teno xanejibxaMH ann koto noTa; to bead — 
noKpueamb KanejibmMu; bead — uiapuK (c npoceepnennuM ck603hum 

omeepcmueju), dycuna, ducepwia; Kannn (pacnjiaeiiewiozo Memanna, noma Ha 
jmife u m. n.)). Now the monster slid noiselessly into the room, with a crouching 
posture and a shambling gait (Tenepb mohctp npocxojiB3Hyji Secwyivnio b KOMHaTy 
c corayroH ocaHKoii = ccymymieuiucb h c HeyxiumxeH mapxaiomeH noxo/tKoii); 
and a familiar scent assailed the Cimmerian's nostrils (h 3HaKOMBiH 3anax axaKOBaji 
H03apH KHMMepHHna), but did not reassure him (ho He ycnoKOHJi / yTemnn ero), 

since Zuagir legendry represented demons as smelling like that (Tax xax 

3yarnpCKHe aerenabi npeacTaBJiaim hcmohob, xax naxiiymux Tax = naxnyujUMU 
maK). 

between [bl'twi:n], securely [sl'kjuqll], agency [’elGqnsI] 

Conan felt the skin crawl between his shoulders. He had bolted that door 
securely. How could it be opening now, save by supernatural agency? And how 
could a human being possess a head like that outlined against the stars? All the 
tales he had heard in the Zuagir tents of devils and goblins came back to bead his 
flesh with clammy sweat. Now the monster slid noiselessly into the room, with a 
crouching posture and a shambling gait; and a familiar scent assailed the 
Cimmerian's nostrils, but did not reassure him, since Zuagir legendry represented 
demons as smelling like that. 
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Noiselessly Conan coiled his long legs under him (SecmyMHO KoHaH noaoSpan 
cboh aanHHbie Horn noa ce6a); his naked sword was in his right hand (ero 

odHaaceHHbin Men 6hji b ero npaBon pyice), and when he struck it was as suddenly 
and murderously as a tiger lunging out of the dark (n Koraa oh yaapna, oto 6bijio 
Tax BHe3anHO n CMepTenbHO, Kaic Tnrp, u a6 p ac bi b a 10 lum ii c a 113 tcmhotbi). Not 
even a demon could have avoided that catapulting charge (mjkq aeMOH /h e/ Mor 
6bi H36e>KaTb 3toh KaTanyjibTHpyiomeH = cmpeMumejibHou aTaKH). His sword met 
and clove through flesh and bone, and something went heavily to the floor with a 
strangling cry (ero Men BCTpemn n pacceic nnoTb n koctb, h hto-to nomno = 
ynano Ha non c 3axne6biBaiomHMcn kphkom; to cleave — pacceKamb, pacKOJiomb, 
pa3pe3amb ). Conan crouched in the dark above it, sword dripping in his hand 
(KoHaH corayncn b TeMHOTe Haa hhm Id MenoM, /c KOTOporo Kanana KpOBb/ b ero 
pyxe; to drip — Kanamb, cmeKamb). Devil or beast or man, the thing was dead 
there on the floor (aeMOH mm 3Bepb hjih nenoBeic, cymecTBO 6bino MepTBbiM TaM 
Ha nony). He sensed death as any wild thing senses it (oh nyBCTBOBan CMepTb, Kaic 
jiioSoh a,HKoe cymecTBO nyBCTByeT ee). He glared through the half-open door into 
the starlit court beyond (oh nocMOTpen nepe3 nonyoTKpbrryio aBepb b 
ocBemeHHMH 3Be3aaMH aBOp CHapyncn). The gate stood open, but the court was 
empty (BOpOTa CTonnu OTKpbiTbie, ho aaop 6bin nycT). 

clove [klquv], beyond [bl'jOnd], empty ['emptl] 

Noiselessly Conan coiled his long legs under him; his naked sword was in his 
right hand, and when he struck it was as suddenly and murderously as a tiger 
lunging out of the dark. Not even a demon could have avoided that catapulting 
charge. His sword met and clove through flesh and bone, and something went 
heavily to the floor with a strangling cry. Conan crouched in the dark above it, 
sword dripping in his hand. Devil or beast or man, the thing was dead there on the 
floor. He sensed death as any wild thing senses it. He glared through the half-open 
door into the starlit court beyond. The gate stood open, but the court was empty. 
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Conan shut the door but did not bolt it (KoHaH 3anep flBepu, ho He 3aKpbiJi ee Ha 
3acoB). Groping in the darkness he found the lamp and lighted it (nomapHB b 
TeMHOTe, oh Haniea aaMny h 3a)Ker ee). There was enough oil in it to burn for a 
minute or so (b Heir 6bijto ^ocTaTOHHO Macna /hto6bi ropeTb/ Ha MHHyTy hjih 
okojio Toro). An instant later he was bending over the figure that sprawled on the 
floor in a pool of blood (MraoBeHHe cnycia oh CKJiomuica Ha# (jmrypOH, KOTOpaa 
pacTaHynacb Ha nony b Jiyace kpobh). 

minute ['mlnlt], figure [’flgq], blood [blAd] 

Conan shut the door but did not bolt it. Groping in the darkness he found the 
lamp and lighted it. There was enough oil in it to bum for a minute or so. An 
instant later he was bending over the figure that sprawled on the floor in a pool of 
blood. 

It was a gigantic black man, naked but for a loin cloth (sto 6bijt rnraHTCKHH 
nepHOKoacHH, odHaaceHHBiH 3a HCKJHOHemieM Ha6e,npeHHOH noBa3KH). One hand 
still grasped a knotty-headed bludgeon (o^Ha pyica Bee eme cacHMana cymcoBaTyio 
flydiiHRy). The fellow's kinky wool was built up into hornlike spindles with twigs 
and dried mud (KypnaBbie BOJiocbi napHa Sburn BbiCTpoeHbi b poroBH^Hbie 
CTepacHH c - c noMoufbJO npyTHKOB h BbicymeHHOH rnHHbi). This barbaric coiffure 
had given the head its misshapen appearance in the starlight (3Ta BapBapcicaa 
npHnecKa npH^ana /ero/ ronoBe ee 6ecc|)opMeHHbiH bh^, b 3bc3ahom CBeTe). 
Provided with a clue to the riddle, Conan pushed back the thick red lips and 
grunted as he stared down at teeth filed to points (odecneneHHbiH kjhohom k 

aara^Ke = pa32adKe , KoHaH pasaBnuya TOJiCTbie KpacHbie rydbi h pyrnyaca, Koraa 
oh nocMOTpen Ha 3y6w, 3aToneHHbie ao ocTpna). 

bludgeon [’blAGqn], appearance [q'plqrqns], clue [klu:] 
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It was a gigantic black man, naked but for a loin cloth. One hand still grasped a 
knotty-headed bludgeon. The fellow's kinky wool was built up into hornlike 
spindles with twigs and dried mud. This barbaric coiffure had given the head its 
misshapen appearance in the starlight. Provided with a clue to the riddle, Conan 
pushed back the thick red lips and grunted as he stared down at teeth filed to 
points. 

He understood now the mystery of the strangers who had disappeared from the 
house of Aram Baksh (oh nomui Tenepb Taimy ny>Ke3eMu,eB, KOTOpbie nponaaajiH 
H3 aoMa ApaMa Eaxrna; to understand — noHimamb)', the riddle of the black drum 
thrumming out there beyond the palm groves ( 3 araaicy nepHoro 6apa6aHa, 

6 y6mmjero TaM 3a nantMOBbiMH poinaMH), and of that pit of charred bones — that 
pit where strange meat might be roasted under the stars (h toh aMbi c 

obyrjieHHbiMH koctsmh — toh ambi, r^e, bo3mo>kho, 5KapHJiH no# 3Be3flaMH 
HeodbiHHoe mjico; might — 603modkho, eeponmno — o6o3nauaem e couemanuu c 
UH(puHumueoM eeponmnocmb), while black beasts squatted about to glut a hideous 
hunger (Kor^a nepHbie 3BepH CHaerra Ha KOpTomcax BOKpyr, /hto6bi/ yronHTb 
Mep3KHH tojioa). The man on the floor was a cannibal slave from Darfar (viy/KHuua 
Ha nony 6biji paSoM-jnoAoeaoM H3 ,Z],apc[)apa). 

mystery [’mlstqrl], might [malt], star [stR] 

He understood now the mystery of the strangers who had disappeared from the 
house of Aram Baksh; the riddle of the black drum thrumming out there beyond 
the palm groves, and of that pit of charred bones — that pit where strange meat 
might be roasted under the stars, while black beasts squatted about to glut a 
hideous hunger. The man on the floor was a cannibal slave from Darfar. 


MyJibmuH3biK060U npoeian Hjibu Opanra www. franklang. ru 


417 



There were many of his kind in the city (b ropo/te 6bijio mhoto ero Tuna = ezo 
6pama). Cannibalism was not tolerated openly in Zamboula (KaHHn6ajm3M He 6bm 
pa3pemeH: «TepnnM» OTKpbiTO b 3aM6yae). But Conan knew now why people 
locked themselves in so securely at night (ho KoHaH 3Haji Tenepb, noueMy jiio^h 
3anHpajiHCb Ha 3aMKH BHyrpH = e domax TaK Ha/temro hohbio), and why even 
beggars shunned the open alley and doorless ruins (h noueMy ^a^ice Himme 
onacanHCb OTKpbiToii ajuien h pa3BajiHH 6e3 ^Bepeii). He grunted in disgust as he 
visualized brutish black shadows skulking up and down the nighted streets (oh 
Bbipyranca b OTBpamemiH, Kor^a oh mmcjichho yBH^eji 3BepCKHe uepHbie Temi, 
Kpaaymneca TaM h cam no hohhbim yiinpaM), seeking human prey (n my mux 
HejiOBenecKyio ^odbiny = e Kcmecmee do6bmu Jiwdeu) — and such men as Aram 
Baksh to open the doors to them (h Taicne jiio^h, Kaic ApaM Baxm, OTKpbmaiOT hm 
flBepn). The innkeeper was not a demon; he was worse (coflep^KaTenb rocTHHHimi 
6biJi He ^eMOH, oh 6biJi xy^ce). The slaves from Darfar were notorious thieves 
(pa6bi H3 ,ZI,apc|)apa Sbijih H3BecTHbiMH BopaMn; notorious — noMsyioufiiucR 
dypnou cnaeou; nenajibuo U36ecnwbiu; ormmjieuubiu)\ there was no doubt that 
some of their pilfered loot found its way into the hands of Aram Baksh (He 6biJio 
coMHerois, hto HeKOTOpaa H3 hx floSbiHH nona^ajia b pyxn ApaMa Baxma; to find 
its way — nonacmb). And in return he sold them human flesh (a b o6mch oh 
npoflaBan hm HejiOBenecKoe Maco). 

were [wq:], ruin [’ru:In], notorious [nqu'tO:rIqs] 

There were many of his kind in the city. Cannibalism was not tolerated openly 
in Zamboula. But Conan knew now why people locked themselves in so securely 
at night, and why even beggars shunned the open alley and doorless ruins. He 
grunted in disgust as he visualized brutish black shadows skulking up and down 
the nighted streets, seeking human prey — and such men as Aram Baksh to open 
the doors to them. The innkeeper was not a demon; he was worse. The slaves from 
Darfar were notorious thieves; there was no doubt that some of their pilfered loot 
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found its way into the hands of Aram Baksh. And in return he sold them human 
flesh. 

Conan blew out the light, stepped to the door and opened it (KoHaH 3aAyji cbct, 
marayn k apepH n OTKpbiJi ee), and ran his hand over the ornaments on the outer 
side (h npoBen CBoeii pyKoii no yKpameHmiM Ha BHemHeii CTOpOHe). One of them 
was movable and worked the bolt inside (oaho H3 hhx 6bijto noa,BH>KHBiM n 
BTaniBano 3acoB = omKpueano eHympennuu 3acoe). The room was a trap to catch 
human prey like rabbits (KOMHaTa 6biJia 3anaaneH, /hto6bi/ jiobhtb nenoBenecKyio 
flobbiny KaK kpojihkob). But this time, instead of a rabbit, it had caught a saber- 
toothed tiger (ho /Ha/ 3tot pa3 bmccto KpojiHKa OHa noHMana ca6jie3y6oro rarpa; 
to catch — noeurnb, nouMamb ). 

outer ['autql, movable ['mu:vqbl], human [’hju:mqn] 

Conan blew out the light, stepped to the door and opened it, and ran his hand 
over the ornaments on the outer side. One of them was movable and worked the 
bolt inside. The room was a trap to catch human prey like rabbits. But this time, 
instead of a rabbit, it had caught a saber-toothed tiger. 

Conan returned to the other door, lifted the bolt, and pressed against it (KoHaH 
BepHynca k apyroii apepH, noamui 3acoB h HaaaBHJi Ha Hee). It was immovable, 
and he remembered the bolt on the other side (OHa 6t>uia HenoaBHmia, h oh 
BcnoMHHJi 3acoB Ha apyroii CTOpOHe). Aram was taking no chances either with his 
victims or the men with whom he dealt (ApaM He pHCKOBan hh co cbohmh 
>KepTBaMH, hh c jiioabMH, c KOToptiMH oh hmcji aeJia). Buckling on his sword belt, 
the Cimmerian strode out into the court, closing the door behind him (3acTerayB 
cboh noac c MenoM, KHMMepneu, Bbimeji bo aeop, 3aKpr.iBaa ^Bepb 3a codon). He 
had no intention of delaying the settlement of his reckoning with Aram Baksh (oh 
He HMen HaMepemia = ne HaMepeeajicn OTKJiaabiBaTb CBe^eHHe /cbohx/ chctob c 
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ApaMOM BaxmeM). He wondered how many poor devils had been bludgeoned in 
their sleep (oh yzmBHjica, ckojibko dezuibix riapneH dbum yaapenbi ayGiuiKOM = 
nojiyuujiu ydap dyCmuKou b /hx/ CHe) and dragged out of that room and down the 
road that ran through the shadowed palm groves to the roasting pit (n 6bijih 

BBiTameHbi = ux GbimauiiiMi H3 toh KOMHaTBi n /riOTnuyau/ no aopore, KOTOpaa 
6e>Kajia nepe3 TemrcTBie nantMOBBie pourn k aMe /H3roTOBJieHHa/ 5KapKoro; to 
roast — jfcapumb(cn); nenb(cn) (oco6. e dyxoene ujiu na omKpumoM ozne)). 

other ['ADq], press [pres], against [q'genst] 

Conan returned to the other door, lifted the bolt, and pressed against it. It was 
immovable, and he remembered the bolt on the other side. Aram was taking no 
chances either with his victims or the men with whom he dealt. Buckling on his 
sword belt, the Cimmerian strode out into the court, closing the door behind him. 
He had no intention of delaying the settlement of his reckoning with Aram Baksh. 
He wondered how many poor devils had been bludgeoned in their sleep and 
dragged out of that room and down the road that ran through the shadowed palm 
groves to the roasting pit. 

He halted in the court (oh ocTaHOBHJica bo ^Bope). The drum was still 
muttering (6apa6aH Bee erne dybrnur), and he caught the reflection of a leaping red 
glare through the groves (h oh noHMan OTpa^ceHne CKanymero KpacHoro 3apeBa 
ckbo3b poum). Cannibalism was more than a perverted appetite with the black men 
ofDarfar (KaHHH6ajiH3M 6biji 6 onee, neM H3BpameHHaa ckjiohhoctb y nepHbix 
Jiro^eii ^apc^apa); it was an integral element of their ghastly cult (oto 6 r>ui 

HeoTBeMJieMBiH 3JieMeHT hx OTBpaTHTentHoro KyjitTa). The black vultures were 
already in conclave (nepHBie CTepBaTHHKH 6bijih y>Ke Ha cdopiime). But whatever 
flesh filled their bellies that night, it would not be his (ho Kaicaa 6bi nnoTb /hh/ 
HanonHHJia hx /Kubotbi b 3Ty hohb, /ho/ 3to 6 yaeT He ero /mhco/). 
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reflection [rl'flekSn], element [’ellmqnt], ghastly [’gRstll] 


He halted in the court. The drum was still muttering, and he caught the 
reflection of a leaping red glare through the groves. Cannibalism was more than a 
perverted appetite with the black men of Darfar; it was an integral element of their 
ghastly cult. The black vultures were already in conclave. But whatever flesh filled 
their bellies that night, it would not be his. 

To reach Aram Baksh, he must climb one of the walls which separated the 
small enclosure from the main compound (/hto6bi/ aoopaTbca no ApaMa Baxma, 
oh ,o,oiDKeH B3o6paTE.ca no o^hoh H3 CTeH, KOTOpbie OTflemuiH Hebojibinoe 
oropmKeHHoe MecTO ot rnaBHoro CTpoeHna). They were high, meant to keep out 
the man-eaters (ohh dburn BbicoKiie, npeauasnaHemibie ana Toro, hto6bi 
yaep'/KaTb CHapyacn = m enycmumb jnoaoeaoB); but Conan was no swamp-bred 
black man (ho KoHaH 6biJi He BbipocmiiM Ha SonoTax nepHOKomiM); his thews had 
been steeled in boyhood on the sheer cliffs of his native hills (ero Mbiimjbi 6hjih 
3aKaneHbi = 3aKajiwiucb b OTponecTBe Ha OTBecHbix yrecax ero poamax xojimob). 
He was standing at the foot of the nearer wall when a cry echoed under the trees 
(oh CToan y noaHomni 6jiH5KHeH CTeHbi, Koraa KpHK OTaanca 3xom noa 
aepeBbaMPi). 

climb [klalm], meant [ment], sheer [SIq] 

To reach Aram Baksh, he must climb one of the walls which separated the 
small enclosure from the main compound. They were high, meant to keep out the 
man-eaters; but Conan was no swamp-bred black man; his thews had been steeled 
in boyhood on the sheer cliffs of his native hills. He was standing at the foot of the 
nearer wall when a cry echoed under the trees. 
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In an instant Conan was crouching at the gate, glaring down the road (nepe3 
mhx KoHaH npnrHyjica = cmowi npuznyeuiucb y BopoT, rjiaaa Ha aopory). The 
sound had come from the shadows of the huts across the road (3ByK flOHecca H3 
xeneii ot xh>khh nepes aopory). He heard a frantic choking and gurgling such as 
might result from a desperate attempt to shriek (oh ycjiBmian apocraoe yuynme h 
SyjiBKaHbe = 3eyKu mucmoeozo ydymbR u 6yjibKaubR, Taicne, KOTOpBie Morim 6bi 
B03HHKHyTB ot ot naan noil nonBiTKH 3aKpHnaTB), with a black hand fastened over 
the victim's mouth (c nepHOH pyicon, nepexBaTHBmeii ropao acepTBBi). A close-knit 
clump of figures emerged from the shadows beyond the huts (tccho cbuBinaaca 
rpynna (fnryp noaBHJiacB H3 Tened 3a xH>KHiiaMH) and started down the road — 
three huge black men carrying a slender, struggling figure between them (h 
OTnpaBHJiacB no flopore — TpH orpOMHBix Herpa, Hecyume TOHKyio, 
OTbriBaiomyioca (jmrypKy Meac/iy hhmh). Conan caught the glimmer of pale limbs 
writhing in the starlight (KoHaH yjiOBHJi = pasz.mdeji Mepuanne daeauBix 
KOHenHOCTeh, H3BHBaK)mnxca b 3Be3^HOM CBeTe), even as, with a convulsive 
wrench, the captive slipped from the grasp of the brutal fingers and came flying up 
the road (icaic pa3 Kor^a cy,nopoacHBiM pbibkom nnemmic BBiCKOJiB3Hyji H3 xBaTKH 
acecTOKHx nannpeB h noneTen no ,n,opore), a supple young woman, naked as the 
day she was bom (rnbicaa MOJio,naa aceHimma, Haraa Kaic /b tot/ ^eHB, /Kor^a/ OHa 
po^nnacB; to be bom — podumbCR, 6bimb pootedenubm). Conan saw her plainly 
before she ran out of the road and into the shadows between the huts (KoHaH BH^eji 
ee OTneTJiHBO, npeac^e neM oh ybeacana c floporn /h/ b tchb Meac^y xnacHHaMn) . 
The blacks were at her heels, and back in the shadows the figures merged and an 
intolerable scream of anguish and horror rang out (nepHBie 6bijth = umu no /ee/ 
naTaM, h no3a,o,H b TeHax (jmrypBi Hcne3JiH, h pa3,nanca HeBBiHOCHMBiii bh3t 6ojih 
h yacaca; to ring out — nposeynamb, pasdambCR). 

sound [saund], come [kAm], fasten [fRsn] 
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In an instant Conan was crouching at the gate, glaring down the road. The 
sound had come from the shadows of the huts across the road. He heard a frantic 
choking and gurgling such as might result from a desperate attempt to shriek, with 
a black hand fastened over the victim's mouth. A close-knit clump of figures 
emerged from the shadows beyond the huts and started down the road — three 
huge black men carrying a slender, struggling figure between them. Conan caught 
the glimmer of pale limbs writhing in the starlight, even as, with a convulsive 
wrench, the captive slipped from the grasp of the brutal fingers and came flying up 
the road, a supple young woman, naked as the day she was born. Conan saw her 
plainly before she ran out of the road and into the shadows between the huts. The 
blacks were at her heels, and back in the shadows the figures merged and an 
intolerable scream of anguish and horror rang out. 

Stirred to red rage by the ghoulishness of the episode, Conan raced across the 
road (BM3BaHHLiH a o KpacHoro raeBa = doeedenubiu do denozo Kcmemw 
Mep30CTbio 3nn30.ua, KoHaH noMnanca nepe3 aopory; to stir (up) smb’s rage — 
6bi3bieamb (neu-Ji.) znee). 

Neither victim nor abductors were aware of his presence (hh acepTBa, hh 
noxHTHTenn /He/ 3aMeTHJin ero npHcyrcTBHa) until the soft swish of the dust about 
his feet brought them about (noica Maricoe rnypuiamie ntuin y ero Hor /He/ 
Bbi3Bajio hx = He 3acTaBHJio hx odpaTHTb BHHMaHHe /Ha ero npHcyrcTBHe/); and 
then he was almost upon them, coming with the gusty fury of a hill wind (a noTOM 
oh 6biji nouTH Ha hhx = noumu naznaji ux , npH^a = uanemee c SypHoii apocTBio 
BeTpa xojimob = zopnozo eempa; to be aware of — 3uamb, co3Haeamb, omdaeamb 
cede nombiu ornnem e). Two of the blacks turned to meet him, lifting their 
bludgeons (aBoe /h3/ nepHbix noBepHyjiHCB, /hto6bi/ BCTpeTHTt. ero, no^HHMaa 
cbohx #y6HHKH). But they failed to estimate properly the speed at which he was 
coming (ho hm He yaanocb ouemiTb HaanoKantHM o6pa30M cxopocTH, c KOTopon 
oh men = Mecca). One of them was down, disemboweled, before he could strike 

(oaHH H3 HHX 6bIJI BHH3y = ynajl, BbinOTpOLLieHHblH, npOKne HeiVI OH CMOr 
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y^apHTb), and wheeling catlike, Conan evaded the stroke of the other's cudgel and 
lashed in a whistling counter-cut (n, H3BepHyBmncr> no-KomauBn, KoHaH rodeacan 
yzjapa ^ydriHBi ^pyroro = emopoao, n xjiecTHyji CBHCTanmM KOHTpyuapOM). The 
black's head flew into the air (ronoBa nepHoro = neapa B3neTena b B03#yx; to fly — 
jiemambf the headless body took three staggering steps, spurting blood and 
clawing horribly at the air with groping hands (6e3rojiOBoe Teno b3jdio = cdenano 
Tpn neTBepabix rnara, 6pbi3raa KpOBBio n uennancb acynco 3a B03ayx mapaimiMH 
pyKaMn), and then slumped to the dust (a noTOM pyxHyjio b nbuib). 

presence ['prezqns], about [q'baut], properly ['prOpqll] 

Stirred to red rage by the ghoulishness of the episode, Conan raced across the 
road. 

Neither victim nor abductors were aware of his presence until the soft swish of 
the dust about his feet brought them about; and then he was almost upon them, 
coming with the gusty fury of a hill wind. Two of the blacks turned to meet him, 
lifting their bludgeons. But they failed to estimate properly the speed at which he 
was coming. One of them was down, disemboweled, before he could strike, and 
wheeling catlike, Conan evaded the stroke of the other's cudgel and lashed in a 
whistling counter-cut. The black's head flew into the air; the headless body took 
three staggering steps, spurting blood and clawing horribly at the air with groping 
hands, and then slumped to the dust. 

The remaining cannibal gave back with a strangled yell, hurling his captive 
from him (ocTaBimriica KammSan no^anca Ha3a^ c noflaBJieHHbiM BonneM, 
OTuiBBipHyB cbok) njieHHHny ot ce6a). She tripped and rolled in the dust (oHa 
ynana n noKamnacb b m>uib), and the black fled in panic toward the city (a Herp 
no6e>Kaji b namnce k ropony; to flee — ydeaamb, cnacambcn oeecmeoM). Conan 
was at his heels (KoHaH nocjieflOBan 3a hhm; to be at one’s heels — cjiedoeamb 3a 
KeM-jiu6o). Fear winged the black feet (cTpax no^romui nepHbie Horn), but before 
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they reached the easternmost hut (ho npe)K,ne neM oh AOCTHr caMOH boctohhoh 
xH>KHHbi), he sensed death at his back, and bellowed like an ox in the slaughter 
yards (oh omyTHJi CMepTb cnHHoii h 3apeBen, Rax 6bik Ha cxoTodoime; to wing — 
OKpbiJinmb, ycKopmnb, nodzoHnmb; to slaughter — 3a6ueamb, pe3amb (ckoth)). 

captive [’kxptlv], death [deT], slaughter ['slO:tq] 

The remaining cannibal gave back with a strangled yell, hurling his captive 
from him. She tripped and rolled in the dust, and the black fled in panic toward the 
city. Conan was at his heels. Fear winged the black feet, but before they reached 
the easternmost hut, he sensed death at his back, and bellowed like an ox in the 
slaughter yards. 

"Black dog of Hell (uepHaa cobaxa aaa = npoKjwmax uepnan co6aKa)\" Conan 
drove his sword between the dusky shoulders with such vengeful fury (KoHaH 
Boniaii cboh Men Me>Kay tcmhbix aonaTOK c Taxon MCTHTejibHon apocTbio) that 
the broad blade stood out half its length from the black breast (hto mnpoKHH 
kjihhok Bbimen Ha nonoBHHy CBoeii ajikhm H3 nepHOH rpyzpi; to stand — 
cmonmb ). With a choking cry the black stumbled headlong (c aaBamiiMca xpnxoM 
nepHbiH pyxHyn rojiOBoii Bnepea), and Conan braced his feet and dragged out his 
sword as his victim fell (a KoHaH Hanpar /cboh/ Horn h BbiTam,HJi cboh Men, xoraa 
ero acepTBa ynana = npu nadenuu otcepmebi). 

half [hRf], length [leNT], sword [sO:d] 

"Black dog of Hell!" Conan drove his sword between the dusky shoulders with 
such vengeful fury that the broad blade stood out half its length from the black 
breast. With a choking cry the black stumbled headlong, and Conan braced his feet 
and dragged out his sword as his victim fell. 
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Only the breeze disturbed the leaves (tojibko 6pH3 TpeBomui jihctba). Conan 
shook his head as a lion shakes its mane (KoHaH TpaxHyji /cBoeii/ ronoBon, KaK 
neB TpaceT CBoeii rpHBoii) and growled his unsatiated blood lust (n 3apBinan ot 
HeyTOJieHHoii >Ka>Ka,Bi KpOBu). But no more shapes slunk from the shadows, and 
before the huts the starlit road stretched empty (o/maKO H3 TeHeii SojiBiue He 
KpanHCB c[)HrypBi, h nepea xHmmaMH ocBemeHHaa 3Be3,naMH .zjopora TimyjiacB 
nycTaa = mmynacb nycman, oceeuieiiHcm 3ee3daMU dopoza\ to slink — Kpacmbcn). 
He whirled at the quick patter of feet behind him (oh odepHyjica npH SuiCTpOM 
TonoTe Hor no3aan Hero), but it was only the girl, rushing to throw herself on him 
and clasp his neck in a desperate grasp (ho 3to SBiJia jihhib aeByrnica, Hecmaaca, 
/hto6bi/ SpocHTBca Ha Hero h oxaTB ero meio b OTwaamiBix obiamrax), frantic 
from terror of the abominable fate she had just escaped (hchctobbix ot y^xaca 

/nepea,/ rHycHoii ywacTBio, KOTOpoii OHa tojibko hto usde'/Kana). 

"Easy, girl," he grunted (noneme, fleBymica, — npOBOpnan oh). "You're all 
right (c to6oh Bee b nopa^Ke). How did they catch you (icaic ohh t e6a noHMann)?" 

lion ['lalqn], girl [gq:l], throw [Trqu] 

Only the breeze disturbed the leaves. Conan shook his head as a lion shakes its 
mane and growled his unsatiated blood lust. But no more shapes slunk from the 
shadows, and before the huts the starlit road stretched empty. He whirled at the 
quick patter of feet behind him, but it was only the girl, rushing to throw herself on 
him and clasp his neck in a desperate grasp, frantic from terror of the abominable 
fate she had just escaped. 

"Easy, girl," he grunted. "You’re all right. How did they catch you?" 

She sobbed something unintelligible (oHa npopBiaana hto-to Hepa36opHHBoe). 
He forgot all about Aram Baksh as he scrutinized her by the light of the stars (oh 
3 a 6 Bui Bee 06 ApaMe Baxme, xoraa oh paccMOTpen ee npH CBeTe 3BQ3p). She was 
white, though a very definite brunette (OHa bBina 6 enaa, xoth apxo BBipa>Kemiafl 
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SpiOHeTKa), obviously one of Zamboula's many mixed breeds (oneBnaHO o^Ha H3 
MHornx CMemaHHtix pac 3aMbyjibi). She was tall, with a slender, supple form, as 
he was in a good position to observe (oHa bbina Bbicoicaa, co ctpohhbimh m6KHMn 
(JtopMaMH, Tax Kax oh bum b y^obHOM nojrcoKeHHH ami HabmoaeHHa). Admiration 
burned in his fierce eyes as he looked down on her splendid bosom and her lithe 
limbs (BOCXHinemie 3aropejiocr> b ero CTpacTHBix rna3ax, Koraa oh nocMOTpeji 
CBepxy Ha ee pocKomHyto rpyat h ee rabKHe kohchhocth = pynu ), which still 
quivered from fright and exertion (KOTOpBie eiue apoacann ot CTpaxa h 
HanpaaceHHa / ycHjma). He passed an arm around her flexible waist and said, 
reassuringly: "Stop shaking, wench; you're safe enough (oh npocyHyn pyicy BOKpyr 
ee thSkoh Tamm = oh o6hhji ee pyKou 3a majiuio h cxa3an obHaaemmaioiue: 
nepecTaHB TpacTHCb, aeByimca, tbi b aocTaTOHHOH 6e3onacHOCTH)." 

though [Dqul, observe [qb’zq:v], waist [welst] 

She sobbed something unintelligible. He forgot all about Aram Baksh as he 
scrutinized her by the light of the stars. She was white, though a very definite 
brunette, obviously one of Zamboula's many mixed breeds. She was tall, with a 
slender, supple form, as he was in a good position to observe. Admiration burned 
in his fierce eyes as he looked down on her splendid bosom and her lithe limbs, 
which still quivered from fright and exertion. He passed an arm around her flexible 
waist and said, reassuringly: "Stop shaking, wench; you're safe enough." 

His touch seemed to restore her shaken sanity (ero icacaHHe, Ka3anocB, 

BOCCTaHOBHJi ee noTpacemmiH paccyaoic). She tossed back her thick, glossy locks 
and cast a fearful glance over her shoulder (oHa OTbpocnjia Ha3a# ee rycTbie 
biiecTtmuie npa^H h bpocnjia HcnyraHHbih B3rnaa nepe3 ero nneno), while she 
pressed closer to the Cimmerian as if seeking security in the contact (b to BpeMa 
KaK OHa npn>Kajiacb brnuKe k KHMMepHHity, icaic by^TO mua be3onacHOCTH b 
COnpiIKOCHOBeHHH). 
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"They caught me in the streets," she muttered, shuddering (ohh nonMajin Memi 
Ha yjiHue, — thxo CKa3ajia OHa, coaporayBuiHCB). "Lying in wait, beneath a dark 
arch — black men, like great, hulking apes (jieacaipHe = nodoKudaroufue b 3acaae, 
non TeMHOH apKoii — nepHtie moan = neepu, kbk orpoMHtie MaccHBHbie 
o6e3baHbi)! Set have mercy on me (nomapH MeHa CeT 1 ; to have mercy on — 

iqadumb, o/cajiemb kozo-ji.; mercy — noiqada, Mwiocepdue)! I shall dream of it 
(MHe SypeT CHHTBca 3 to) !" 

"What were you doing out on the streets this time of night (hto tbi penana 

CHapy>KH Ha yimue /b/ 3to BpeMa hohh = noHHoe epeMH)l" he inquired, fascinated 
by the satiny feel of her sleek skin under his questing fingers (cnpocnji oh, 

owapoBamibiH aTJiacHBiM o my men we m /ot npiiKOCiiOBenmi k/ ee rna^Kon KO>Ke 
no a ero nurymnMH nantpaMn). 

She raked back her hair and stared blankly up into his face (OHa pacnecana 
nasaa /pyKoii/ /cboh/ bojiocbi = npoeena pyrnu no eonocaM, omopacbiean ux na3ad 
n nocMOTpena eMy npaMO b rmpo). She did not seem aware of his caresses (OHa, 
Ka3anocb, He 3aMenana ero nacK). 

touch [tAC], sanity [’sxnltl], closer [klqusq] 

His touch seemed to restore her shaken sanity. She tossed back her thick, glossy 
locks and cast a fearful glance over her shoulder, while she pressed closer to the 
Cimmerian as if seeking security in the contact. 

"They caught me in the streets," she muttered, shuddering. "Lying in wait, 
beneath a dark arch — black men, like great, hulking apes! Set have mercy on me! 

I shall dream of it!" 

"What were you doing out on the streets this time of night?" he inquired, 
fascinated by the satiny feel of her sleek skin under his questing fingers. 

She raked back her hair and stared blankly up into his face. She did not seem 
aware of his caresses. 


1 CeT-CTHTHHCKHH 6or B BH/TC OrpOMHOTO 3MCA CO BCeMH npOHHMH aTpH6yTaMH HC-IHCTH. 
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"My lover," she said (moh jiioSobhhk, — cica3ajia OHa; to say — cm3amb). "My 
lover drove me into the streets (moh jiioSobhhk BbirHaa ivieini Ha yjiHity; to drive — 
ZHamb). He went mad and tried to kill me (oh cornea c yMa h nbiTanca ySnTb 

MeHs; to go mad — coumu c yMa). As I fled from him I was seized by those beasts 
(k'orna a ybeacaaa ot Hero, a Obuia cxBaHena tcmh raapaMH; to flee — oeoicamb, 
cnacambcn dezcmeoM)." 

"Beauty like yours might drive a man mad (Araicaa/ xpacoTa, kuk TBoa Moraa 6bi 
CBecTH MyacHHiiy c yMa)," quoth Conan, running his fingers experimentally 
through the glossy tresses (npoMOJiBHJi KoHaH, npoSeraa /cbohmh/ najibitaMH b 
nopaaice onbiTa no SaecTantHM pacnymeHHMM BOJiocaM; quoth — npoMOJieuji, 
CKa3aji — ynompedjmemcH e 1-m u 3-m Jiuqe npom. ep. c nocmno3umueHbiM 
cydbeKmoM) . 

She shook her head, like one emerging from a daze (OHa TpaxHyaa /cBoeii/ 

roaoBoii, tcaic neaoBeK, OTxoaautHH ot H3yMaeHHa). She no longer trembled, and 
her voice was steady (OHa dojibiue He apcnKana, a ee roaoc 6bia pobhbim). 

"It was the spite of a priest — of Totrasmek, the high priest of Hanuman, who 
desires me for himself — the dog (oto 6biaa 03Jio6neHHOCTb 5Kpeu,a — 

ToTpacMetca, BepxoBHoro 5Kpeu,a XaHyMaHa, KOTOpbih acenaeT MeHa ana ce6a — 
codaica)!" 

"No need to curse him for that," grinned Conan (hct Hyacati npoxaHHaTb ero 3a 
3to, — yxMbiabiiyaca KoHaH). "The old hyena has better taste than I thought 
(cTapaa rneHa HMeeT =y cmapou zuenw BKyc Jiymne, neM a ayMaa)." 

She ignored the bluff compliment (OHa npOHraopHpOBana rpySoBaTbih 

KOMnanMeHT; to ignore — uenopupoeamb, npeneopezamb, ne npudaeamb 
3HaneHun). She was regaining her poise swiftly (OHa dbicipo BOCCTaHaBJiimana 
/cBoe/ caMoodaaaaHHe). 

said [sed], beast [bi:st], taste [telst] 
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"My lover," she said. "My lover drove me into the streets. He went mad and 
tried to kill me. As I fled from him I was seized by those beasts." 

"Beauty like yours might drive a man mad," quoth Conan, running his fingers 
experimentally through the glossy tresses. 

She shook her head, like one emerging from a daze. She no longer trembled, 
and her voice was steady. 

"It was the spite of a priest — of Totrasmek, the high priest of Hanuman, who 
desires me for himself — the dog!" 

"No need to curse him for that," grinned Conan. "The old hyena has better taste 
than I thought." 

She ignored the bluff compliment. She was regaining her poise swiftly. 

"My lover is a — a young Turanian soldier (moh jik>6obhhk — MOJioaon 

TypaHCKHH cojwt). To spite me, Totrasmek gave him a drug that drove him mad 
(AiTodbi/ aocauHTb MHe, ToTpaciYieK nan eMy cuanoGbe, KOTopoe CBeno ero c yMa). 
Tonight he snatched up a sword and came at me to slay me in his madness 
(ceroami BenepOM oh cxBaTHJi Men h HadpocHJica Ha Memi, hto 6 bi ydHTb Memi b 
CB oeM 6e3yMHH), but I fled from him into the streets (ho a y6eaca.na ot Hero Ha 
yjiHiiy). The Negroes seized me and brought me to this — what was that (Herpbi 
cxBaTHJiH Mena h npHBejm MeHa k OTOMy— hto oto 6 bijio; to bring — 
npuHocumb, npueodumb)T 

Conan had already moved (KoHaH yace ^Biirajica). Soundlessly as a shadow he 
drew her behind the nearest hut (SecmyMHO, Kaic TeHb, oh 3aTam,HJi ee 3a 

SnHacaHHiyK) xnacmiy), beneath the straggling palms (non pacTymne 

SecnopanoHHO najibMbi). They stood in tense stillness (ohh CToanH b 

HanpaacemroH THmHHe), while the low muttering both had heard grew louder until 
voices were distinguishable (b to BpeMa Rax HH3Koe bopMOTamie, /xoTopoe/ 06 a 
ycabimaan, CTaHOBHJiocb rpOMne, noica He 6 burn = cmcuiu pa3JiHHHMbi ronoca). A 
group of Negroes, some nine or ten, were coming along the road from the direction 
of the city (rpynna HerpOB, okojio aeBaTH-aecaTH, man no nopore ot 
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HanpaBJiemia ropoaa = om sopoda ). The girl clutched Conan's arm and he felt the 
terrified quivering of her supple body against his (aeByuuca cxBamjia pyicy 

KoHaHa, n oh nonyBCTBOBaji HcnyraHHyio apoacB ee rndicoro Tena 
/npHacaBiueroca/ k HeMy). 

drew [dru:l, both [bquT], already [Od'redI] 

"My lover is a — a young Turanian soldier. To spite me, Totrasmek gave him a 
drug that drove him mad. Tonight he snatched up a sword and came at me to slay 
me in his madness, but I fled from him into the streets. The Negroes seized me and 
brought me to this — what was that?" 

Conan had already moved. Soundlessly as a shadow he drew her behind the 
nearest hut, beneath the straggling palms. They stood in tense stillness, while the 
low muttering both had heard grew louder until voices were distinguishable. A 
group of Negroes, some nine or ten, were coming along the road from the direction 
of the city. The girl clutched Conan's arm and he felt the terrified quivering of her 
supple body against his. 

Now they could understand the gutturals of the black men (TenepB ohh Morim 
noHBTB ropTaHHBie 3ByKH Hepiibix). 

"Our brothers are already assembled at the pit," said one (Haum SpaTBa yace 
codpajiHCB y aMBi, — CKa3an oahh). "We have had no luck (HaM He noBe3Jio: «mbi 
HMejiH HHKaKOH ynanH»). I hope they have enough for us (a HafleiocB, ohh HMeiOT 
AOCTaTOHHO ana Hac =y hux xeamum dan nac)." 

"Aram promised us a man," muttered another, and Conan mentally promised 
Aram something (ApaM o6em,an HaM MyacHmry, — npOBOpnaji apyroih h KoHaH 
MBicjieHHO noodemaji ApaMy Koe-HTo). 

"Aram keeps his word," grunted yet another (ApaM aepaorr CBoe cjiobo, — 
npoSypnaa erne oahh). "Many a man we have taken from his tavern (MHoro 
juoaeH mbi B3ajm H3 ero TaBepHBi). But we pay him well (ho mbi nnaTHM eMy 


M\m tin uh 3 ti k o ho u npoemn Mjbu OpaHKa www. frcinklang. ru 


431 



xoporno). I myself have given him ten bales of silk I stole from my master (a caM 
a an eMy aecmb tiokob mejiKa, /Koxopbie/ a yKpan y Moero xoaaHna). It was good 
silk, by Set (oto 6bin xopomroi meriK, /KJiaHycb/ CeTOM)!" 

luck [lAk], could [kVd], word [wq:d] 

Now they could understand the gutturals of the black men. 

"Our brothers are already assembled at the pit," said one. "We have had no luck. 

I hope they have enough for us." 

"Aram promised us a man," muttered another, and Conan mentally promised 
Aram something. 

"Aram keeps his word," grunted yet another. "Many a man we have taken from 
his tavern. But we pay him well. I myself have given him ten bales of silk I stole 
from my master. It was good silk, by Set!" 

The blacks shuffled past (nepHbie npomapKajin mhmo), bare splay feet scuffing 
up the dust (noflHHMaa nmib Socmmh KoeojianbiMii HoraMn), and their voices 
dwindled down the road (n nx ronoca 3aMHpajin carmine no ^opore; to dwindle — 
coKpamambcn, yMenbiuambcn, ydbieamb, ucmomanibcn). 

"Well for us those corpses are lying behind these huts," muttered Conan 
(xoporno flna Hac, /hto/ Te Tpynbi ne5KaT 3a othmh XM’/Kunaivui, — npobopMOTan 
KoHaH). "If they look in Aram's death room they'll find another (ecrm ohh 

3ariumyT b KOMHaTy CMepra ApaMa, ohh Haifnyr eme o^Horo). Let's begone 
(aaBaii ydupaTLca; begone — npoHb!, y6upau.cn!)." 

"Yes, let us hasten!" begged the girl, almost hysterical again (a a, AaBaii 

nocnemiiM!— yMOjnuia .neByuiKa, nowm b HCTepmce CHOBa). "My lover is 
wandering somewhere in the streets alone (moh jhoSobhhk dpo^HT r^e-TO no 
yjinpaM o^hh). The Negroes may take him (Herpbi MoryT B3aTb ero)." 

"A devil of a custom this is (xopomeHBKHH oSbrnan /3to/)!" growled Conan, as 
he led the way toward the city (B3peBen KoHaH, Kor^a oh B03rjiaBHJi nyTb k 
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ropopy), paralleling the road but keeping behind the huts and straggling trees (upa 
napajniejiBHO aopore, ho aep>Kacb 3a xmKHHaMH h becnopapoHHO pacTymnivin 
aepeBtaMH; to straggle — dbimb decnopadowio pa36pocaHHbm). "Why don't the 
citizens clean out these black dogs (noneiviy ropoacaHe He ycTpaHaT 3thx nepHbix 
codaK)?" 

past [pRst], find [falnd], room [ru:m] 

The blacks shuffled past, bare splay feet scuffing up the dust, and their voices 
dwindled down the road. 

"Well for us those corpses are lying behind these huts," muttered Conan. "If 
they look in Aram's death room they'll find another. Let's begone." 

"Yes, let us hasten!" begged the girl, almost hysterical again. "My lover is 
wandering somewhere in the streets alone. The Negroes may take him." 

"A devil of a custom this is!" growled Conan, as he led the way toward the city, 
paralleling the road but keeping behind the huts and straggling trees. "Why don't 
the citizens clean out these black dogs?" 

"They are valuable slaves," murmured the girl (ohh pemmie pa6r»i; value — 
cmouMocmb, netmocmb). "There are so many of them that might revolt if they 
were denied the flesh for which they lust (ecTb Taic MHoro nx hhx, KOTOpbie, 
B03M05KH0, BOCCTaJIH, eCJIH 6bl HM OTKa3aJIH B MflCe, KOTOpOrO OHH CHJ1BHO 

5KenaK)T). The people of Zamboula know they skulk the streets at night (jiioph 
3aM6ynbi 3naio, / hto/ ohh Kpapyrca no yirapaM nowaiviH), and all are careful to 
remain within locked doors (h Bee ocTOpommi, /hto6bi/ ocTaBaTbca = u 
ocmatomcR 3a 3anepTBiMH pBepflMH), except when something unforseen happens, 
as it did to me ( 3 a HCKmoneHneM /Toro/, Korpa cjiynaeTca hchto HenpeflBH^eHHoe, 
KaK 3to flenano = cjiynunocb co mhoh). The blacks prey on anything they can 
catch, but they seldom catch anybody but strangers (nepHBie oxoTaTca Ha Bee, 
/hto/ ohh MoryT noHMaTB, ho ohh pe/pco jiOBaT Koro-HHdypb KpOMe HH03eMu,eB). 
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The people of Zamboula are not concerned with the strangers that pass through the 
city (moaaM 3aM6yiu>i HeT neiia no uyaceseMneB, KOToptie npoe3>KaK>T nepes 
ropoa; to be concerned with — decnoKoumbcn o hcm-ji., 6bimb 03a6oHennbiMU 
neM-Ji.). 

valuable [’vxljuqbl], careful [’kFqfVl], skulk [skAlk] 

"They are valuable slaves," murmured the girl. "There are so many of them that 
might revolt if they were denied the flesh for which they lust. The people of 
Zamboula know they skulk the streets at night, and all are careful to remain within 
locked doors, except when something unforseen happens, as it did to me. The 
blacks prey on anything they can catch, but they seldom catch anybody but 
strangers. The people of Zamboula are not concerned with the strangers that pass 
through the city. 

"Such men as Aram Baksh sell these strangers to the blacks (Taicne jhoah, Kaic 
ApaM Eaxrn, npo^aiOT uyaceaeMpeB nepHWM). He would not dare attempt such a 
thing with a citizen (oh 6ui He ocMejmjica nonpo6oBaTB /cotbophtb/ Taxyio Beim> 

= maKoe c ropoacammoM)." 

Conan spat in disgust (KoHaH cnjnoHyji b OTBpamemni; to spit), and a moment 
later led his companion out into the road which was becoming a street (a ceKyH^y 
cnycra bbibcji cboio cnyraHuy Ha ^opory, KOTOpaa CTaHOBHJiacb ynnpeii), with 
still, unlighted houses on each side (c thxhmh HeocBemeHHBiMH flOMaMH Ha 
Kaacfloh CTOpOHe = no odeuM cmoponaM). Slinking in the shadows was not 
congenial to his nature (KpacTtca b tchh 6bijio HenoAoSaiomiiM ero HaType). 

"Where did you want to go?" he asked (icy^a tm xoTena h^th? — cnpocnn oh). 
The girl did not seem to object to his arm around her waist OteBymica, Ka3ajiacr», He 
B03pa>KaeT ero pyre BOKpyr ee TajiHH = mnodbi ezo pyim oommajia ee 3a manuio). 

would [wVd], citizen [’sltlzn], congenial [kqn'Gimjql] 
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"Such men as Aram Baksh sell these strangers to the blacks. He would not dare 
attempt such a thing with a citizen." 

Conan spat in disgust, and a moment later led his companion out into the road 
which was becoming a street, with still, unlighted houses on each side. Slinking in 
the shadows was not congenial to his nature. 

"Where did you want to go?" he asked. The girl did not seem to object to his 
arm around her waist. 

"To my house, to rouse my servants," she answered (b moh aoM, noamiTB mohx 
cayr, — OTBeTHJia OHa). "To bid them search for my lover (npmcaaaTB hm 

pa3BiCKaTB Moero modoBHiiKa). I do not wish the city — the priests — anyone — 
to know of his madness (a He acenaio, /hto6bi/ ropoa — 5Kpeu,Bi — kto-jth6o — 
3Han o ero 6e3yMCTBe). He — he is a young officer with a promising future (oh 
MOJioaoH ocjamep c MHoroodemaioiHHM SyaymHM; to promise — odeujamb). 
Perhaps we can drive this madness from him if we can find him (bo3mo)kho, mbi 
CMOJKeM BBiBecra 3to cyMacmecTBHe H3 Hero, ecaH /mbi/ CMOJKeM HaiiTH ero)." 

"If 

we find him?" rumbled Conan (ecjrn Mbi HaiiaeM ero? — nporpeMen 
KoHaH). "What makes you think I want to spend the night scouring the streets for a 
lunatic (hto 3acTaBJiaeT Te6a ayMaTB = c neeo mu essuia, /hto/ a xouy npoBecni 
hohb, o6bickh Baa yanuri paan jiyuaTHKa)?" 

servant ['sq:vqnt], answer [Rnsq], search [sq:C] 

"To my house, to rouse my servants," she answered. "To bid them search for 
my lover. I do not wish the city — the priests — anyone — to know of his 
madness. He — he is a young officer with a promising future. Perhaps we can 
drive this madness from him if we can find him." 

"If 

we find him?" rumbled Conan. "What makes you think I want to spend the 
night scouring the streets for a lunatic?" 
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She cast a quick glance into his face, and properly interpreted the gleam in his 
blue eyes (oHa dpocuna GbiCTpbiH Bsriifla Ha ero jihuo h HaaJie>KamHM o6pa30M 
HCTOJiKOBana oroHb b ero rojiydbix rjia3ax; to cast — dpocamb). Any woman 
could have known that he would follow her wherever she led — for a while, at 
least (jiiodaa aceHimma Morna 6bi y3HaTb, hto oh 6yaeT cjieAOBaTb 3a Heir, Ky^a 
6bi OHa hh noBena — no KpaimeH Mepe, HeKOTOpoe BpeMa; to lead — eecmu ). But 
being a woman, she concealed her knowledge of that fact (ho dyaynn aceHiiuiHOH, 
OHa CKpbiJia /ee/ 3HaHne 3Toro (jDaicra). 

"Please," she began with a hint of tears in her voice, "I have no one else to ask 
for help — you have been kind — (noacajiyiicTa, — Hanana OHa c HaMeKOM cne3 = 
co cjie3aMU b /ee/ ronoce, — a HMeio HHKoro dojibme, /hto6bi/ nonpocHTb o 
noMomu = MHe neKoao Oojibiue npocumb o noMoipu — tbi 6bijt ,no6p)" 

"All right!" he grunted (xopomo!— npodypnaji oh). "All right (xoporno)! 
What's the young reprobate's name (Kaicoe ecTb hms = kok 3oeym Monofloro 
mejibMepa; reprobate — nezodnu, nodieif, pacnymnuK )?" 

glance [glRns], interpret [In’tq:prlt], tear [tlq] 

She cast a quick glance into his face, and properly interpreted the gleam in his 
blue eyes. Any woman could have known that he would follow her wherever she 
led — for a while, at least. But being a woman, she concealed her knowledge of 
that fact. 

"Please," she began with a hint of tears in her voice, "I have no one else to ask 
for help — you have been kind —" 

"All right!" he grunted. "All right! What's the young reprobate's name?" 

"Why — Alafdhal (Hy, Ajia^aji). I am Zabibi, a dancing-girl (a 3a6n6u, 
TaHiiOBimma). I have danced often before the satrap, Jungir Khan, and his mistress 
Nafertari, and before all the lords and royal ladies of Zamboula (a TaimeBana 
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nacTO nepe^ caTpanoM ,Z],>KyHrHp XaHOM h ero rocno>KOH Hacj)epTapH, h nepe,a, 
BceMH BJiacTHTenaMH h A^MaMH KOponeBCKOH KpOBH 3aM6yjibi). Totrasmek 
desired me and, because I repulsed him, he made me the innocent tool of his 
vengeance against Alafdhal (ToTpacMeic B035Kenan Memi, n Taic KaK a OTTOJiKHyjia 
ero, oh c^enan Memi hcbhhhbim opyuneM ero Mem Ana(|),najiy). I asked a love 
potion of Totrasmek, not suspecting the depth of his guile and hate (a nonpocmia 
jnodoBHbiH HanHTOK y TorpacMeKa, He noA03peBaa o rjiybHHe ero KOBapCTBa h 
HeHaBHCTH). He gave me a drug to mix with my lover's wine (oh .zjaji MHe 

CHaAodbe, /htoSbi/ noAMemaTb ero k Bimy Moero jnodoBHHica), and he swore that 
when Alafdhal drank it, he would love me even more madly than ever and grant 
my every wish (h oh noKJiaaca, hto Koryja Ana^aa BbinbeT ero, oh noruobHT 
MeHa eme donee 6e3yMHO, next Kor^a-rmSo h ynoBneTBOpHT Moe Kaac,noe 
acenaHHe). I mixed the drug secretly with my lover's wine (a Taimo no^Memana 
CHa^odbe k BHHy Moero modoBHHKa). But having drunk, my lover went raving 
mad and things came about as I have told you (ho BbinHB, moh hk)6obhhk Bnan b 
dpe^OBoe 6e3yMHe, h ^ena npOH3omnH = ece npou30uuio /Tax/, Kax a paccKa3ana 
Teoe). Curse Totrasmek, the hybrid snake — ahhh (6yn,b npoicnaT ToTpacMeK, 
noMecb 3Men — axxx) !" 

often [Ofn], because [bl'kOz], grant [grRnt] 

"Why — Alafdhal. I am Zabibi, a dancing-girl. I have danced often before the 
satrap, Jungir Khan, and his mistress Nafertari, and before all the lords and royal 
ladies of Zamboula. Totrasmek desired me and, because I repulsed him, he made 
me the innocent tool of his vengeance against Alafdhal. I asked a love potion of 
Totrasmek, not suspecting the depth of his guile and hate. He gave me a drug to 
mix with my lover's wine, and he swore that when Alafdhal drank it, he would love 
me even more madly than ever and grant my every wish. I mixed the drug secretly 
with my lover's wine. But having drunk, my lover went raving mad and things 
came about as I have told you. Curse Totrasmek, the hybrid snake — ahhh!" 
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She caught his arm convulsively and both stopped short (oHa cyaopomro 
noiiMajia ero pyicy, n 06 a pe3KO ocTaHOBHjincb). They had come into a district of 
shops and stalls, all deserted and unlighted (ohh boiiijih b paiioH naBOK n aapbKOB, 
coBepmeHHO nycTon n HeocBemeHHbrii = meMHbiu; all — eecb, coeceM, 
coeepiuenno), for the hour was late (noTOMy hto nac 6liji no3,a,HHH). They were 
passing an alley, and in its mouth a man was standing, motionless and silent (ohh 
npoxoanjiH nepe3 aruieio, a b ee Bxo/te = e nauajie ee CToan MyjKHHHa, 
HenoaBHJKHbiii h 6e3MOJiBHbm). His head was lowered (ero ronoBa 6 biJia 

onyureHa), but Conan caught the weird gleam of eery eyes regarding them 
unblinkingly (ho KoHaH 3aMeTHJi CTpaHHbiii djiecic jicyTKHx rjia3, 
pa 3 rjiaa,biBaiomHx hx, He Mirraa). His skin crawled, not with fear of the sword in 
the man's hand (y Hero no KO>xe no6e5KajiH MypamKH He ot crpaxa nepe/t mchom b 
pyice MyjKHHHbi), but because of the uncanny suggestion of his posture and silence 
(a H3-3a 3JiOBeutero npeanojimicemni b OTHOiuemiH ero no3bi h MOJinaHHa). They 
suggested madness (ohh npeanojiararm 6 e 3 yMHe). Conan pushed the girl aside and 
drew his sword (KoHaH OTTOJiKHyn aeBymKy b CTOpOHy h BbiTaurnn cboh Men). 

caught [kO:t], hour [’auq], silent [’sallqnt] 

She caught his arm convulsively and both stopped short. They had come into a 
district of shops and stalls, all deserted and unlighted, for the hour was late. They 
were passing an alley, and in its mouth a man was standing, motionless and silent. 
His head was lowered, but Conan caught the wierd gleam of eery eyes regarding 
them unblinkingly. His skin crawled, not with fear of the sword in the man's hand, 
but because of the uncanny suggestion of his posture and silence. They suggested 
madness. Conan pushed the girl aside and drew his sword. 
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"Don't kill him!" she begged (He ySHBah ero! — yMOJuuia OHa). "In the name of 
Set, do not slay him (bo hmji CeTa He ydHBaii ero)! You are strong — overpower 
him (tbi chjibhbih — o^oneii ero) !" 

"Well see," he muttered, grasping his sword in his right hand and clenching his 
left into a mallet-like fist (/mbi/ nocMOTpHM, — npOBOpnan oh, 3a>KHMaa cboh Men 
b /ero/ npaBoii pyKe h OKHMaa cboio neByio b mojiotohoaoShbih KynaK = KynaK- 
MOJiom ). 

He took a wary step toward the alley — and with a horrible moaning laugh the 
Tauranian charged (oh c^ejian ocTopovKiiBiii mar b CTOpOHy ajuien — h co 
crpamHBiM CTOHymHM CMexoM TaypaHeu, Hanan). As he came he swung his sword, 
rising on his toes (Kor^a oh no,nxo,ztHJi, oh pa3MaxHBan cbohm mchom, noflHHMancB 
Ha hockh) as he put all the power of his body behind the blows (Kor^a oh 

BKJia^BiBan = BKJia^BiBaa bckd cnny CBoero Tena 3a = e yzjapBi; to put — miacmb, 
emiadbieamb) . Sparks flashed blue (hckpbi BcnBixHyjiH rojiybuiM = ecnuxuyjiu 
20Jiy6bie ucKpbi ) as Conan parried the blade (Korna KoHaH napHpOBan kjthhok), 
and the next instant the madman was stretched senseless in the dust from a 
thundering buffet of Conan's left fist (h b cneAyiomee MraoBeHHe 6e3yMeu, 
pacnpocTepca 6e3 nyBCTB b nBirm ot ornymaromero y^apa neBoro Kynaica 
KoHaHa). 

grasp [grRsp], toe [tqu], power ['pauq] 

"Don’t kill him!" she begged. "In the name of Set, do not slay him! You are 
strong — overpower him!" 

"Well see," he muttered, grasping his sword in his right hand and clenching his 
left into a mallet-like fist. 

He took a wary step toward the alley — and with a horrible moaning laugh the 
Tauranian charged. As he came he swung his sword, rising on his toes as he put all 
the power of his body behind the blows. Sparks flashed blue as Conan parried the 
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blade, and the next instant the madman was stretched senseless in the dust from a 
thundering buffet of Conan's left fist. 

The girl ran forward (aeBywKa BBibeacana Biiepea; to run forward — 
ebideotcamb eneped ). 

"Oh, he is not — he is not — (o, oh He — oh He.. 

Conan bent swiftly, turned the man on his side (KoHaH SbiCTpo HaKJiOHHJica, 
nepeBepHyn MyacnHHy Ha /ero/ 6 ok), and ran quick fingers over him (h npoSeacan 
SbiCTpLiMH nanupaMH no HeMy = obicmpo oufynaji ezo ncuibu,aMU). 

"He’s not hurt much," he grunted (oh He oneHB ymndneH, — npobopMOTan oh). 
"Bleeding at the nose, but anybody's likely to do that (KpOBOTenemie y = U3 Hoca, 
ho y Jiioboro noifneT: «kto yro^HO SyzteT BepoaTHO flenaTB oto»), after a clout on 
the jaw (nocne 3aTpemHHBi b hcjiioctb; clout — cujibHbiu ydap, 3ampeu{UHa). He'll 
come to after a bit, and maybe his mind will be right (oh npH^eT b ce6a nepe3 
HeKOTOpoe BpeMa, h, bo3mo5kho, ero pa3yM 6ya,eT b nopa^Ke). In the meantime I'll 
tie his wrists with his sword belt — so (tcm BpeMeHeM a CBaacy ero 3anacTba ero 
noacoM flna Mena — bot Tax). Now where do you wnt me to take him (Tenepb 
Kyo,a tbi xonemB, hto6bi a OTHec ero: «Kyna tbi xonemB MeHa othccth ero»)?" 

forward [’fO:wqd], hurt [hq:t], jaw [GO:] 

The girl ran forward. 

"Oh, he is not — he is not —" 

Conan bent swiftly, turned the man on his side, and ran quick fingers over him. 

"He's not hurt much," he grunted. "Bleeding at the nose, but anybody's likely to 
do that, after a clout on the jaw. He'll come to after a bit, and maybe his mind will 
be right. In the meantime I'll tie his wrists with his sword belt — so. Now where do 
you want me to take him?" 


MyJibmuH3biK060U npoeian Hjibu Opanra www. franklang. ru 


440 



"Wait (noAOJKaH)!" She knelt beside the senseless figure, seized the bound 
hands, and scanned them avidly (oHa BCTana Ha KOJiemi B03Jie deenyBCTBeHHOH 
(jmrypbi, cxBaTHJia CBjnamibie pyKH n /Kaauo ocMOTpena hx). Then, shaking her 
head as if in baffled disappointment, she rose (3aTeM TpaxHyB /cBoeii/ ronoBon, 
cjiobho b HeaoyMeHHOM pa3onapOBaHHH, OHa noamuiacb). She came close to the 
giant Cimmerian and laid her slender hands on his arching breast (ora noaomna 
6jih3ko k ruraHTCKOMy KUMMepnhuy n nojio>KHJia cboh TOHKne pyKH Ha ero 
apKonoaodHyio = ebinymyro rpyab). Her dark eyes, like wet black jewels in the 
starlight, gazed up into his (ee TeMHbie raaaa, Kaic cbipwe nepiibie aparouemibie 
KaMHH b CBeTe 3Be3fl, npHCTanbHO BCMOTpenHCb /BBepx/ b ero /rjia3a/). 

"You are a man (tbi MyjKHHra)! Help me (noMorn MHe)! Totrasmek must die 
(ToTpacMeK aojukch yMepeTb)! Slay him for me (y6eh ero pa^n Mera)!" 

"And put my neck into a Turanian noose?" he grunted (h cyHyrb mok) meio b 
TypaHCKyio nenno? — npOBOpran oh). 

knelt [nelt], seize [si:z], jewel [’Gu:ql] 

"Wait!" She knelt beside the senseless figure, seized the bound hands, and 
scanned them avidly. Then, shaking her head as if in baffled disappointment, she 
rose. She came close to the giant Cimmerian and laid her slender hands on his 
arching breast. Her dark eyes, like wet black jewels in the starlight, gazed up into 
his. 

"You are a man! Help me! Totrasmek must die! Slay him for me!" 

"And put my neck into a Turanian noose?" he grunted. 

"Nay!" The slender arms, strong as pliant steel, were around his corded neck 
(Her? — TOHKne pyKH, CHJibHbie Kax rndicaa CTanb, 6biJiH BOKpyr ero y3JiOBaTOH 
men). Her supple body throbbed against his (ee no^aTJiHBoe Teno nyjibCHpOBano 
paaoM c ero = npujicasuiucb k ezo mejiy). "The Hyrkanians have no love for 
Totrasmek (rHpKamnmbi He hmciot = ne ucnumbieawm jho6bh k ToTpacMexy). 
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The priests of Set fear him (5Kpeu,bi CeTa SoaTca ero). He is a mongrel, who rules 
men by fear and superstition (oh nonyicpoBKa, Koropbiii npaBHT juoabMH c 

noMomwo CTpaxa h cyeBepna). I worship Set, and the Turanians bow to Erlik, but 
Totrasmek sacrifices to Hanuman the accursed (a noKJiomnocb CeTy, a TaypaHUbi 
KJiamuoTCM 3pjiHKy, oanaKO ToTpacMex npmiocHT acepTBbi XaHyMaHy 
npoKJiaTOMy) ! The Turanian lords fear his black arts and his power over the hybrid 
popularion, and they hate him (TypaHCKaa 3HaTb SonTca ero nepHOH Marnn n ero 
BJiacm Ha a pa3HonneMeHHbiM HaceneHHeM). Even Jungir Khan and his mistress 
Nafertari fear and hate him (na>Ke JT/Kynrnp XaH h ero rocnmica Hacj)epTapH 
SoaTca h HeHaBH,a,aT ero). If he were slain in his temple at night, they would not 
seek his slayer very closely (ecrm 6bi oh 6biji ydHT b cbocm xpaMe hohbio, ohh 6bi 
He HCKanH ero ydHHuy oneHb TmaTenbHo; to slay — ydueamb, ymmmootcamb, 
JIUUiamb DK.U3HU)" 

love [lAv], rule [ru:l], hybrid ['halbrld] 

"Nay!" The slender arms, strong as pliant steel, were around his corded neck. 
Her supple body throbbed against his. "The Hyrkanians have no love for 
Totrasmek. The priests of Set fear him. He is a mongrel, who rules men by fear and 
superstition. I worship Set, and the Turanians bow to Erlik, but Totrasmek 
sacrifices to Hanuman the accursed! The Turanian lords fear his black arts and his 
power over the hybrid popularion, and they hate him. Even Jungir Khan and his 
mistress Nafertari fear and hate him. If he were slain in his temple at night, they 
would not seek his slayer very closely." 

"And what of his magic?" rumbled the Cimmerian (a hto HacneT ero Marnn? — 
nporpoxoTan KHMMepneu,) . 

"You are a fighting man," she answered (tm doep, — OTBemna OHa; to fight — 
cpajtcambcn, dpambcn). "To risk your life is part of your profession (pncKOBaTb 
CBoeii 5KH3HBK) /ecTb/ nacTb TBoeii npocf)eccHH)." 


Myjitm uh 3 hi k o ho u npoeKm I4:ibu OpaHKa www. franklang. ru 


442 



"For a price," he admitted ( 3 a i;eHy = nuamy, — npH3Haji oh). 

"There will be a price!" she breathed, rising on tiptoes, to gaze into his eyes 
(6yaex rmaTa! — npomenTana OHa, noaiiHMaacb Ha ubinoHKH, /HTodbi/ 3arjiaHyrb 
b ero rna3a). 

The nearness of her vibrant body drove a flame through his veins (6jih30Ctb ee 
Tpenemymero Tena, nomana oroHb no ero BeHaM). The perfume of her breath 
mounted to his brain (apOMaT ee abixamw yaapnji b /ero/ ronoBy). But as his arms 
closed about her supple figure she avoided them with a lithe movement (ho Kor^a 
ero pyKH coMKHyjincb Ha ee th6koh (JmrypKe, OHa ycKOJib3Hyna /ot/ hhx th6khm 
aBHJKeHHeM), saying: "Wait! First serve me in this matter (cica3aB: noroan! 

CHanana nocny>KH MHe b 3tom aene)." 

"Name your price (Ha30BH cboio u,eHy)." He spoke with some difficulty (oh 
roBOpHJi c /hckhm/ TpyaoM). 

breath [breT], mount [maunt], spoke [spquk] 

"And what of his magic?" rumbled the Cimmerian. 

"You are a fighting man," she answered. "To risk your life is part of your 
profession." 

"For a price," he admitted. 

"There will be a price!" she breathed, rising on tiptoes, to gaze into his eyes. 

The nearness of her vibrant body drove a flame through his veins. The perfume 
of her breath mounted to his brain. But as his arms closed about her supple figure 
she avoided them with a lithe movement, saying: "Wait! First serve me in this 
matter." 

"Name your price." He spoke with some difficulty. 

"Pick up my lover," she directed, and the Cimmerian stooped and swung the tall 
form easily to his broad shoulder (noaHHMH Moero modoBHHKa, — npHKa3ana OHa, 
h KHMMepHeu, Haraynca h 3a6pocHJi BbicoKyio (jmrypy Jierico Ha CBoe mnpOKoe 
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nneno). At the moment he felt as if he could have toppled over Jungir Khan's 
palace with equal ease (b stot momcht oh nouyBCTBOBaji ce6a /Tax/, cjiobho /oh/ 
Mor 6bi onpoKHHyTB aBOpeu, ^jKyHrnp XaHa c paBHoii nerKOCTBio). The girl 
murmured an endearment to the unconscious man (aeBynuca npomenTana 

hokhoctb 6ecco3HaTenbHOMy Myacmme), and there was no hypocrisy in her 
attitude (h /He/ 6bijto HHKaKoro jiHu,eMepHa b ee OTHOHiemm). She obviously loved 
Alafdhal sincerely (oHa oueBHaHO jnobHJia Ajiac[)flajia HCKpeHHe). Whatever 
business arrangement she made with Conan would have no bearing on her 
relationship with Alafdhal (Kaicoe 6bi aenoBoe cornamemie OHa He 3aKjnoHHjia c 
KoHaHOM, /oho/ 6bi HHKaK He noBJimmo Ha ee OTHomemHi c Ana(|),ztajiOM; to have 
a bearing on — ejiunmb na, UMemb omnomenue k ). Women are more practical 
about these things than men (jKeHimiHbi donee npaKTumibi b sthx aenax, hcm 
My'/KHHIIbl). 

tall [tO:l], easily [’i:zlll], equal [’i:kwql] 

"Pick up my lover," she directed, and the Cimmerian stooped and swung the tall 
form easily to his broad shoulder. At the moment he felt as if he could have 
toppled over Jungir Khan's palace with equal ease. The girl murmured an 
endearment to the unconscious man, and there was no hypocrisy in her attitude. 

She obviously loved Alafdhal sincerely. Whatever business arrangement she made 
with Conan would have no bearing on her relationship with Alafdhal. Women are 
more practical about these things than men. 

"Follow me (h^h 3a mhoh)!" She hurried along the street, while the Cimmerian 
strode easily after her (oHa nocnemruia no yjmu,e, b to BpeMa Kaic KHMMepneu, 
rnaraji Jierico 3a Heir), in no way discomforted by his limp burden (hhkohm 

o6pa30M He CTecHeHHbiii CBoeii 6e3BOJibHoii Homed). He kept a wary eye out for 
black shadows skulking under arches but saw nothing suspicious (oh ocTOpomio 
BbiCMaTpHBan nepiibie tciim, KpaayiHHeca non apKaivin, ho /He/ yBHaeji unnero 
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noA03pHTejibHoro; to keep an eye — npucMampueamb, cjiedumb ). Doubtless the 

men of Darfar were all gathered at the roasting pit (HecoMHeHHO, Bee moan H3 

^apcjtapa coSpaimcb y aMbi ana noaacapHBaHua; doubt — coMueuue). The girl 
turned down a narrow side street and presently knocked cautiously at an arched 
door (aeByimca CBepHyna b SoKOByio ynomcy n Tenepb nocTynana ocTOponcHO b 
aBepb noa apKOii). 

wary ['wFqrl], doubtless ['dautlls], saw [sO:] 

"Follow me!" She hurried along the street, while the Cimmerian strode easily 
after her, in no way discomforted by his limp burden. He kept a wary eye out for 
black shadows skulking under arches but saw nothing suspicious. Doubtless the 
men of Darfar were all gathered at the roasting pit. The girl turned down a narrow 
side street and presently knocked cautiously at an arched door. 

Almost instantly a wicket opened in the upper panel and a black face glanced 
out (nOHTII MrHOBeHHO OTKpBIJTOCB OKOLUCHKO B BepXHCH CCKUM!! /,0,BepK/, H 
nepHoe rump BbirnaHyno Hapyncy). She bent close to the opening, whispering 
swiftly (oHa CKJiOHHJiacb 6jih3ko k OTBepCTHio, btiCTpo npomenraB /hto-to/). 
Bolts creaked in their sockets, and the door opened (3acoBbi CKpnnHyjiH b hx 
rae3Aax, n aeepb OTKpbiJiacb). A giant black man stood framed against the soft 
glow of a copper lamp (ruraHTCKnn Herp CToan /b paMKe/ Ha (})OHe Maricoro CBeTa 
MeaHoii naMnbi). A quick glance showed Conan the man was not from Darfar 
(SbiCTpbiH B3rnaa noKa3an KoHaHy, / hto/ MyacnHHa 6biJi He H3 ^apcjtapa). His teeth 
were unfiled and his kinky hair was cropped close to his skull (ero 3y6bi He 6buiH 
odTOHeiibi, a ero KypnaBbie Bonocbi 6 bijih nocTpHaceHbi kopotko: «6jih3ko k ero 
nepeny»). He was from the Wadai (oh Sbiji H3 Baaaa). 

giant [’Galqnt], teeth [ti:T], was [wOz] 
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Almost instantly a wicket opened in the upper panel and a black face glanced 
out. She bent close to the opening, whispering swiftly. Bolts creaked in their 
sockets, and the door opened. A giant black man stood framed against the soft 
glow of a copper lamp. A quick glance showed Conan the man was not from 
Darfar. His teeth were unfiled and his kinky hair was cropped close to his skull. He 
was from the Wadai. 

At a word from Zabibi, Conan gave the limp body into the black's arms (npn 
cnoBe /ot/ 3a6n6n = no yKa3amuo 3a6u6u KoHaH OTaan 6e3BOJibHoe Teno b pyioi 
nepHoro) and saw the young officer laid on a velvet divan (n yBnaen, /icaic/ 
MOJioaoro ocjnmepa hojiojkhjih Ha SapxaiHbiH aHBaH). He showed no signs of 
returning consciousness (oh /He/ npoaBJHm hhkukhx npH3HaKOB B03BpameHHa b 
C03HaHHe). The blow that had rendered him senseless might have felled an ox 
(yaap, KOTOpbiH caejian ero 6ecco3HaTejibHbiM = jiuiuuji ezo uyecme, BepoaTiio, 
c Ban mi 6bi bbixa). Zabibi bent over him for an instant, her fingers nervously 
twining and twisting (3a6n6H CKJiOHHJiacb Haa hhm Ha MraoBemie, ee nanbu,bi 
HepBHO nepenneTajiHCb h H3rH6aaHCb). Then she straightened and beckoned the 
Cimmerian (3aTeM oh BbinpaMHJiacb h noMaHHJia KHMMepHHu,a). 

officer [’Oflsq], straighten [’streltn], took [tVk] 

At a word from Zabibi, Conan gave the limp body into the black's arms and saw 
the young officer laid on a velvet divan. He showed no signs of returning 
consciousness. The blow that had rendered him senseless might have felled an ox. 
Zabibi bent over him for an instant, her fingers nervously twining and twisting. 
Then she straightened and beckoned the Cimmerian. 

The door closed softly (aBepb Marxo 3aKpbinacb), the locks clicked behind them 
(3aMKH 3amejiKHyjiHCb 3a hhmh), and the closing wicket shut off the glow of the 
lamps (h CMOTpOBoe okoihko 3aKpbiJio cbct Jiaivm). In the starlight of the street 
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Zabibi took Conan's hand (b 3Be3aHOM CBeTe yjinu,bi 3a6n6n B3ana pyicy KoHaHa). 
Her own hand trembled a little (ee cohcTBeHHaa pyica HeMHoro apoacana). 

"You will not fail me (tbi He noaBeaeuib Memi)?" 

He shook his maned head, massive against the stars (oh TpaxHyn CBoeh 

naTJiaTOH ronoBoh, MaccHBHoii Ha (j)OHe 3Be3a). 

"Then follow me to Hanuman's shrine, and the gods have mercy on our souls 
(Toraa cjieayn 3a mhoh b xpaM XaHyMaHa, h /aa/ cmhjiocthbjitcji horn naa 
HamiiMH ayinaMii)." 

own [qun], head [hed], soul [soul] 

The door closed softly, the locks clicked behind them, and the closing wicket 
shut off the glow of the lamps. In the starlight of the street Zabibi took Conan's 
hand. Her own hand trembled a little. 

"You will not fail me?" 

He shook his maned head, massive against the stars. 

"Then follow me to Hanuman's shrine, and the gods have mercy on our souls." 

Among the silent streets they moved like phantoms of antiquity (cpean 
6e3MOJiBHBix yjiHH, ohh aBHrarmcB, KaK npii3paKH apeBHOCTH). They went in 
silence (ohh man mo ana: «b 6e3MOJiBHH»). Perhaps the girl was thinking of her 
lover lying senseless on the divan under the copper lamps (bo3mo)kho, aeByuuca 
ayMana o cbocm juohoBHHKe, jieacanmM SecnyBCTBeHHbiM Ha anBaHe noa 
MeaHbiMH naMnaMH) or was shrinking with fear of what lay ahead of them in the 
demon-haunted shrine of Hanuman (hjih OKHManacr, ot CTpaxa nepea TeM, hto 
npeacToaao hm b naceaennoM aeMonaMu xpaMe XaHyMaHa). The barbarian was 
thinking only of the woman moving so supplely beside him (BapBap ayMan jihihb o 
5iceHiHHHe, aBHrammenca Taic th6ko B03Jie Hero). The perfume of her scented hair 
was in his nostrils (apOMaT ee HaaymeHHBix bojioc 6biji b ero H03apax), the 
sensuous aura of her presence filled his brain and left room for no other thoughts 
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(nyBCTBeHHaa aypa ee npHcyrcTBHa 3anojiHajia ero M03r h He ocTaBJiajia MecTa 
ana apyrnx Mbicneii). 

demon [’di:mqn], perfume [’pq:fju:m], thought [TO:t] 

Among the silent streets they moved like phantoms of antiquity. They went in 
silence. Perhaps the girl was thinking of her lover lying senseless on the divan 
under the copper lamps or was shrinking with fear of what lay ahead of them in the 
demon-haunted shrine of Hanuman. The barbarian was thinking only of the woman 
moving so supplely beside him. The perfume of her scented hair was in his 
nostrils, the sensuous aura of her presence filled his brain and left room for no 
other thoughts. 

Once they heard the clank of brass-shod feet (oahh pa3 ohh ycjibimajin na3r 
Hor, odyTBix b noaKOBaHHyio Meatio obyBt.; brass — Medb ), and drew into the 
shadows of a gloomy arch (n BTaHynncr. b Temi MpanHon apxn) while a squad of 
Pelishti watchmen swung past b to BpeMa Kaic OTpaa nejinmTHHCKnx cipamnncoB 
npomaran mhmo). There were fifteen of them (nx 6bijio iiaTiianuaTb); they 
marched in close formation (ohh MapmupoBann TecHbiM CTpoeM), pikes at the 
ready (nmcn HaroTOBe), and the rearmost men had their broad, brass shields slung 
on their backs (a caMbie 3amme conaaTbi HMenn /cboh/ mnpoKne iviennbie miiTbi, 
noABemeHHbie Ha hx cnHHax = a y caMbix 3admix cojidam 6biJiu noeeiuenu na 
cnuubi Medubie iiiumbi), to protect them from a knife stroke from behind (/hto6bi/ 
3aiHHTHTb hx ot yaapa HoncoM c 3 a,nH). The skulking menace of the black 
maneaters was a threat even to armed men (Kpaaymaaca yrp03a wepimix juoaoeaoB 
6biJia yrpo3oii aa>Ke ana Boopyacemibix moaeii). 

gloomy ['glu:ml], protect [prq'tekt], threat [Tret] 
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Once they heard the clank of brass-shod feet, and drew into the shadows of a 
gloomy arch while a squad of Pelishti watchmen swung past. There were fifteen of 
them; they marched in close formation, pikes at the ready, and the rearmost men 
had their broad, brass shields slung on their backs, to protect them from a knife 
stroke from behind. The skulking menace of the black maneaters was a threat even 
to armed men. 

As soon as the clang of their sandals had receded up the street (icaK tojibko mor 
nx caiman hh yrax), Conan and the girl emerged from their hiding place and 
hurried on (KoHaH n .neByimca nonBUJincb 113 ySencimja n nocnemujin ^ajitme). A 
few moments later, they saw the squat, flat-topped edifice they sought looming 
ahead of them (hcckojibko ceKyim cnycm ohh yBunenu Maamminee nepen hhmii 
HH3Koe n inupOKoe 3flamie c nnocKon KpbimeH, KOTOpoe ohii ncKajin). 

The temple of Hanuman stood alone in the midst of a broad square (xpaM 

XaHyMaHa ctohjio o^hhoko b cepe^HHe mHpOKoii nnoma^n), which lay silent and 
deserted beneath the stars (KOTOpaa nencana 6e3MOJiBHaa h nycTbiHHaa no,n, 
3Be3AaMH). A marble wall surrounded the shrine (MpaMOpHaa CTeHa OKpyncana 
xpaM), with a broad opening directly before the portico (c umpOKHM bxo^om 
npaMO nepefl nopTHKOM). This opening had no gate nor any sort of barrier (otot 
bxoa /He/ HMen hh BOpOT, hh Kaicoro-JiHbo orpancfleHHa). 

soon [sum], recede [rl'si:d], few [fju:] 

As soon as the clang of their sandals had receded up the street, Conan and the 
girl emerged from their hiding place and hurried on. A few moments later, they 
saw the squat, flat-topped edifice they sought looming ahead of them. 

The temple of Hanuman stood alone in the midst of a broad square, which lay 
silent and deserted beneath the stars. A marble wall surrounded the shrine, with a 
broad opening directly before the portico. This opening had no gate nor any sort of 
barrier. 
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"Why don't the blacks seek their prey here?" muttered Conan (noneMy nepHbie 
He Hmyr cboio aodbiny 3aecb? — npobopMOTaji KoHaH). "There’s nothing to keep 
them out of the temple (AraM/ /ne r/ HHuero yaep>xaTb hx CHapyacn xpaMa = uem 

Hunezo, nmo noMemajio 6bi um eoumu expau)." 

He could feel the trembling of Zabibi's body as she pressed close to him (oh 
Mor omymaTt TpeneT Tena 3a6n6n, xoraa OHa npnacajiact TecHO k HeMy). 

"They fear Totrasmek, as all in Zamboula fear him, even Jungir Khan and 
Nafertari (ohh boaTca ToTpacMexa, xax Bee b 3aM6yjie boaTca ero, aaace ^acyHrap 
XaH h Ha^epTapn). Come (naeM)! Come quickly, before my courage flows from 
me like water (naeM, noxa moh xpadpocTB He BWTexjia H3 mchh, xax Boaa) !" 

here [hlq], feel [fi:l], courage ['kArIG] 

"Why don't the blacks seek their prey here?" muttered Conan. "There's nothing 
to keep them out of the temple." 

He could feel the trembling of Zabibi's body as she pressed close to him. 

"They fear Totrasmek, as all in Zamboula fear him, even Jungir Khan and 
Nafertari. Come! Come quickly, before my courage flows from me like water!" 

The girl's fear was evident, but she did not falter (cTpax aeBymxH 6biji 

oueBHaeH, ho OHa He xoaebaaacb). Conan drew his sword and strode ahead of her 
as they advanced through the open gateway (KoHaH Bbixamaji cboh Men h m upoxo 
marayn nepea Heh, xoraa ohh aBHHyimcb Bnepea uepe3 OTxpbiTbiii npoeM / Bxoa). 

He knew the hideous habits of the priests of the East and was aware (oh 3Han 

Mep3xne npHBBiuxH >xpeuoB BocTOxa h co3HaBaji) that an invader of Hanuman's 
shrine might expect to encounter almost any sort of nightmare horror (hto 

BTopraiomerocfl b xpaM XaHyMaHa MO>xeT o>xHaaTb BCTpeua non™ c jhoGbim 
BHaoM = nopoofcdenueM xomMapHoro y>xaca). He knew there was a good chance 
that neither he nor the girl would ever leave the shrine alive (oh 3Haa, /hto/ him/ 
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ecTb Sojibihoh pncic, hto hh oh, hh ^eByniKa HHicoraa /He/ BbiHayr h3 xpaMa 
jkhbbimh), but he had risked his life too many times before to devote much thought 
to that consideration (ho oh /y>Ke/ pHCKOBan CBoeii 5kh3hbkd cnHmKOM MHoro pa3 
npencae, /hto6bi/ nocBnmaTb cnumKOM MHoro mbicjich sthm coobpanceHmiM). 

advance [qd'vRns], encounter [In'kauntq], devote [dl’vqut] 

The girl's fear was evident, but she did not falter. Conan drew his sword and 
strode ahead of her as they advanced through the open gateway. He knew the 
hideous habits of the priests of the East and was aware that an invader of 
Hanuman's shrine might expect to encounter almost any sort of nightmare horror. 
He knew there was a good chance that neither he nor the girl would ever leave the 
shrine alive, but he had risked his life too many times before to devote much 
thought to that consideration. 

They entered a court paved with marble (ohh boihjih bo flBOp, BBiMomeHHBiH 
MpaMOpOM) which gleamed whitely in the starlight (KOTOpbih CBeTHJiea SejiBiM 
upeTOM b 3Be3AHOM cBeTe). A short flight of broad marble steps led up to the 
pillared portico (kopotkhh nponeT mnpoKHx MpaMOpHBix CTyneHeii Ben k nopTHKy 
c KOJiOHHaMH). The great bronze doors stood wide open as they had stood for 
centuries (orpoMHBie 6p0H30BBie ^BepH ctobjih unipoico otkpbitbimh, Kaic ohh 
ctobjih ynce Beica). But no worshippers burnt incense within (ho HHKaKHe 

noKJiOHHHKH /He/ BOCKypBJiH (J)HMHaM BHyTpn). In the day men and women might 
come timidly into the shrine CnHeM MyncnHHbi h nceHiHHHbi Moran bohth po6ko b 
xpaM) and place offerings to the ape-god on the black altar (h pa3MecTHTB 

npHHomeHHn 6ory-o6e3BAHe Ha nepHOM anTape). At night the people shunned the 
temple of Hanuman as hares shun the lair of the serpent (hohbio moan H36erajm 
xpaM XaHyMaHa, Kaic 3aiiu,Bi H36eraiOT noroBO 3Men). 

marble [mRbl], gleam [gli:m], hare [hFq] 
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They entered a court paved with marble which gleamed whitely in the starlight. 
A short flight of broad marble steps led up to the pillared portico. The great bronze 
doors stood wide open as they had stood for centuries. But no worshippers burnt 
incense within. In the day men and women might come timidly into the shrine and 
place offerings to the ape-god on the black altar. At night the people shunned the 
temple of Hanuman as hares shun the lair of the serpent. 

Burning censers bathed the interior in a soft, weird glow (Kaaairuie 

KypHJitHHLibi OMtiBajin BHyTpeHHioK) HacTL iyhitkhm npHnyajiHBbiM cbctom) that 
created an illusion of unreality (KOTOpbin cosnaBaa hjijik)3hk) HepeajibHOCTu). Near 
the rear wall, behind the black stone altar (B03Jie saaneii CTeHbi 3a nepiibiM 
KaMeHHbiM anTapeM), sat the god with his gaze fixed for ever on the open door 
(cnaen 6or co B3rjraaoM, 3acTbiBimiM HaBceraa Ha OTKpbrroir aBepn), through 
which for centuries his victims had come, dragged by chains of roses (nepe3 

KOTOpyro y>Ke Berea nocTynarm ero >KepTBbi, BJiercoMbie u,enaMH H3 p03). A faint 
groove ran from the sill to the altar (TycKJibra 5Keno6 be^rcaji = mnuynen ot nopora 
k ajiTapro), and when Conan's foot felt it, he stepped away as quickly as if he had 
trodden upon a snake (h rcoraa Hora KoHaHa ontyTHJia ero, oh marayn nponb Tax 
SbiCTpo, Kax 6yaTO /oh/ HacTynHJi Ha 3Mero; to tread — uaemynamb, monmamb; 
mazamb). That groove had been worn by the faltering feet of the multitude of those 
who had died screaming on that grim altar (3tot 3Kejio6 6biJi H3HomeH = ucmepm 
3anHHaroiHHMiica CTynmiMH MHmrcecTBa Tex, kto yMep Kpmra = c KpuKaMU Ha 
3tom MpanHOM anTape; to wear (out) — u3Hamueamb). 

rear [rlq], create [krl’elt], ever ['evq] 

Burning censers bathed the interior in a soft, weird glow that created an illusion 
of unreality. Near the rear wall, behind the black stone altar, sat the god with his 
gaze fixed for ever on the open door, through which for centuries his victims had 
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come, dragged by chains of roses. A faint groove ran from the sill to the altar, and 
when Conan's foot felt it, he stepped away as quickly as if he had trodden upon a 
snake. That groove had been worn by the faltering feet of the multitude of those 
who had died screaming on that grim altar. 

Bestial in the uncertain light, Hanuman leered with his carven mask (>KecTOKHH 
b HeBepHOM CBeTe, XaHyMaH CMOTpen 3jio6ho CBoeii BbicenemroH MacKoii). He sat, 
not as an ape would crouch (oh CH^eri, He /rax/, Kaic corayjiacb 6bi o6e3mma), but 
cross-legged as a man would sit (ho CKpecTHB Horn, aic CH^eji 6bi HenoBeic), but his 
aspect was no less simian for that reason (ho ero bh^ 6biJi He MeHee 

o6e3baHonoAo6HbiM no 3toh npHHHHe). He was carved from black marble (oh 6biJi 
BbipySneH H3 nepHoro MpaMOpa), but his eyes were rubies, which glowed red and 
lustful as the coals of hell's deepest pits (ho ero rna3a 6bum pybnHbi, KOTOpbie 
ropejin KpacHbiM h noxoTbio, KaK yrnn caMbix rjiyboKHx hm ana). His great hands 
lay upon his lap (ero orpOMHbie pyKH jiejKajm Ha ero no^one = kojichrx), palms 
upward, taloned fingers spread and grasping (naAomiMH BBepx, KorniCTbie nanbubi 
paccTaBJieHHbie h xBaTKHe; to grasp — cxeambieamb, xeamamb, 3aotcuMamb (e 
pyKe); 3axeambi6amb). In the gross emphasis of his attributes (b rpyboii 

Bbipa3HTenbHOCTH ero nepT), in the leer of his satyr-countenance (b nnoToa^HOM 
B3raafle ero caTHpono^obHoro jnma), was reflected the abominable cynicism of 
the degenerate cult which deified him (6biji OTpa>xen rHycHbiii h,hhh3m 

Bbipo>KaaiomerocH KyjibTa, KOTOpbiii obmKecTBjnui ero). 

mask [mRsk], coal [koul], spread [spred] 

Bestial in the uncertain light, Hanuman leered with his carven mask. He sat, not 
as an ape would crouch, but cross-legged as a man would sit, but his aspect was no 
less simian for that reason. He was carved from black marble, but his eyes were 
rubies, which glowed red and lustful as the coals of hell's deepest pits. His great 
hands lay upon his lap, palms upward, taloned fingers spread and grasping. In the 


MyjibmuH 3 biK 060 u npoeian Hjibu Opanra www. franklang. ru 


453 



gross emphasis of his attributes, in the leer of his satyr-countenance, was reflected 
the abominable cynicism of the degererate cult which deified him. 

The girl moved around the image, making toward the back wall (aeByimca 
aBjmyjiacb BOKpyr Haona: «H3o6pa>KeHmi», HanpaBJiaacb k 3a,HHeH CTeHe), and 
when her sleek flank brushed against a carven knee (n, Koraa ee ORpyrnbin 6ok 
3aaen o BbiceneHHoe kojicho), she shrank aside and shuddered as if a reptile had 
touched her (oHa oxnpanyaa b CTOpOHy n coaponiynacb, Kaic 6y,zrro peirnimiH 
KOCHynacb ee). There was a space of several feet between the broad back of the 
idol and the marble wall with its frieze of gold leaves (MOicay miipOKoii cromon 
naojia n MpaMOpHoii ctchoh c ee (J)pu30M H3 30jiotbix nncTbeB 6bino 
npocTpaHCTBO b HecKOJibKO (j)yroB). On either hand, flanking the idol, an ivory 
door under a gold arch was set in the wall (no o6e pyxn = cmoponbi cdoicy ot 
naojia b CTeHe Sbijih ycTaHOBJieHbi a,BepH H3 cjiohoboh kocth no# 30 jiotbimh 
apKaMH; to set — ycmanoeumb, nocmaeumb ). 

image [TmlG], around [q'raund], wall [wO:l] 

The girl moved around the image, making toward the back wall, and when her 
sleek flank brushed against a carven knee, she shrank aside and shuddered as if a 
reptile had touched her. There was a space of several feet between the broad back 
of the idol and the marble wall with its frieze of gold leaves. On either hand, 
flanking the idol, an ivory door under a gold arch was set in the wall. 

"Those doors open into each end of a hairpin-shaped corridor," she said 
hurriedly (3th aBepn OTKpbiBaiOTca b Ka^biii KOHeu, = e, 06a Komia 
umHJibKonoaodHoro KOpH^opa, — CKa3ana OHa TOponimBo; shape — (fiopMa; to 
shape — npudaeamb (popjviy). "Once I was in the interior of the shrine — once 
(oaHa>Kabi a 6biJia BHyrpH xpaMa — oaHajK^bi) !" She shivered and twitched her 
slim shoulders at a memory both terrifying and obscene (OHa 3aap05Kana h 
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flepHyna cbohmh tohkhmh nnenaMH npn BOcnoMimaHHH KaK yjxacatomeM, TaK h 
H enpHCTOHHOM). "The corridor is bent like a horseshoe, with each horn opening 
into this room (xopmtop morayr, xax noaxoBa, c xa>x,ztbiM BbiCTynoM, 

OTKpbi Baiom h Mca b 3to noMememie = npimeM mjtcdbiu ebicmyn omicpbieaemcH e 

3mo noMemenue). Totrasmek’s chambers are enclosed within the curve of the 
corridor and open into it (noxon ToTpacMexa 3axmoneHbi = uaxodnincx BHyrpn 
H3rn6a xopnaopa n OTxpbmaiOTca b Hero). But there is a secret door in this wall 
which opens directly into an inner chamber (ho ecTb cexpeinaa aeepb b stoh 

CTeHe, xoTOpaa OTxpbiBaeTca HenocpeacTBeHHO bo BHyrpeHHtoK) xoMHaTy) — " 

each [i:C], once [wAns], obscene [Ob’sirn] 

"Those doors open into each end of a hairpin-shaped corridor," she said 
hurriedly. "Once I was in the interior of the shrine — once!" She shivered and 
twitched her slim shoulders at a memory both terrifying and obscene. "The 
corridor is bent like a horseshoe, with each horn opening into this room. 

Totrasmek’s chambers are enclosed within the curve of the corridor and open into 
it. But there is a secret door in this wall which opens directly into an inner chamber 

ft 


She began to run her hands over the smooth surface (oHa Havana npomynbrnaTb 
/cbohmh/ pyxaMH rjiaaxyio noBepxHOCTb), where no crack or crevice showed (ryte 
/He/ BHytHO 6bino hh TpemHHbi, hh paccejiHHbi; to show — dumb eudiibm, 
nonejmmbcn). Conan stood beside her, sword in hand, glancing warily about him 
(KoHaH CToan B03Jie Hee, Id mchom b pyxe, ocTOpomto CMOTpa Boxpyr Hero = 
ozjiRduecmcb). The silence, the emptiness of the shrine (Tirmima, nycTOTa xpaMa), 
with imagination picturing what might lie behind that wall (c (|)aHTa3HeH, 

pHcytomeir, hto Morno jie>xaTb 3a 3toh ctchoh), made him feel like a wild beast 
nosing a trap (3acTaBHJio ero nonyBCTBOBaTb ce6a /xax/ ahkhm 3BepeM, 
BbiHtoxHBaKtmHM 3anaaHto). 
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crevice [’krevls], surface ['sq:fls], smooth [smu:D] 


She began to run her hands over the smooth surface, where no crack or crevice 
showed. Conan stood beside her, sword in hand, glancing warily about him. The 
silence, the emptiness of the shrine, with imagination picturing what might lie 
behind that wall, made him feel like a wild beast nosing a trap. 

"Ah!" The girl had found a hidden spring at last; a square opening gaped 
blackly in the wall (ax! — ^eByniKa HaKOHeu, Harnna CKpbiTyio npy^KHHy, 

kb siffp aTHLiii bxoa 3a3naji nepHBiM iibctom b CTeHe). Then: "Set!" she screamed 
(noTOM — Cer! — BCKpHKHyna OHa), and even as Conan leaped toward her (n xax 
pa3 Koryja KoHaH npBirayn k Heir), he saw that a great misshapen hand has fastened 
itself in her hair (oh yBHAeji, hto orpOMHaa ypOAmmaa pyKa Bpemuiacb b ee 
bojiocbi). She was snatched off her feet and jerked headfirst through the opening 
(oHa 6biJia c^epHyra c /ee/ Hor = c6uma c H02 h BTHHyTa ronoBoii Bnepe,a, nepe3 
npoeM). Conan, grabbing ineffectually at her (KoHaH, nonbiTaBimicb 

6e3pe3yjiBTaTHO cxBaTHTB ee), felt his fingers slip from a naked limb 
(nonyBCTBOBan, /Kaic/ ero najibu,bi cocKOJib3Hyjm c o6Ha>KeHHOH kohchhocth), and 
in an instant she had vanished and the wall showed black as before (h nepe3 MHr 
OHa HCHe3Jia, a CTeHa Ka3ajiacb nepHOH, KaK npe>Kfle). Only from beyond it came 
the muffled sounds of a struggle, a scream, faintly heard (jihihb H3BHe aohccjihcb 
npHrnymeHHBie 3ByKH 6opr.6Bi, BH3r, cjiado cjibimuMBiii), and a low laugh that 
made Conan's blood congeal in his veins (h hh3khh CMex, KOTOpbiii 3acTaBHJi 
KpOBb KoHaHa 3acTbiTb b ero BeHax = om Komopozo 3acmujia Kpoeb e Jtcunax 
KoHana). 

square [skwFq], struggle [strAgl], congeal [kqn'Gid] 
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"Ah!" The girl had found a hidden spring at last; a square opening gaped 
blackly in the wall. Then: "Set!" she screamed, and even as Conan leaped toward 
her, he saw that a great misshapen hand has fastened itself in her hair. She was 
snatched off her feet and jerked headfirst through the opening. Conan, grabbing 
ineffectually at her, felt his fingers slip from a naked limb, and in an instant she 
had vanished and the wall showed black as before. Only from beyond it came the 
muffled sounds of a struggle, a scream, faintly heard, and a low laugh that made 
Conan's blood congeal in his veins. 


3. Black Hands Gripping 

(XnaTKa nepHbix pyic) 

With an oath the Cimmerian smote the wall a terrible blow with the pommel of 
his sword (c npOKJiaTneM KHMMepneu, HaKa3an CTeHy CTpaniHbiM y^apOM 3(})eca 
CBoero Mena; pommel — eonoena (dtfteca lunaeu)), and the marble cracked and 
chipped (h MpaMOp TpecHyn n pacKOJionca). But the hidden door did not give way 
(ho CKpbiTaa flBepb He noA^anacb), and reason told him that doubtless it had been 
bolted on the other side of the wall (h pa3yM CKa3an eMy, hto, HecoMHeHHO, OHa 
6biJia 3anepTa Ha 3acoB c flpyroii ctopohbi ctchbi). Turning, he sprang across the 
chamber to one of the ivory doors (noBepHyBiuncB, oh npbirnyn nepe3 KOMHaTy k 
o,hhoh H3 flBepeh H3 cjiohoboh kocth; to spring — npuzamb). 

oath [quT], been [bi:n], ivory ['alvqrlj 

With an oath the Cimmerian smote the wall a terrible blow with the pommel of 
his sword, and the marble cracked and chipped. But the hidden door did not give 
way, and reason told him that doubtless it had been bolted on the other side of the 
wall. Turning, he sprang across the chamber to one of the ivory doors. 
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He lifted his sword to shatter the panels (oh noamui cboh Men, Arrodbi/ pa36HTb 
naHejin), but on a venture tried the door first with his left hand (ho nayztawy 

nonpoSoBan / otkpbitb/ apepb CHanana /cBoeii/ JieBoii pyKoii). It swung open easily 
(oHa nerKO pacnaxHynacb), and he glared into a long corridor (h oh 3arnaHyji b 
aJiHHHbiii KOpnaop) that curved away into dimness under the weird light of censers 
similar to those in the shrine (xoTOpbiii H3rn6ajica /yxoaa/ b cyMpax noa 
npHHyaJIHBbIM CBeTOM KaaHJIbHHH,, nOXOJKHX Ha Te = KddwibHUHbl B XpaMe). A 
heavy gold bolt showed on the jamb of the door, and he touched it lightly with his 
fingertips (TajxejibiH 30jiotoh 3acoB BuaneacH Ha xocaxe aeepH, h oh xocHyjica 
ero Jierxo xoHmixaMH najibpeB). The faint warmness of the metal could have been 
detected only by a man whose faculties were akin to those of a wolf (cnadoe Tenno 
MeTanna MO>Kno 6biJio onpeaeJiHTb /pasauHiiTb /tojibko/ nejiOBexy, cnocodnocTii 
KOTOporo SbiJiH cpoaHH TaxoBbiM = cnocoCmocnm.u BOJiica). That bolt had been 
touched — and therefore drawn — within the last few seconds (3Toro 3acoBa 

KacanHCb — h TaxHM o6pa30M 3aaBHranH — b npeaenax nocaeanux uecKoabKiix 
cexyHa). The affair was taking on more and more of the aspect of a baited trap 
(aeno npHHHMano Bee 6oabme h 6oabme BHa aoBymKH c HaacHBKon). He might 
have known Totrasmek would know when anyone entered the temple (oh Mor 
3HaTb /paHbiue/ = ejuy cnedoeano dozadambcn, /hto/ ToTpacMex y3HaeT, xoraa 
xto-to BoiiaeT b xpaM). 

venture [’venCq], similar ['slmllq], lightly [’laltll] 

He lifted his sword to shatter the panels, but on a venture tried the door first 
with his left hand. It swung open easily, and he glared into a long corridor that 
curved away into dimness under the weird light of censers similar to those in the 
shrine. A heavy gold bolt showed on the jamb of the door, and he touched it lightly 
with his fingertips. The faint warmness of the metal could have been detected only 
by a man whose faculties were akin to those of a wolf. That bolt had been touched 
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— and therefore drawn — within the last few seconds. The affair was taking on 
more and more of the aspect of a baited trap. He might have known Totrasmek 
would know when anyone entered the temple. 

To enter the corridor would undoubtedly be to walk into whatever trap the 
priest had set for him (bohth b xopnaop HecoMHeHHO 6 bijto 6bi = o3Hcmajio 6bi 
bohth b KaKyio 6bi to hh 6bijto jiOByimcy, /KOTOpyio/ acpeu, nocTaBHJi Ha Hero). But 
Conan did not hesitate (ho KoHaH He KOJiedajica). Somewhere in that dim-lit 
interior Zabibi was a captive (rae-TO b otoh HeacHO ocBemeHHOH BHyipemieH 
nacTH 3a6n6H 6biJia njieHHHu,eH), and, from what he knew of the characteristics of 
Hanuman's priests (a 113 toto, hto oh 3 Han o xapaKTepHCTHKax acpeu,OB 
XaHyMaHa), he was sure that she needed help badly (oh 6biji yBepeH, hto eh onem. 
ny-/Kna noMontb). Conan stalked into the corridor with a pantherish tread, poised to 
strike right or left (KoHaH npoKpanca b Kopuaop maroM naHTepbi, npHTOTOBHJica 
6htb / HaHOCHTB yaapbi BnpaBO h bjicbo). 

enter [’entq], need [ni:d], stalk [stO:k] 

To enter the corridor would undoubtedly be to walk into whatever trap the 
priest had set for him. But Conan did not hesitate. Somewhere in that dim-lit 
interior Zabibi was a captive, and, from what he knew of the characteristics of 
Hanuman's priests, he was sure that she needed help badly. Conan stalked into the 
corridor with a pantherish tread, poised to strike right or left. 

On his left (caeBa ot Hero: «Ha ero neBoh»), ivory, arched doors opened into 
the corridor (aBepH H3 cjiohoboh kocth c apicaMH OTKpBiBajiHCb b Kopnaop), and 
he tried each in turn (h oh nonpodoBan / otkpbitb/ Kaacayio no onepean). All were 
locked (Bee 6bijih 3aicpBiTBi Ha 3aMOK). He had gone perhaps seventy-five feet 
when the corridor bent sharply to the left, describing the curve the girl had 
mentioned (oh npomeji, bo3mo5kho, ceMtaecaT mm> (j)yTOB, xoraa Kopnaop pe3KO 
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H3orayncn BJieBO, omicbiBan nyry, /KOTOpyio/ ynoMHHana neBywKa). A door 
opened into this curve, and it gave under his hand (b 3Ty nyry orapbiBanacb neepb, 
h OHa noaanacr. non ero pyKoii). 

turn [tq:n], perhaps [pq'hxps], curve [kq:v] 

On his left, ivory, arched doors opened into the corridor, and he tried each in 
turn. All were locked. He had gone perhaps seventy-five feet when the corridor 
bent sharply to the left, describing the curve the girl had mentioned. A door opened 
into this curve, and it gave under his hand. 

He was looking into a broad, square chamber, somewhat more clearly lighted 
than the corridor (oh CMOTpea b umpoicyio, KBaapaTHyio KOMHaTy, Heivmoro donee 
neTKO ocBememryio, neM Kopnaop). Its walls were of white marble, the floor of 
ivory (ee ctchbi 6r>mH H3 denoro MpaMOpa, non H3 cnoHOBoii kocth), the ceiling of 
fretted silver (noTonoK H3 yKpameHHoro pe3bdoii cepedpa). He saw divans of rich 
satin (oh yBHnen nuBaHbi H3 doraToro araaca), gold-worked footstools of ivory 
(yKpameHHbie 3onoTOM CKaMeenKH ^nn Hor H3 cnoHOBoii kocth), a disk-shaped 
table of some massive, metal-like substance (^HCKOBHflHbiH CTon 113 KaKoro-TO 
MacciiBHoro noxoncero Ha MeTann BemecTBa). On one of the divans a man was 
reclining, looking toward the door (Ha o^hom H3 ^HBaHOB nonynencan nenoBeK, 
CMOTpeBmHii b CTOpOHy neepn; to recline — odnoKcmueambcn; CKjiommbcn, 
npucjioHRmbCR; nonyjieotcamb, Jieotcamb, paseanueuiucb (on, upon)). He laughed as 
he met the Cimmerian's startled glare (oh aacvieancn, Korna /oh/ BCTpeTHn 
nopa’/Keiiiibiii B trnan KoHaHa). 

corridor [’kOrldO:], substance ['sAbstqns], toward [tq'wO:d] 

He was looking into a broad, square chamber, somewhat more clearly lighted 
than the corridor. Its walls were of white marble, the floor of ivory, the ceiling of 
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fretted silver. He saw divans of rich satin, gold-worked footstools of ivory, a disk¬ 
shaped table of some massive, metal-like substance. On one of the divans a man 
was reclining, looking toward the door. He laughed as he met the Cimmerian's 
startled glare. 

This man was naked except for a loin cloth and high-strapped sandals (otot 
My>KHHHa 6 bin o6na>Keii 3a iiCKmoHeniieivi iiadeapeinion no bus km h caiman nil c 
BbicoKon niHypoBKon). He was brown-skinned (oh 6biji KOpmmeBOKmKHH), with 

close-cropped black hair (c kopotko ocTpnnceHHbiMn nepHbiMH BOJiocaMn) and 
restless black eyes that set off a broad, arrogant face (n deraiOLUiiMii HepiibiMii 
rna3aMH, KOTOpbie Bbinenanncb Ha mnpoKOM BbicoKOMepHOM mine). In girth and 
breadth he was enormous (b odxBaTe h no imipime oh 6bijt orpOMeH), with huge 
limbs on which the great muscles swelled and rippled at each slightest movement 
(c orpOMHBiMH k o n e hi io ct a mH, Ha KOTOpbix pa3ayBajiHCb h nepeKaTbiBanncb npn 
KancaoM ManeiimeM aBHnceHHH orpOMHbie Mycicyjibi). His hands were the largest 
Conan had ever seen (ero khcth 6bum caMbie SojibiHHe, /KOTOpbie/ Kopaa-HHdyab 
BHaen KoHaH). The assurance of gigantic physical strength colored his every action 
and inflection (yBepeHHOCTb b rnraHTCKOH (|)H3HHecKOH cnne OKpamriBana ero 
Kancaoe AeiicTBHe h HHTOHau,HK> = nponejimacb e KajtcdoM ezo deucmeuu u 
iwmoHaifuu). 

breadth [bredT], enormous [I'nO:mqs], seen [si:n] 

This man was naked except for a loin cloth and high-strapped sandals. He was 
brown-skinned, with close-cropped black hair and restless black eyes that set off a 
broad, arrogant face. In girth and breadth he was enormous, with huge limbs on 
which the great muscles swelled and rippled at each slightest movement. His hands 
were the largest Conan had ever seen. The assurance of gigantic physical strength 
colored his every action and inflection. 
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"Why not enter, barbarian?" he called mockingly, with an exaggerated gesture 
of invitation (noneiviy /6 bi/ He bohth, BapBap? — no3Ban oh HacMemnHBO, c 
npeyBejiHHeHHbiM '/KCCtom npHrjiameHHs = c npeyeejimenno padyumbiM 
npmjiaiuajoipuM j/cecmoM). 

Conan's eyes began to smolder ominously (rna3a KoHaHa Hanarm ropeTB 
yrpo'/Kaiome = 3anujiajiu yzpoDicaroiquM osneM), but he trod warily into the 
chamber, his sword ready (ho oh Borneji ocTOpomro b KOMHaTy Id MenoM 
HaroTOBe). 

"Who the devil are you?" he growled (hto tbi 3a aeMOH = (fipyianl — 
npopBinan oh). 

"I am Baal-pteor," the man answered (a Baan-nreop, — otbcthii MyacnHHa). 
"Once, long ago and in another land, I had another name (icoraa-TO, aaBHbiM-aaBHO 
b apyroh CTpaHe, a HMen =y Menn 6biJio apyroe HMa). But this is a good name, and 
why Totrasmek gave it to me, any temple wench can tell you (ho 3to xopomee 
HMa, h noneMy ToTpacMeic ero MHe, Te6e MoaceT CKa3aTb aroSaa xpaMOBaa 
aeBHpa 1 )." 

call [kO:l], invitation [InvI'telSn], ready [’redl] 

"Why not enter, barbarian?" he called mockingly, with an exaggerated gesture 
of invitation. 

Conan's eyes began to smolder ominously, but he trod warily into the chamber, 
his sword ready. 

"Who the devil are you?" he growled. 

"I am Baal-pteor," the man answered. "Once, long ago and in another land, I 
had another name. But this is a good name, and why Totrasmek gave it to me, any 
temple wench can tell you." 


i wench — ^eBHLja, /[erwuiKa, moho/kw VKeniUHna; TterwuiKa H 3 hh30b; npocraTyTKa (a s/tecb KaK pa 3 h hmcctch b 
Bujiy xpaMOBaa npocTHTyLina) 
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"So you're his dog!" grunted Conan (Taic tbi ero nee! — npoSypnan KoHaH). 
"Well, curse your brown hide, Baal-pteor, where's the wench you jerked through 
the wall (Hy, 6yaB npOKJWTa tboh KopnwneBaa niKypa, Eaammeop, rae aeBiina, 
/KOTOpyio/ tbi BTauuia ckbo3b CTeiiy)?" 

"My master entertains her!" laughed Baal-pteor (moh xo3jihh pa3BJieKaeT ee! — 
3acMeanca Baan-nTeop). "Listen (nocjiymaii)!" 

From beyond a door opposite the one by which Conan had entered (H3-3a aeepH 
HanpoTHB toh, nepe3 KOTOpyio Bomen KoHaH) there sounded a woman's scream, 
faint and muffled in the distance (pa3aaBanca '/KencKiifi BH3r, cjia6Biii n 

npHrnymeHHBiH Ha paccToaHHH). 

you [ju:], entertain [entq'teln], distance [’dlstqns] 

"So you're his dog!" grunted Conan. "Well, curse your brown hide, Baal-pteor, 
where's the wench you jerked through the wall?" 

"My master entertains her!" laughed Baal-pteor. "Listen!" 

From beyond a door opposite the one by which Conan had entered there 
sounded a woman's scream, faint and muffled in the distance. 

"Blast your soul (npOKJiaTBe Ha tboio ayniy)!" Conan took a stride toward the 
door, then wheeled with his skin tingling (KoHaH caenaji mar k aeepn, noTOM 
noBepHynca ot no Kama Banna /ero/ kojkh), Baal-pteor was laughing at him (Baan- 
nTeop CMeanea Haa hhm), and that laugh was edged with menace that made the 
hackles rise on Conan's neck (h btot CMex 6bijt ycnneH yrpo3oii, KOTOpaa BBi3Bana 
raeB KoHaHa: «3acTaBHJia noaHaTBca bojiockh Ha mee KoHaHa» ; to make smb ’s 
hackles rise = to raise smb’s hackles — ouiemuHumbcn, etueamb cnee) and sent a 
red wave of murder-lust driving across his vision (h Kpacuaa Bomra acaacati 
ydHHCTBa 3acTHJia ero B30p: «nocjiajia KpacHyio BOJiHy acaacaBi ySHHCTBa, 
npoxoa^myio nepe3 ero B30p»). 
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He started toward Baal-pteor, the knuckles on his swordhand showing white 
(oh dpocHJica k Baan-mreopy, cycTaBbi najibneB Ha pyicoaTKe ero Mena nobenenH). 

With a swift motion the brown man threw something at him — a shining crystal 
sphere that glistened in the weird light (SbiCTpbiM ,a,BH5KeHHeM KOpmmeBbiH 
nenoBeK Spocnji hto-to b Hero — CBeTammica xpycTanBHBiii map, KOTOpwii 
HCKpHJICB CBepXBeCTeCTBeHHBIM cbctom). 

menace ['menqs], knuckle [nAkl], threw [Tru:] 

"Blast your soul!" Conan took a stride toward the door, then wheeled with his 
skin tingling, Baal-pteor was laughing at him, and that laugh was edged with 
menace that made the hackles rise on Conan's neck and sent a red wave of murder- 
lust driving across his vision. 

He started toward Baal-pteor, the knuckles on his swordhand showing white. 
With a swift motion the brown man threw something at him — a shining crystal 
sphere that glistened in the weird light. 

Conan dodged instinctively (KoHaH hhcthhkthbho yBepHyncn), but, 
miraculously (ho, ny^ecHbiM o6pa30M), the globe stopped short in midair, a few 
feet from his face (map pe3KO ocTaHOBHJica b B03,nyxe, b HecKOJiBKHx (j)yTax ot ero 
jmpa). It did not fall to the floor (oh He ynan Ha non). It hung suspended (oh 
BHcen, noflBemeHHbiH), as if by invisible filaments (chobho Ha hcbhtihmbix 
hhtbx), some five feet above the floor ((jDyrax b nnra Ha# nonoM). And as he 
glared in amazement (h Kor^a oh CMOTpen /Ha Hero/ b royMneHHH), it began to 
rotate with growing speed (oh Hanan BpamaTbcn c B03pacTaiomeH cicopocTbio). 
And as it revolved it grew (h no Mepe Toro, xax oh Bpamancn, oh poc; to grow), 
expanded, became nebulous (yBenHmmancB, CTaHOBnncn pacnnbiBHaTBiM). It filled 
the chamber (oh 3anonHHn KOMHaTy). It enveloped him (oh oxyTan ero). It blotted 
out furniture, walls, the smiling countenance of Baal-pteor (oh 3aKpbin vieoenb, 
CTeHbi, ynbidammeecn nnijo Baan-nTeopa). He was lost in the midst of a blinding 
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bluish blur of whirling speed (oh noTepanca nocpe^H cjiemmtero rojiyboBaToro 
iurraa, pacnjitiBuieroca ot ckopocth Bpamemia; to be lost — nomepnmbcn ; to 
whirl — eepmemb(cH); Kpyoieiimb(cH); epoufomb ( cH )). Terrific winds screamed 
past Conan (cTpaniHbie BeTpbi npopeBeim = nponocunucb c peeoM memo KoHaHa), 
tugging at him, striving to wrench him from his feet (aepraa ero, CTpeMact c6htb 
ero c /ero/ Hor), to drag him into the vortex that spun madly before him (3aTanmTb 
ero b BopoHKy, KOTopaa Kpyacnjiacb ocLueno nepea hhm; to spin — Kpymumb(cH), 
eepmemb ( cn ), ebinucbieamb Kpyzu ). 

suspend [sqs'pend], furniture ['fq:nICq], vortex ['vO:teksl 

Conan dodged instinctively, but, miraculously, the globe stopped short in 
midair, a few feet from his face. It did not fall to the floor. It hung suspended, as if 
by invisible filaments, some five feet above the floor. And as he glared in 
amazement, it began to rotate with growing speed. And as it revolved it grew, 
expanded, became nebulous. It filled the chamber. It enveloped him. It blotted out 
furniture, walls, the smiling countenance of Baal-pteor. He was lost in the midst of 
a blinding bluish blur of whirling speed. Terrific winds screamed past Conan, 
tugging at him, striving to wrench him from his feet, to drag him into the vortex 
that spun madly before him. 

With a choking cry Conan lurched backward, reeled (c 3a,zp>ixaK)inHMca KpmcoM 
KoHaH HaKpeHHJica Ha3a#, nouiaTHyjica), felt the solid wall against his back 
(nonyBCTBOBan TBep^yK) CTeHy npOTHB = 3 a cmmon). At the contact the illusion 
ceased to be (npn KOHTaKTe HJuno3Ha npeKparana 6bitb = npeKpammacb ). The 
whirling, titanic sphere vanished like a bursting bubble (BpamaiommicH 

THTaHHnecKHH map Hcne3 Kaic nonHyBumir ny3Bipb). Conan reeled upright in the 
silver-ceilinged room, with a gray mist coiling about his feet (KoHaH BbinpaMnacH 
b KOMHaTe c cepebpaHbiM noTOJiKOM c ceptiM TyMaHOM, CTpyaimiMca y ero Hor), 
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and saw Baal-pteor lolling on the divan, shaking with silent laughter (n yBH^eji 
Eaan-nTeopa, pa3BajiHBiueroca Ha ^HBaHe, TpacymHMca ot 6e33BynHoro CMexa). 

sphere [sflq], bubble [bAbl], laughter [IRftq] 

With a choking cry Conan lurched backward, reeled, felt the solid wall against 
his back. At the contact the illusion ceased to be. The whirling, titanic sphere 
vanished like a bursting bubble. Conan reeled upright in the silver-ceilinged room, 
with a gray mist coiling about his feet, and saw Baal-pteor lolling on the divan, 
shaking with silent laughter. 

"Son of a slut!" Conan lunged at him (cyKHH cbih, — KoHaH SpocHJica Ha 
Hero). But the mist swirled up from the floor, blotting out that giant brown form 
(ho TyMaH KpyjKHJica = Kpyzamu noduuMcuicn ot nona, 3aicpbiBaa 3Ty niraiiTCKyio 
KOpHHHeByio (jmrypy; blot — unmno; kjwkccl; to blot — sazpRiURtnb, nammmb, 
Mapamb, cmaeumb krrkcu; 3ameMHRmb, 3acjioHRmb). Groping in a rolling cloud 
that blinded him rnapa /pyicaMH/ b KpyacameMca objiaice, KOTOpoe ocjiemuio ero), 
Conan felt a rending sensation of dislocation — and then room and mist and brown 
man were gone together (KoHaH nonyBCTBOBaji pBymee ornymemie CMeinemra — 
h noTOM KOMHaTa h TyMaH h KOpHHHeBbiir My>KHHHa nponanH /bc e/ BMecTe). He 
was standing alone among the high reeds of a marshy fen, and a buffalo was 
lunging at him, head down (oh CToan o^hh cpe/tn bbicokhx KaMbimeii Sojiothoh 
Tonn, h Ha Hero Hecca SyHBOJi, onycTHB ronoBy). He leaped aside from the ripping 
scimitar-curved horns (oh npbirayji b CTOpOHy ot pBym,Hx, H3orHyTbix b (jDopMe 
CHMHTapa (T.e. KpHBoii cabjin) poroB) and drove his sword in behind the foreleg, 
through ribs and heart (h BOTKHyji: «Boraaji» cboh Men no3a^H nepeAHeii Horn, 
CKB03B pebpa h cepflita; to drive — znamb). And then it was not a buffalo dying 
there in the mud, but the brown-skinned Baal-pteor (h Tor^a 3to OKa3anca He 
SyiiBOJi, yMupaiouniii TaM b rpasu, a k opu mi ie b o k o >khh Baan-nTeop). With a curse 
Conan struck off his head (c npOKJiaTHeM KoHaH OTcex ero ronoBy); and the head 
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soared from the ground and snapped beastlike tusks into his throat (a ronoBa 
Bocnapnna c 3eMjin n BromacB 3 Beponoao 6 iibiMH KJibiicaMH b ero ropno). For all 
his mighty strength he could not tear it loose (HecMOTpa Ha bckd ero Morynyio cnny 
oh He Mor OTOpBaTB ee) — he was choking — strangling (oh .naBHJica — 
3a^Bixanca); then there was a rush and roar through space (3aTeM 6biji SpocoK h 
xoxot ckbo3b npocTpaHCTBo), the dislocating shock of an immeasurable impact 
(moK CMemeHHa ot HeH3MepHMoro TOJimca), and he was back in the chamber with 
Baal-pteor (h oh 6bijt CHOBa b KOMHaTe c Baan-mreopOM), whose head was once 
more set firmly on his shoulders (m>a ronoBa oroiTB cn^ejia npOHHO Ha ero 
nuenax), and who laughed silently at him from the divan (h KOTOpBih CMeanea 
6e33ByuHO Ha# hhm c jjyiBaua ). 

floor [flO:], sensation [sen'selSn], curse [kq:s] 

"Son of a slut!" Conan lunged at him. But the mist swirled up from the floor, 
blotting out that giant brown form. Groping in a rolling cloud that blinded him, 
Conan felt a rending sensation of dislocation — and then room and mist and brown 
man were gone together. He was standing alone among the high reeds of a marshy 
fen, and a buffalo was lunging at him, head down. He leaped aside from the 
ripping scimitar-curved horns and drove his sword in behind the foreleg, through 
ribs and heart. And then it was not a buffalo dying there in the mud, but the brown¬ 
skinned Baal-pteor. With a curse Conan struck off his head; and the head soared 
from the ground and snapped beastlike tusks into his throat. For all his mighty 
strength he could not tear it loose — he was choking — strangling; then there was 
a rush and roar through space, the dislocating shock of an immeasurable impact, 
and he was back in the chamber with Baal-pteor, whose head was once more set 
firmly on his shoulders, and who laughed silently at him from the divan. 

"Mesmerism!" muttered Conan, crouching and digging his toes hard against the 
marble (rrmH03! — npobopMOTan KoHaH, npiiniSaacb h aaniiiYiaa TBepayio 
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no3HU,mo Ha MpaMOpe; to dig one’s toes — ynpenumbcx, ymeepdumbcn, yicpenumb 
ceoe nonooteenue, 3annmb meepdyw no3upwo: «6Konamb ceou najibijbi hoz »). 

His eyes blazed (ero rjia3a ntuiajiH). This brown dog was playing with him, 
making sport of him (3Ta KOpmmeBaa ncHHa mpana c hhm, .nenaa H3 Hero 
nocMemHme; to make sport of — dejiamb nocMemuipe U3; sport — omdbix, 

npunmnoe epeMmpenpoeojtcdenue; 3a6aea, pajeneHemie; iuymKa)\ But this 
mummery, this child's play of mists and shadows of thought, it could not harm him 
(ho 3tot lYiacKapan, 3Ta aeTCKaa nrpa H3 TyMaHOB h mhhmbix TeHeii, OHa He Morna 
noBpe^HTB eMy). He had but to leap and strike and the brown acolyte would be a 
mangled corpse under his heel (eMy Hymro 6bijto jihhib npbirHyTB h y^apHTt., h 
KOpHHHeBBiii npHCJiy>KHHK CTaHeT H3yBeneHHBiM TpynoM no# ero naTOH). This 
time he would not be fooled by shadows of illusion — but he was (b stot pa3 oh 
He Sy^eT o^ypanen TerniMu hjijho3hh = ezo ne odypanam ujuuo3opHbie menu — ho 
oh 6bijt /oaypawen/ = ho ezo odypami.au) . 

hard [hRdl, mummery [’mAmqrl], fool [fu:l] 

"Mesmerism!" muttered Conan, crouching and digging his toes hard against the 
marble. 

His eyes blazed. This brown dog was playing with him, making sport of him! 
But this mummery, this child's play of mists and shadows of thought, it could not 
harm him. He had but to leap and strike and the brown acolyte would be a mangled 
corpse under his heel. This time he would not be fooled by shadows of illusion — 
but he was. 

A blood-curdling snarl sounded behind him (Hy^OBiiunioe pBinamie pa3.na.nocL> 
no3a#H Hero), and he wheeled and struck in a flash at the panther crouching to 
spring on him from the metal-colored table (h oh obepHynca h yflapHJi 

MOJiHHeHOCHO no naHTepe, npHnaBmeii k 3eMJie, /htoSm/ npLirayTL Ha Hero co 
CTona c MeTaruiHuecKHM pbctom). Even as he struck, the apparition vanished (icaic 
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pa3, Kor^a oh yaapHJi, BHaemie Hcne3Jio) and his blade clashed deafeningly on the 
adamantine surface (n ero kjihhok omyuiHTeabuo aasmya no HecoKpyuiHMoii 


noBepxHOCTn). Instantly he sensed something abnormal (MraoBemro oh 

nonyBCTBOBaji hchto HeHopMajibHoe). The blade stuck to the table (kjihhok 

npHJinn k CTOJiy)! He wrenched at it savagely (oh ^hko aepHyn 3a Hero). It did not 
give (oh He noaaajiai). This was no mesmeristic trick (oto Gbiji He rnnHOTHnecKHK 
TpiOK). The table was a giant magnet (ctoji 6lijt rnraHTCKHM MarHHTOM). He 
gripped the hilt with both hands (oh cxBamji pyKoaTt oGemvui pyKaMH), when a 
voice at his shoulder brought him about, to face the brown man, who had at last 
risen from the divan (Kopua ronoc y ero nnena npHBeji ero b ceGa, /htoGbi/ 
OKaaaTbca jihu,om k KopnmieBOMy nenoBeKy, KOTOpBiii HaKOHeu, noamuica c 
aHBaHa; to face — cmonmb jiui^om k, 6bimb noeepHymbiM e cmopony nezo-n., 
CMompemb e Jiuijo, e 2Jia3a ). 

abnormal [xb'nO:mql], give [glv], risen [rlzn] 

A blood-curdling snarl sounded behind him, and he wheeled and struck in a 
flash at the panther crouching to spring on him from the metal-colored table. Even 
as he struck, the apparition vanished and his blade clashed deafeningly on the 
adamantine surface. Instantly he sensed something abnormal. The blade stuck to 
the table! He wrenched at it savagely. It did not give. This was no mesmeristic 
trick. The table was a giant magnet. He gripped the hilt with both hands, when a 
voice at his shoulder brought him about, to face the brown man, who had at last 
risen from the divan. 

Slightly taller than Conan and much heavier, Baal-pteor loomed before him, a 
daunting image of muscular development (nyTB Bbirne, neM KoHaH, h ropa3AO 
Ta>Keaee, Baaa-irreop paapocca nepea hhm — ycTpamaiommi o6pa3 MycKyjibHoro 
pa3BHTHa). His mighty arms were unnaturally long, and his great hands opened and 
closed, twitching convulsively (ero Morynne pyKH Gbijih HeecTecTBeHHO ainmHbie, 
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a ero orpOMHbie xhcth OTxpbiBaimcb h 3axpbiBajiHCb, cyaopoacHO noaepnmaacb). 
Conan released the hilt of his imprisoned sword and fell silent, watching his enemy 
through slitted lids (KoHaH OTnycraji pyxoaTb CBoero 3axBaneHHoro Mena n 
MOJinan, Habmoaaa 3a cbohm BparoM ckbo3b npnm,ypeHHBie Beicn; to fall silent — 
3ajuomamb, yMOJimynib). 

release [rl'lhs], mighty ['maltl], loom [lu:m] 

Slightly taller than Conan and much heavier, Baal-pteor loomed before him, a 
daunting image of muscular development. His mighty arms were unnaturally long, 
and his great hands opened and closed, twitching convulsively. Conan released the 
hilt of his imprisoned sword and fell silent, watching his enemy thorugh slitted 
lids. 


"Your head, Cimmerian!" taunted Baal-pteor (TBoa ronoBa, KHMMepueu! — 
flpa3HHJi Baan-mreop). "I shall take it with my bare hands (a B03bMy ee /mohmh/ 
rojitiMH pyicaMH), twisting it from your shoulders as the head of a fowl is twisted 
(cBepHy ee c tbohx mien, Kaic CBOpaunBaiOT ronoBy nrape)! Thus the sons of 
Kosala offer sacrifice to Yajur (Tax cbiHbi Kocanbi npunocaT acepTBbi 5fn>xypy). 
Barbarian, you look upon a strangler of Yota-pong (BapBap, Tbi CMOTpnmb Ha 
aymiiTejia HoTa-noHra). I was chosen by the priests of Yajur in my infancy (a 6biJi 
H3dpaH acpepaMH ^aacypa b ImoqmI aeTCTBe), and throughout childhood, boyhood, 
and youth I was trained in the art of slaying with the naked hands (h Ha 

npOTaaceHHH a^TCTBa, OTponecTBa h KDHomecTBa MeHa ynnan ncxyccTBy ybHBaTb 
roabiMH pyxaMH) — for only thus are the sacrifices enacted (h6o tojibko Tax 
npeanucano npHHOCHTb acepTBbi = npoeodumcn uepeMomm 
jKepmeonpuHowemiH). Yajur loves blood, and we waste not a drop from the 
victim's veins (Tfaacyp jiio6ht xpOBb, h mbi He TpaTHM noHanpacHy hh oanoH 
xannH xpoBH H3 BeH acepTBbi). When I was a child they gave me infants to throttle 
(xoraa a 6bm pebemcoM, /ohh/ MHe aaBaim ay ni HTh aeTeh); when I was a boy I 
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strangled young girls (xoraa a 6biJi MajibmncoM, a ny nu m kdhlix aeBoneic); as a 
youth, women, old men, and young boys (/xoraa a 6bm/ KtHomen — acemimH, 
CTapHKOB n iohbix McLibHHKOB). Not until I reached my full manhood was I given a 
strong man to slay on the altar of Yota-pong (numb xoraa a aocTHr Moeii nonHOH 
MyacecTBeHHOCTH = nojmocmbw 603Myjfcaji, MHe aaim: «a 6biJi aaH» yduTb Ha 
ajiTape HoTa-noHra cnjibHoro Myacmmy). 

bare [bFq],fowl [faul],sacrifice ['sxklrfalsl 

"Your head, Cimmerian!" taunted Baal-pteor. "I shall take it with my bare 
hands, twisting it from your shoulders as the head of a fowl is twisted! Thus the 
sons of Kosala offer sacrifice to Yajur. Barbarian, you look upon a strangler of 
Yota-pong. I was chosen by the priests of Yajur in my infancy, and throughout 
childhood, boyhood, and youth I was trained in the art of slaying with the naked 
hands — for only thus are the sacrifices enacted. Yajur loves blood, and we waste 
not a drop from the victim's veins. When I was a child they gave me infants to 
throttle; when I was a boy I strangled young girls; as a youth, women, old men, 
and young boys. Not until I reached my full manhood was I given a strong man to 
slay on the altar of Yota-pong. 

"For years I offered the sacrifices to Yajur (roam a npHHOCHJi acepTBbi 

^aacypy). Hundreds of necks have snapped between these fingers (cothh men 
xpycTHyrm MC/Kay 3 thx nanbpeB) —" he worked them before the Cimmerian's 
angry eyes (oh nomeBejiHJi hmh nepea cepanTbiMH rna3aMH KHMMepHHpa). "Why I 
fled from Yota-pong to become Totrasmek's servant is no concern of yours 
(noneMy a ybeacaa ot HoTa-noHra, /htoSm/ CTara cjiyron ToTpacMexa — He 
TBoero yMa aeno: «HHKaicoe OTHomemie TBoe»). In a moment you will be beyond 
curiosity (nepe3 MHr Tbi Syaeuib BHe mobonbiTCTBa = cmaneiub HejuodonbimeH). 
The priests of Kosala, the stranglers of Yajur, are strong beyond the belief of men 
(/Kpeubi Kocanbi, aymuTeau ftaacypa, CHJibHbi 3a npeaenaMH Bepbi juoaeH = 
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cwibHee, hcm Moeym npedcmaeumb juodu). And I was stronger than any (a a 6liji 
cnjiBHee, neM jiioGoh = Jirodozo). With my hands, barbarian, I shall break your 
neck (mohmh pyicaMH, BapBap, a cnoMaio tbokd meio)!" 

angry [’xNgrl], concern [kqn'sq:n], break [brelk] 

"For years I offered the sacrifices to Yajur. Hundreds of necks have snapped 
between these fingers —" he worked them before the Cimmerian's angry eyes. 

"Why I fled from Yota-pong to become Totrasmek's servant is no concern of 
yours. In a moment you will be beyond curiosity. The priests of Kosala, the 
stranglers of Yajur, are strong beyond the belief of men. And I was stronger than 
any. With my hands, barbarian, I shall break your neck!" 

And like the stroke of twin cobras, the great hands closed on Conan’s throat (n 
cjiobho SpocoK Ko6p-6jiH3Heu,OB orpOMHBie khcth coMKHyjiHCB Ha ropjie KOBaHa). 
The Cimmerian made no attempt to dodge or fend them away (KHMMepnen, He 

caejian rioiibrmi yBepnymcH hjth napnpOBaTB hx), but his own hands darted to the 
Kosalan’s bull-neck (ho ero codcTBeHHbie pyKH pHHyjiHcr. k dbinteii mee 
KoeajiHHpa). Baal-pteor's black eyes widened as he felt the thick cords of muscles 
that protected the barbarian's throat (nepHbie rna3a Baan-nTeopa pacimipHJiHCb, 
Koraa oh nonyBCTBOBaji TOJiCTbie KaHaTbi MycKyjiOB, KOTOpbie 3ammH,ajiH ropno 
BapBapa). With a snarl he exerted his inhuman strength, and knots and lumps and 
ropes of thews rose along his massive arms (c pbinaHneM oh Hanpar cbokd 

HeHenoBenecKyio CHJiy, h y3Jibi h 6yrpbi h KaHaTbi MycKyjiOB noamumcb Baonb = 
na ero MaccHBHbix pyxax; along — edoab, no). And then a choking gasp burst 
from him as Conan's fingers locked on his throat (a 3aTeM 3aipyaHeHHoe ot 
y/ry ni bH anixamie BbipBanocb H3 Hero, Koraa najibpbi KoHaHa eoMKHyjiHCb Ha ero 
ropjie). For an instant they stood there like statues (MraoBeHHe ohh CToaim TaM 
KaK CTaTyn), their faces masks of effort (hx Jinpa — nanpa>Keiiiibie MacKH: «MacKH 
ycHJiHa»), veins beginning to stand out purply on their temples (bchm HauHHanH 
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BLiraipaTt SarpoBbiM upeTOM Ha hx Biicicax). Conan's thin lips drew back from his 
teeth in a grinning snarl (Tomcne ry6bi KoHaHa OTTaHyjincb nasaa c 3y6oB = 
omKpbieaR 3y6u b CKajiameMca pbinaHHH). Baal-pteor's eyes were distended and in 
them grew an awful surprise and the glimmer of fear (raaaa Eaan-meopa 6bijih 
BBinyueHti = ebinyuwiucb, h b hhx pocno CTpamHoe ypHBJieHHe h npodnecK 
CTpaxa). Both men stood motionless as images ( 06 a My>KHHnb[ CToanii 

HenoflBH>KHBie, Rax H3BaaHHa), except for the expanding of their muscles on rigid 
arms and braced legs ( 3 a HCKJHoneHHeM yBemmeHmi hx MycKyjiOB Ha 
HenoKOJiedHMBix pyxax h ynepTBix Horax; rigid — j/cecmKuu, HezHyuyiucn, 
HezudKuu; Heczu.6aeM.biu, meepdbiu, nenodanuiuebiu; to brace — oxeambieamb, 
OKpyjtcamb, ononcbieamb; cooupamb cefm e i<yjiai<; ycumieamb, Hanpmamb ), but 
strength beyond common conception was warring there (ho CHJia 3a npe^enaMH 
oSbiHHoro npeacTaBaemia cpa^xanacb TaM) — strength that might have uprooted 
trees and crushed the skulls of bullocks (cnna, KOTOpaa Morna 6bi BBipBaTb c 
KOpHeM ,n,epeBba h pa3^po6HTb nepena bohob). 

thews [Tju:z], purply f'pq:pll], awful [’0:fVl] 

And like the stroke of twin cobras, the great hands closed on Conan's throat. 

The Cimmerian made no attempt to dodge or fend them away, but his own hands 
darted to the Kosalan's bull-neck. Baal-pteor's black eyes widened as he felt the 
thick cords of muscles that protected the barbarian's throat. With a snarl he exerted 
his inhuman strength, and knots and lumps and ropes of thews rose along his 
massive arms. And then a choking gasp burst from him as Conan's fingers locked 
on his throat. For an instant they stood there like statues, their faces masks of 
effort, veins beginning to stand out purply on their temples. Conan's thin lips drew 
back from his teeth in a grinning snarl. Baal-pteor's eyes were distended and in 
them grew an awful surprise and the glimmer of fear. Both men stood motionless 
as images, except for the expanding of their muscles on rigid arms and braced legs, 
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but strength beyond common conception was warring there — strength that might 
have uprooted trees and crushed the skulls of bullocks. 

The wind whistled suddenly from between Baal-pteor's parted teeth (BeTep = 
nomoK eo3dyxa Bapyr 3acBHCTeji H3 pa35KaTBix 3y6oB Eaan-nTeopa). His face was 
growing purple (ero jihiio CTaHOBHJiocB SarpOBbiM = Oaepoeejio). Fear flooded his 
eyes (cTpax 3ajmn ero rjia3a). His thews seemed ready to burst from his arms and 
shoulders (ero Mycicyjibi c = na /ero/ pyicax n nnenax, Ka3ajiocb, totobbi nonHyTb), 
yet the muscles of the Cimmerian's thick neck did not give (tcm He MeHee 

MycKyjibi tojictoh men KHMMepinm,a He noa^ajiHCb); they felt like masses of 
woven iron cords under his desperate fingers (ohh 6buiH Ha outynu, Kaic crycTKH 
nepenjieTeHbix >Keae3nbix KanaTOB non ero o th aa b llhi m h ca najibiiaMii; to feel — 
6bimb na oipyrn; to weave — nnecmu ). But his own flesh was giving way under 
the iron fingers of the Cimmerian (o^HaKO ero cobcTBeHHaa nnoTb noAnaBanacb 
noa 5Kejie3HbiMH nanbu,aMH KHMMepmiiia) which ground deeper and deeper into 
the yielding throat muscles (KOTOpbie BaaBjniBanner rjiybace h raybace b 
c^aromHeca ropnoBbie Mbimiin), crushing them in upon jugular and windpipe 
(BaaBJiHBaa hx b apcMiiyio BeHy h abixaTenbiioe ropno; to give way — yemynamb, 
noddaeamben). 

whistle [wlsl], yield [ji:Id], jugular ['GAgjulq] 

The wind whistled suddenly from between Baal-pteor's parted teeth. His face 
was growing purple. Fear flooded his eyes. His thews seemed ready to burst from 
his arms and shoulders, yet the muscles of the Cimmerian's thick neck did not give; 
they felt like masses of woven iron cords under his desperate fingers. But his own 
flesh was giving way under the iron fingers of the Cimmerian which ground deeper 
and deeper into the yielding throat muscles, crushing them in upon jugular and 
windpipe. 
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The statuesque immobility of the group gave way to sudden, frenzied motion 
(cKyjibnTypnaa nenoaBH>KHOCTb rpynnbi ycTyronia Heo>KH,aaHHOMy demeiiOMy 
aBH>KeHHK)), as the Kosalan began to wrench and heave, seeking to throw himself 
backward (xoraa Kocanaiieu Han an Bbipbreaibca n noBopammaTbca, nbnancb 
OTKHHyrbca Ha3afl). He let go of Conan's throat and grasped his wrists, trying to 
tear away those inexorable fingers (oh OTnycraji ropno KoHaHa h cxBaTHJi ero 
3anacTba, CTapaacb OTOpBaTb 3 tii HeyMOJiHMBie najibijbi). 

With a sudden lunge Conan bore him backward until the small of his back 
crashed against the table (BHe3anm>iM SpocKOM KoHaH OTTOJiKHyn ero Ha3a^, noica 
= man nmo /ero/ noacHHpa yuapHJiacb o ctoji; small of one’s back — noRcnuija). 
And still farther over its edge Conan bent him, back and back, until his spine was 
ready to snap (h eme .najibine nepe3 /ero/ Kpaii KoHaH rornbaji ero, Ha3a,n h Ha3a^, 
noxa ero ho3bohohhhk /He/ 6bijt totob cnoMaTbca). 

statuesque [stxCu'esk], inexorable [I’neksqrqbl], farther [’fRDq] 

The statuesque immobility of the group gave way to sudden, frenzied motion, 
as the Kosalan began to wrench and heave, seeking to throw himself backward. He 
let go of Conan's throat and grasped his wrists, trying to tear away those inexorable 
fingers. 

With a sudden lunge Conan bore him backward until the small of his back 
crashed against the table. And still farther over its edge Conan bent him, back and 
back, until his spine was ready to snap. 

Conan's low laugh was merciless as the ring of steel (hh3khh CMex KoHaHa 6biji 
6e3>KajiocTHbiM, Kax KOJibu,o H3 CTanH = cmajibHoe KOJibijo'). 


i B zipyroM nepeBo^e n BCTperaji «3boh CTanH». 3ziecb mo>kho noAHCKyrapoBaTb. /Joporae HHTaTeJiH, no^yMaiiTe 
caMH, mto 6onee 6e3>KajiocTHo «3boh cTann» hjih «cTanbHoe KOJibno». ft no/i «cTanbHbiM KOJibno\i» noHHMaio to 
5Kene3Hoe KOJibno, KOTopbiM KoHaH oxBaTHJi ropno npoTHBHHKa. 0/uraKO hhkohm o6pa30M He cnmaHTe Mena 
nocne^HeM HncTainweM, a flenairre cboh Bbioop. 
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"You fool!" he all but whispered (tui aypax! — oh numb menTaa). "I think you 
never saw a man from the West before (a nyiviaio, th Hnxorna /He/ BHnen uenoBexa 
c 3anaaa paHbine). Did you deem yourself strong, because you were able to twist 
the heads off civilized folk (te.i cnHTan ce6n CHnr.HE.iM, noTOMy hto th Mor 
CBOpauHBaTE. ronoBBi u,HBHnH30BaHHbix nroaeir), poor weaklings with muscles like 
rotten string (Seamnx cnabaxoB c MycxynaMH xax rannan BepeBxa; to rot — 
2 Humb)l Hell (aa = npoKJinmue)\ Break the neck of a wild Cimmerian bull before 
you call yourself strong (cnoMair rneio amcoro xHMMepHiicxoro 6bnca, npencae neM 
Tbi Ha30Bemb ce6n cnnbHbiM = npeofcde ueM Ha3eamb ce6n cwibHUM). I did that, 
before I was a full-grown man — like this (a caenan 3to ao Toro, xax a CTan 
B3pocnbiM MyacHHHoir — bot Tax)!" 

merciless ['mq:sills], never [’nevq], bull [bVl] 

Conan's low laugh was merciless as the ring of steel. 

"You fool!" he all but whispered. "I think you never saw a man from the West 
before. Did you deem yourself strong, because you were able to twist the heads off 
civilized folk, poor weaklings with muscles like rotten string? Hell! Break the neck 
of a wild Cimmerian bull before you call yourself strong. I did that, before I was a 
full-grown man — like this!" 

And with a savage wrench he twisted Baal-pteor’s head around until the ghastly 
face leered over the left shoulder (h ^hxhm pbibxom oh npOBepHyn roaoBy Eaan- 
nTeopa h BbixpyHHBan, noxa Mep3xoe jihu,o /He/ CTajio CMOTpeTb ncxoca nepe3 
neBoe nneno), and the vertebrae snapped like a rotten branch (a ho3bohohhhx /He/ 
TpecHyn, xax rannaa BeTxa). 

Conan hurled the flopping corpse to the floor (KoHaH uiBbipHyn obBiicmee Teno 
Ha non), turned to the sword again, and gripped the hilt with both hands, bracing 
his feet against the floor (noBepHynca CHOBa x Meny h cxBaTHJi pyxoaTb obeHMH 
pyxaMH, ynepeB /cboh/ Horn b non). Blood trickled down his broad breast from the 
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wounds Baal-pteor's finger nails had torn in the skin of his neck (KpOBB comuiacB 
no ero mnpOKon rpy/m H3 paH, /KOToptie/ HaHecjin hohh naiibueB Baaa-nTeopa b 
KO>K e ero men). His black hair was damp, sweat ran down his face (ero nepHBie 

bojiocbi Gbijih BJia)KHbie, noT ere raj i no /ero/ Jinny), and his chest heaved (a ero 

rpyat B3ar»iManacL). For all his vocal scorn of Baal-pteor's strength, he had almost 
met his match in the inhuman Kosalan (HecMOTpa Ha Bee ero cnoBecHoe 

npeHe6pe>KeHHe chjioh Baan-mreopa, oh BCTperaji nonra paBHoro cede b 
decnenoBenHOM Kocajiamje; match —paenbiu no cuaaM npomuenuK, docmounuii 
conepmiK). But without pausing to catch his breath clung (ho He ocTaHaBJiHBaacB, 
/hto6bi/ nepeBecTH /cBoe/ nuixaHHe), he exerted all his strength in a mighty wrench 
that tore the sword from the magnet where it (oh Hanpar bck> cboio cnjiy b 
MoryneM pBiBKe, KOTOpBiii OTOpBan Men ot MarHHTa, rne = k KomopoMy oh 
up mum; to cling — i{en.mmbcn, npwiunamb, Kpenco depotcambcn). 

vertebra [’vq:tlbrq], exert [Ig'zq:t], magnet ['mxgnlt] 

And with a savage wrench he twisted Baal-pteor's head around until the ghastly 
face leered over the left shoulder, and the vertebrae snapped like a rotten branch. 

Conan hurled the flopping corpse to the floor, turned to the sword again, and 
gripped the hilt with both hands, bracing his feet against the floor. Blood trickled 
down his broad breast from the wounds Baal-pteor's finger nails had torn in the 
skin of his neck. His black hair was damp, sweat ran down his face, and his chest 
heaved. For all his vocal scorn of Baal-pteor's strength, he had almost met his 
match in the inhuman Kosalan. But without pausing to catch his breath, he exerted 
all his strength in a mighty wrench that tore the sword from the magnet where it 
clung. 

Another instant and he had pushed open the door from behind which the scream 
had sounded (erne oaho MraoBemie — h oh pacnaxHyji apepB: «TOJiKHyji 
OTKpBiTOH flBepB», n3-3a KOTOpOH pa 3 aaBanca KpHK), and was looking down a long 
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straight corridor, lined with ivory doors (n CMOTpen b ^jihhhbih iipaMon Kopimop c 
pa^OM ^Bepeii H3 cjiohoboh kocth). The other end was masked by a rich velvet 
curtain apyroii KOHeu, 6 biji CKpt.iT doraxbiM SapxaTiibiM 3aHaBecoM), and from 
beyond that curtain came the devilish strains of such music as Conan had never 
heard, not even in nightmares (n H3-3a 3Toro 3aHaBeca AOHOCHJTHCb a^CKne 
Menoami TaKoii MysbiKH, Kaicon KoHaH niiKorna /He/ cjiwmaji, nance b KomMapax). 
It made the short hairs bristle on the back of his neck (oHa 3acTaBHJia KOpOTKne 

bojiockh BCTaTB nudoM Ha 3anHen nacTH ero men = om nee eojiocbi y nezo na 
3aepu6Ke ecmanu dbidoM). Mingled with it was the panting, hysterical sobbing of a 
woman (c Heir CMeniHBanocb = k neu npuMemueajiocb Ta^Kenoe atixaHHe: 
«CMemaHHoe c Heir 6bijto T3DKenoe abixaiuie», HCTepHHHbie BCxaunbiBanmi 
5KeHmHHbi). Grasping his sword firmly, he glided down the corridor (c>KHMaa 
KpenKO cboh Men, oh CKOJib3Hyji no Kopnaopy). 

straight [strelt], curtain [kq:tn], bristle [brlsl] 

Another instant and he had pushed open the door from behind which the scream 
had sounded, and was looking down a long straight corridor, lined with ivory 
doors. The other end was masked by a rich velvet curtain, and from beyond that 
curtain came the devilish strains of such music as Conan had never heard, not even 
in nightmares. It made the short hairs bristle on the back of his neck. Mingled with 
it was the panting, hysterical sobbing of a woman. Grasping his sword firmly, he 
glided down the corridor. 


4. Dance, Girl, Dance! 
(TaHuyii, fleeoHKa, TaHuyii!) 
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When Zabibi was jerked head-first through the aperture which opened in the 
wall behind the idol (icoraa 3a6n6n 6bma BTaHyra ronoBon Bnepea nepe3 
OTBepcme, KOTOpoe otkpbijiocb b CTeHe 3a h/iojiom), her first, dizzy, disconnected 
thought was that her time had come (ee nepBon rojiOBOKpyacHTejibHoii 

odpbiBOHHOH MbicjibK) 6 bijio, hto npnmjio ee Bpeivui). She instinctively shut her 
eyes and waited for the blow to fall (OHa hhcthhkthbho 3aKpbma /cboh/ rjia3a n 

CTana 5K^aTt y^apa, /KOTOpbih/ na^eT /Ha Hee/). But instead she felt herself 
dumped unceremoniously onto the smooth marble floor (ho bmccto /oToro/ OHa 
nonyBCTBOBajia ce6a CBajieHHoii = nonyecmeoeana, kcik ee ceamuiu 6ecu,epeMOHHO 
Ha rjiaARHH MpaMOpHbiii non), which bruised her knees and hip (ot aero /oHa/ 
ymndna /cboh/ kojichh h 6e^po). Opening her eyes, she stared fearfully around her 
(oTKpbiB /cboh/ rna3a, OHa ncnyraHHO ocMOTpenacb), just as a muffled impact 
sounded from beyond the wall (icaic pa3 Roma npHrnymeHHBiH yzjap paananca H3- 
3a CTeHbi). She saw a brown-skinned giant in a loin cloth standing over her (oHa 
yBH^ejia KOpHHHeBOKoncero rnraHTa b Ha6e,npeHH0H noBfl3ice, CToamero Ha,n, Heir), 
and, across the chamber into which she had come, a man sat on a divan (h nepe3 
KOMHaTy = na dpyzoM Konije KOMHambi, b KOTOpyio OHa nonana, Ha ^HBaHe CH^en 
MyncuHHa), with his back to a rich black velvet curtain (cnHHoii k SoraTOMy 

nepHOMy dapxaTiiOMy 3aHaBecy), a broad, fleshy man, with fat white hands and 
snaky eyes (mnpoKHH, TyuHbiH lYiy'/KHiina c TOJiCTbiMH SejibiMH pyKavui h 
3Jio6HbiMH ma3aMH; snake — 3Men, zadwKa). And her flesh crawled (h y Hee no 
Teny no6e>KajiH MypauiKH), for this man was Totrasmek, the priest of Hanuman 
(h6o 3tot My>KHHHa 6biJia ToTpacMeK, >Kpeu, XaHyMaHa), who for years had spun 
his slimy webs of power throughout the city of Zamboula (KOTOpbiii y>Ke ro^bi 
nnen cboio jiHmcyio naymHy BJiacm no BceMy ropo^y 3aM6yjie; to spin — 
nnecmu, npncmb, cynumb). 

aperture ['xpqCq], smooth [smu:D], throughout [Tru:'autj 
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When Zabibi was jerked head-first through the aperture which opened in the 
wall behind the idol, her first, dizzy, disconnected thought was that her time had 
come. She instinctively shut her eyes and waited for the blow to fall. But instead 
she felt herself dumped unceremoniously onto the smooth marble floor, which 
bruised her knees and hip. Opening her eyes, she stared fearfully around her, just 
as a muffled impact sounded from beyond the wall. She saw a brown-skinned giant 
in a loin cloth standing over her, and, across the chamber into which she had come, 
a man sat on a divan, with his back to a rich black velvet curtain, a broad, fleshy 
man, with fat white hands and snaky eyes. And her flesh crawled, for this man was 
Totrasmek, the priest of Hanuman, who for years had spun his slimy webs of 
power throughout the city of Zamboula. 

"The barbarian seeks to batter his way through the wall," said Totrasmek 
sardonically, "but the bolt will hold (BapBap ntiTaeTca npobnTB /cbok >/ ^opory 
ckbo3b CTeHy, — CKa3an capflOHnnecKH ToTpacMeK, — ho 3acoB BBiflepmrr)." 

The girl saw that a heavy golden bolt had been shot across the hidden door 
CzieBynnca yBH^ejia, hto T3DKern>iH 30jiotoh 3acoB 6bijt nepedpomeH nonepex 
cnpaTaHHoii ABepn), which was plainly discernible from this side of the wall 
(KOTOpaa 6bina acHO BH/jHMa c 3toh ctopohbi CTeHbi). The bolt and its sockets 
would have resisted the charge of an elephant (3acoB h ero cko6bi Bbmepacajm 6bi 
aTaicy cnona). 

hold [hquldj, discernible [dl'sqmqbl], resist [rl’zlst] 

"The barbarian seeks to batter his way through the wall," said Totrasmek 
sardonically, "but the bolt will hold." 

The girl saw that a heavy golden bolt had been shot across the hidden door, 
which was plainly discernible from this side of the wall. The bolt and its sockets 
would have resisted the charge of an elephant. 
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"Go open one of the doors for him, Baal-pteor," ordered Totrasmek (noifun 
OTKpoii eMy oa,Hy H3 aBepeh, Baan-nTeop, — npnKa3aji ToTpacMeic). "Slay him in 
the square chamber at the other end of the corridor (y6eii ero b KBaapaTHOH 

KOMHaTe b apyroM Komje Kopnaopa)." 

The Kosalan salaamed (KOcanaHen, hh3ko noKJiOHHJica c npaBoii JiaaoHBK) Ha 
Ji6y; to salaam — hu3ko noKjiomimbCH, npinojicue npaeyio Jiadonb ko Ji6y: 
«cdejiamb cejimt ») and departed by the way of a door in the side wall of the 
chamber (h yrneji nepe3 aeepB b Sokoboh CTeHe KOMHaTbi). Zabibi rose, staring 
fearfully at the priest (3a6H6n noamuiact, rnaaa co CTpaxoM Ha 5Kpepa), whose 
eyes ran avidly over her splendid figure (hbh rjia3a = zna3a Komopoeo acaaHO 
npodeacajm no ee BejimconenHOH (J)nrype). To this she was indifferent (k 3TOMy 
OHa 6bina paBHoaymHa). A dancer of Zamboula was accustomed to nakedness 
(TaHH,OBiuHU,a 3aM6ynbi 6bina npHBbiKiueH = npueuKria k HaroTe). But the cruelty 
in his eyes started her limbs to quivering (ho acecTOKOCTb b ero rna3ax 6pocM.no ee 
KOHenHOCTH b apoacb = 6bi36ano dpootcb e ee KOHeHHoemnx). 

order [’0:dq], square [skwFq], avidly [’xvldll] 

"Go open one of the doors for him, Baal-pteor," ordered Totrasmek. "Slay him 
in the square chamber at the other end of the corridor." 

The Kosalan salaamed and departed by the way of a door in the side wall of the 
chamber. Zabibi rose, staring fearfully at the priest, whose eyes ran avidly over her 
splendid figure. To this she was indifferent. A dancer of Zamboula was 
accustomed to nakedness. But the cruelty in his eyes started her limbs to quivering. 

"Again you come to me in my retreat, beautiful one," he purred with cynical 
hypocrisy (onaTb tbi npiixoaumb = nputum ko MHe b Moe npHCTaHHine, 
KpacaBHpa: «KpacHBaa oana», — npOMypjibiKaji oh c h,hhhhhbim jinpeMepneM). "It 
is an unexpected honor (oto Heo>KHaaHHaa necTb). You seemed to enjoy your 
former visit so little (tbi, Ka^ceTca, Tax Mano nonyHHJia yaoBOJibCTBHa ot CBoero 
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a He CMeji 


npeacHero Bii3HTa), that I dared not hope for you to repeat it (hto 
HafleaTbca, /hto/ tli noBTopiiwb ero; to enjoy — nojiynamt ydoeonbcmeue, 
HacjiaofcdambCH). Yet I did all in my power to provide you with an interesting 
experience (oAHaico a c/ienan Bee /hto 6bijto/ b mohx CHJiax, /hto6bi/ odecneHHTb 
Teoa = docmaeumb me6e HHTepecHBie BnenaTneHna: «HHTepecHbiH onbiT»; to 
provide smb. with smth. — ooecnemimb kozo-ji. ueM-ji.)." 

dilate [dal'lelt], dancer ['dRnsq], impossibility [Im"pOsq'bIlItI] 

For a Zamboulan dancer to blush would be an impossibility (ana 3aM6yjibCKOH 
TaHpoBumpbi noKpacHeTB ot CTbiaa 6r>ino 6bi HeB03MoacHOCTBio = Heeeponmno), 
but a smolder of anger mingled with the fear in Zabibi’s dilated eyes (ho otohb 
raeBa CMemanea co CTpaxoM b pacmupeHHbix rna3ax 3a6n6H). 

"Fat pig (nmpHaa CBHHba)! You know I did not come here for love of you (th 
3Haeuib, /hto/ a npnmna cioaa He paan jik)6bh k Te6e)." 

"Again you come to me in my retreat, beautiful one," he purred with cynical 
hypocrisy. "It is an unexpected honor. You seemed to enjoy your former visit so 
little, that I dared not hope for you to repeat it. Yet I did all in my power to provide 
you with an interesting experience." 

For a Zamboulan dancer to blush would be an impossibility, but a smolder of 
anger mingled with the fear in Zabibi’s dilated eyes. 

"Fat pig! You know I did not come here for love of you." 

"No," laughed Totrasmek, "you came like a fool, creeping through the night 
with a stupid barbarian to cut my throat (hct, — 3acMeajica ToTpacMeic, — th 
npHuma, Kax .nyponica, npOKpaBiuncb b hohh c TynbiM BapBapOM, /hto6bi/ 
nepepe3aTb Moe ropno = j\we zopno). Why should you seek my life (3aneM tbi 
AOIDKH a HCKaTb MOK> 5KH3Hb = 30HeM mbl HOKyiuaeiUbCn Ha MOtO DtCU3Hb\ to seek 
smb. 's life — noKyiuambcn na Hbjo-ji. otcu3Hb)T 
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"You know why!" she cried, knowing the futility of trying to dissemble (tbi 
3Haem& 3aneM! — KpnKHyna OHa, 3Haa TiueTHOCTB nonuiTOK npHTBOpaTBca). 

"You are thinking of your lover," he laughed (tbi ayMaemn o tbocm 

modoBHHKe, — 3acMeajica oh). "The fact that you are here seeking my life shows 
that he quaffed the drug I gave you (tot (j)aKT = mo , hto tbi HaxoaHinbca 3aect, 

noKymaacb Ha moio >kh3hb, noKa3biBaeT = ceudemejibcmeyem , hto oh b bin mu 

CHaAodbe, /KOTOpoe/ a ^an Te6e). Well, did you not ask for it (Hy, /pa3Be/ Tbi He 
npocHJia ero)? And did I not send what you asked for, out of the love I bear you (h 
/pa3Be/ a He nocjian to, Hero tbi npocHJia, H3 hioSbh, /KOTOpyio/ a miTaio k Te6e)?" 

should [SVd], futility [fju: ’tllltl], quaff [kwRf] 

"No," laughed Totrasmek, "you came like a fool, creeping through the night 
with a stupid barbarian to cut my throat. Why should you seek my life?" 

"You know why!" she cried, knowing the futility of trying to dissemble. 

"You are thinking of your lover," he laughed. "The fact that you are here 
seeking my life shows that he quaffed the drug I gave you. Well, did you not ask 
for it? And did I not send what you asked for, out of the love I bear you?" 

"I asked you for a drug that would make him slumber harmlessly for a few 
hours," she said bitterly (a npocHJia y Teba CHa,ztobBe, KOTOpoe 6bi ycbimuio ero: 
«3acTaBHJio ero cnaTb» 6e3 Bpe^a Ha HecKOJibKO nacoB, — CKa3ana OHa ropecTHo; 
bitter — zopbKuu). "And you — you sent your servant with a drug that drove him 
mad (a tbi — tbi nocnan CBoero cnyry co CHa,nobBeM, KOTOpoe CBeno ero c yMa)! I 
was a fool ever to trust you (a bbuia aypoii, /hto/ Boobrne noBepHJia Tebe: «Kor^,a- 
jinbo noBepHTB Tebe»). I might have known your protestations of friendship were 
lies, to disguise your hate and spite (a Morna bui 3HarB = dozadambcn, /hto/ tboh 
3aBepeHHH b ^pyacbe bBuin jioacBio, /HTobui/ ckpbitb tboio HeHaBHCTB h 3aoby)." 

ask [Rsk), friendship ['frendSIp], disguise [dls’galz] 


MyjibmuH3biKoeou npoeian Mjibu OpauKa www. franklang. ru 


483 



"I asked you for a drug that would make him slumber harmlessly for a few 
hours," she said bitterly. "And you — you sent your servant with a drug that drove 
him mad! I was a fool ever to trust you. I might have known your protestations of 
friendship were lies, to disguise your hate and spite." 

"Why did you wish your lover to sleep?" he retorted (,njia Hero tbi xoTena, 
/hto6m/ tboh juoSobhhk cnan? — OTnapnpOBaji oh). "So you could steal from him 
the only thing he would never give you (Tax 6bi tm CMorna yicpacTB y Hero 
eflHHCTBeHHyio Beum, /KOTOpyio/ oh HHKor^a 6bi He no,nap hji Te6e) — the ring 
with the jewel men call the Star of Khorala (kojimio c flparoiteHHMM KaivmeM, 
/KOTOpbin/ moflH Ha3biBaiOT 3Be3floii Xopana) — the star stolen from the queen of 
Ophir, who would pay a roomful of gold for its return ( 3 Be 3 flOH, noxHiueHHOH y 
KOponeBbi Ocjmpa, KOTOpaa 3annaTHJia 6w nojmyio KOMHaTy 30Ji0Ta 3 a ero 
B03BpaT = nmo6bi eepnymb ezo; to steal — yKpacmb, noxumumb ). He would not 
give it to you willingly (oh He or^an 6w ero Te6e AoSpOBOJibHo), because he knew 
that it holds a magic which, when properly controlled (noTOMy hto oh 3Han, hto 
oho ^epacHT BOJimedcTBO = odmdaem eojivuednou cujiou, KOTOpaa, npn 
HaAJieacaureM ynpaBJieHHH: «Korfla HaflJieacaiHHM o6pa30M ynpaBJiaeMaa»), will 
enslave the hearts of any of the opposite sex (nopadoTHT cepflite modoro 

/neaoBeKa/ npOTHBonojioacHoro nona). You wished to steal it from him (tbi xoTena 
CTamHTb ero (icaMeHb) y Hero (jnoSoBHHica)), fearing that his magicians would 
discover the key to that magic (6oacb, hto ero BoamedmiKH Haifnyr kjhoh k 3TOMy 
BoamedcTBy) and he would forget you in his conquests of the queens of the world 
(h oh 3a6yaeT Te6a b 3aBoeBaHHH u,apnu, MHpa = 3aeoeeuean / noKopm iiapuii 
Mupa ). You would sell it back to the queen of Ophir, who understands its power 
and would use it to enslave me (tm 6m npo^ajia ero odpaTHO KOpoaeBe Otjmpa, 
KOTOpaa noHHMaeT ero cnay h Hcnojib30Bajia 6bi ero, /hto6m/ noxopHTb MeHa), as 
she did before it was stolen (icaic OHa c^eaajia ,zto Toro, Kaic oh 6mjt yKpa^eH; to 
steal — Kpacmb)." 
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queen [kwi:n], magician [mq'GISqn], forget [fq’get] 


"Why did you wish your lover to sleep?" he retorted. "So you could steal from 
him the only thing he would never give you — the ring with the jewel men call the 
Star of Khorala — the star stolen from the queen of Ophir, who would pay a 
roomful of gold for its return. He would not give it to you willingly, because he 
knew that it holds a magic which, when properly controlled, will enslave the hearts 
of any of the opposite sex. You wished to steal it from him, fearing that his 
magicians would discover the key to that magic and he would forget you in his 
conquests of the queens of the world. You would sell it back to the queen of Ophir, 
who understands its power and would use it to enslave me, as she did before it was 
stolen." 

"And why do you want it?" she demanded sulkily (a noneMy tm xonemr, ero = 
a 3aueM oh me6el — cnpocnna OHa MpanHo). 

"I understand its powers (a nomiMaio ero chjim). It would increase the power of 
my arts (oh 6m yBejiHHHJi moiub mohx HCKyecTB = moux nap)." 

"Well," she snapped, "you have it now (Hy, — CKa3ana OHa pasapaaceHHO, — 
tm HMeeuiu ero Tenepr. = oh menepby me6n)\" 

"7 have the Star of Khorala (y Memi 3Be3aa Xopana)? Nay, you err (hct, tm 
3a6jiyaca,aembca) ." 

demand [dl'mRnd], increase [In'kri:s], err [q:j 

"And why do you want it?" she demanded sulkily. 

"I understand its powers. It would increase the power of my arts." 

"Well," she snapped, "you have it now!" 

"7 have the Star of Khorala? Nay, you err." 
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"Why bother to lie?" she retorted bitterly (k Heiviy yTpyacaaTB ce6a noacBio? — 
OTnapHpOBana OHa ropBKo). "He had it on his finger when he drove me into the 
streets (oh HMen ee Ha ero najiBue = ona 6biJia y nezo na naubtfe, Koraa oh bbibcji 
MeHs Ha yjimjy). He did not have it when I found him again (ee He 6bijio y Hero, 

Kopaa a Hamaa ero CHOBa). Your servant must have been watching the house, and 
have taken it from him, after I escaped him (tboh cnyra, HaBepHoe, iiadmoaaa 3a 
AOmom n 3a6paji ee y Hero, nocne Toro KaK a ydeacajia ot Hero). To the devil with 
it (k nepTy c Heir = uy u mym c ueu) ! I want my lover back sane and whole (a xony 
= Mne nyDfcen moh jhoSobhhk Ha3aa b 3apaBOM yMe h HeBpeaHMBiii). You have the 
ring; you have punished us both (y Te6a ecTB kojibu,o, tbi Haica3aji Hac o6ohx). 
Why do you not restore his mind to him (noneMy Te6e He BepHyTb eMy pa3yM)? 
Can you (tbi MoaceuiB)?" 

bother ['bODq], retort [rI'tO:t], punish [’pAnlS] 

"Why bother to lie?" she retorted bitterly. "He had it on his finger when he 
drove me into the streets. He did not have it when I found him again. Your servant 
must have been watching the house, and have taken it from him, after I escaped 
him. To the devil with it! I want my lover back sane and whole. You have the ring; 
you have punished us both. Why do you not restore his mind to him? Can you?" 

"I could," he assured her, in evident enjoyment of her distress (a Mor 6bi, — 
yBepHJi oh ee b oneBHaHOM HacnaacaeHHH ot ee ropa). He drew a phial from 
among his robes (oh BBiTaumn ny3Bipeic H3 /cpean/ cbohx oaeamm). "This 
contains the juice of the golden lotus (oto co^epacHT cok 30JiOToro noToea). If your 
lover drank it, he would be sane again (ecrm 6bi tboh jhoSobhhk bbihhji 3to, oh 
6bijt 6bi CHOBa b 3^paBOM yMe). Yes, I will be merciful (fla, a 6yzty mhjiocthb). 
You have both thwarted and flouted me, not once but many times bbi 06a MemajiH 
MHe h nonHpanH MeHa, He pa3, a mhoto pa3; to flout — npe3upamb; nonupamb; ue 
nodmimmbcn) ; he has constantly opposed my wishes (oh nocToaHHO 
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nperaiTCTBOBaji moiim ^KenamHiM). But I will be merciful (onnaxo a 6yay 
mhjiocthb). Come and take the phial from my hand (noaon/m n bo3bmh CKjiHHKy 
H3 Moeii pyKu)." 

assure [q'Suq], phial ['falql], thwart [TwO:t] 

"I could," he assured her, in evident enjoyment of her distress. He drew a phial 
from among his robes. "This contains the juice of the golden lotus. If your lover 
drank it, he would be sane again. Yes, I will be merciful. You have both thwarted 
and flouted me, not once but many times; he has constantly opposed my wishes. 

But I will be merciful. Come and take the phial from my hand." 

She stared at Totrasmek, trembling with eagerness to seize it, but fearing it was 
but some cruel jest (oHa ycTaBHnacr. Ha ToTpacMerca, npo>xa ot HeTepnemra 
cxBaTHTB ee, ho onacaacr., /hto/ oto 6r.ura jthihb Karcaa ^ecTorcan mynca). She 
advanced timidly, with a hand extended (oHa pobrco ^Brnrynacr, Bnepea c 
npOTaHyToir pyxon), and he laughed heartlessly and drew back out of her reach (a 
oh beccepaemro 3acMeajrca h OTCTynHjr 3a npeaejibi /ee/ aocaraeMOCTn). Even as 
her lips parted to curse him, some instinct snatched her eyes upward (icaic pa3 
Kor.ua ee ry6r,i pas/Kanucb, /hto6bi/ npoxnacTB ero, KaKOH-TO hhcthhkt noamui ee 
rna3a BBepx). From the gilded ceiling four jade-hued vessels were falling (c 

no3ononeHHoro noTOjnca nananH neTbipe >xejrT0BaT0-3e.jreHE>ix cocyna; jade — 
jtcadeum; necppum; Dfcejimoeamo-seaeubiu ijeem; hue — KpacKa, ommenoK, mon, 
ifeem). She dodged, but they did not strike her (oHa yBepHynacr., ho = u ohh He 
yaapHJTH ee). They crashed to the floor about her, forming the four corners of a 
square (ohh pasbrnmcb o non BOKpyr Hee, o6pa3ya nerbipe yrna KBaapaTa). And 
she screamed, and screamed again (a OHa BH3>Kajra h BH35Kana CHOBa). For out of 
each ruin reared the hooded head of a cobra, and one struck at her bare leg (Tax xax 
H3 Ka>Knoro ocKonKa noaHHMajracr. ronoBa xoSpBi c rcamoinoHOM, h oaHa Hanana 
Ha ee obHajKemryro Hory). Her convulsive movement to evade it brought her 
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within reach of the one on the other side (ee cynopomroe aBrDKemie, /hto6m/ 
H36e)KaTb ee, npHBena ee b npeuenbi aocaraeMoera oauoH = Kodpu c apyroii 
CTopoHbi) and again she had to shift like lightning to avoid the flash of its hideous 
head (n CHOBa en npnnuiocb, xax MOJiHna = Mojuiuenoaio nepexaTHTbca, /htoGbi/ 
H36e5KaTb SpocKa ee Mep3Koii rojiOBbi). 

timidly ['tlmldll], ceiling [’si:lIN], hideous fhldlqs] 

She stared at Totrasmek, trembling with eagerness to seize it, but fearing it was 
but some cruel jest. She advanced timidly, with a hand extended, and he laughed 
heartlessly and drew back out of her reach. Even as her lips parted to curse him, 
some instinct snatched her eyes upward. From the gilded ceiling four jade-hued 
vessels were falling. She dodged, but they did not strike her. They crashed to the 
floor about her, forming the four corners of a square. And she screamed, and 
screamed again. For out of each ruin reared the hooded head of a cobra, and one 
struck at her bare leg. Her convulsive movement to evade it brought her within 
reach of the one on the other side and again she had to shift like lightning to avoid 
the flash of its hideous head. 

She was caught in a frightful trap (oHa 6bina noHMaHa = nonanacb b CTpanmyio 
jiOByimcy). All four serpents were swaying and striking at foot, ankle, calf, knee, 
thigh, hip (Bee uexbipe 3Men Kawajuicb n uanaaaau Ha CTynmo, jioabDKKy, HKpy, 
KOJieHO, 6eapo (Hory ot KOJieHa ao 6eapa), 6eapo (Ta3)), whatever portion of her 
voluptuous body chanced to be nearest to them (Kaican 6bi nacTb ee pocKonmoro 
Tena He OKa3anacb SruDKe Bcero k hhm), and she could not spring over them or 
pass between them to safety (h OHa He Morna nepenpbirHyrb hx hjih npoiiTH 
Me>Kay hhmh b 6e3onacHoe mccto). She could only whirl and spring aside and 
twist her body to avoid the strokes (oHa Morna tojibko KpymiTbca, OTnpbiniBaTb h 
H3rH6aTb CBoe Tejio, /hto 6bi/ H36e>KaTb aTaic), and each time she moved to dodge 
one snake (h Kamanin pa3, Kaic OHa nepeaBHranacb, /hto6bi/ yBepHyruca ot oa,Hoii 
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3Men), the motion brought her within range of another CuBHJKemie npHBOflHJio ee b 
npe^ejiBi floearaeMOCTH flpyroii), so that she had to keep shifting with the speed of 
light (TaK hto eii npHxo,n,HJiocB nocToaHHO nepeMemaTBca co ckopoctbio CBeTa; to 
spring aside — omnpbieueanib (e cmopony)). She could move only a short space in 
any direction (oHa Morna nepe^BHraTBca jihuib b HedojiumoM npocTpaHCTBe b 
jiioSom HanpaBJieHnn), and the fearful hooded crests were menacing her every 
second (h CTpaniHBie rpedrni b Kaniomonax yrpo>KajiH ee Ka>Kayio ceKynay). Only 
a dancer of Zamboula could have lived in that grisly square (tojibko TamiOBuuma 
H3 3aM6yjiBi Morna bbi>khtb b 3tom yjxacHOM KBaapaTe). 

frightful ['fraltfVl], calf [kRf], voluptuous [vq'lApCVqs] 

She was caught in a frightful trap. All four serpents were swaying and striking 
at foot, ankle, calf, knee, thigh, hip, whatever portion of her voluptuous body 
chanced to be nearest to them, and she could not spring over them or pass between 
them to safety. She could only whirl and spring aside and twist her body to avoid 
the strokes, and each time she moved to dodge one snake, the motion brought her 
within range of another, so that she had to keep shifting with the speed of light. 

She could move only a short space in any direction, and the fearful hooded crests 
were menacing her every second. Only a dancer of Zamboula could have lived in 
that grisly square. 

She became, herself, a blur of bewildering motion (oHa CTana caMa hcbchbim 
naTHOM roaoBOKpy>KHTejiBHoro flBPDKeHna). The heads missed her by hair's 
breadths, but they missed (roaoBBi npOMaxnBajiHCB no Heir Ha TOJiiunHy BOJioca, 
ho ohh npOMaxHBajiHCB), as she pitted her twinkling feet (Tax xax OHa 

npOTHBonocTaBJiajia cboh MeabKaiomiie CTynmi), flickering limbs (6wcTpo 
npOHOcaimieca kohchhocth), and perfect eye (h coBepineHHbm rna30Mep) against 
the blinding speed of the scaly demons (npOTHB ocjienHTenBHoii cxopocTH 
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HeujyHHaTbix aeMonoBj her enemy had conjured out of thin air (/KOTOpbix/ ee Bpar 
BBOBan H3 paspe’/Kemioro Bosayxa = eaKyyMa ). 

motion ['mquSn], enemy [’enlml], conjure [’kAnGq] 

She became, herself, a blur of bewildering motion. The heads missed her by 
hair's breadths, but they missed, as she pitted her twinkling feet, flickering limbs, 
and perfect eye against the blinding speed of the scaly demons her enemy had 
conjured out of thin air. 

Somewhere a thin, whining music struck up (r,ne-TO 3anrpajia Tomcaa 

3aBbiBaiom,aa My3biKa), mingling with the hissing of the serpents (cMeumBaacb c 
nmnemreM 3Men), like an evil night wind blowing through the empty sockets of a 
skull (icaic 3jioh hohhoh BeTep, ^yromnii nepe3 nycTBie Bna^HHBi = zjia3Hui{bi 
nepena). Even in the flying speed of her urgent haste she realized that the darting 
of the serpents was no longer at random (aa>Ke npn CTpeMHTejibHon CKopocTH ee 

HeoTJio>KHoii cnemKH OHa oco3Hana, hto SpocKH 3Men Sojibiue He SbiJiH HaodyM = 
OecnopndoHHbiMu; at random — naodyM, nayzad). They obeyed the grisly piping 
of the eery music (ohh noBHHOBajiHCb Bbi3biBaiomeMy y>xac micicy = nucvuineoMy 
36ynamiK) •/KyTKoii My3biKii; piping — uzpa (na dydKe), nucn, naceucmbieamie). 
They struck with a horrible rhythm (ohii iianaaajm b y>KacHOM pHTMe), and 
perforce her swaying, writhing, spinning body attuned itself to their rhythm (h no 
HeodxoflHMOCTH ee Kanaiomeeca, H3BHBaiomeecn, Kpy5Kam,eeca Teno HacTpOHJiocb 
Ha hx phtm; tune — Menodun; nanee ). Her frantic motions melted into the 
measures of a dance compared to which the most obscene tarantella of Zamora 
would have seemed sane and restrained (ee HencTOBbie .nBHaceHna He3aMeiHO 
nepeuiJiH b na Tamj,a, no cpaBHeHHio c KOTOpbiM caMaa ByjibrapHaa TapaHTeruia 
3aMOpbi noKa3ajiacb 6bi SjiaronpHCTOHHOH h c^epacaHHOH). Sick with shame and 
terror Zabibi heard the hateful mirth of her merciless tormenter (ucnbiTbiBaiomaa 
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ToniHOTy ot CTbi^a h yacaca 3a6ii6ji ycawmana 3Jio6Hyio pa^ocTb ee 
6e3>KanocTHoro MynKTena). 

eery ['Iqrl], rhythm [rlDm], measure ['meZq] 

Somewhere a thin, whining music struck up, mingling with the hissing of the 
serpents, like an evil night wind blowing through the empty sockets of a skull. 

Even in the flying speed of her urgent haste she realized that the darting of the 
serpents was no longer at random. They obeyed the grisly piping of the eery music. 
They struck with a horrible rhythm, and perforce her swaying, writhing, spinning 
body attuned itself to their rhythm. Her frantic motions melted into the measures of 
a dance compared to which the most obscene tarantella of Zamora would have 
seemed sane and restrained. Sick with shame and terror Zabibi heard the hateful 
mirth of her merciless tormenter. 

"The Dance of the Cobras, my lovely one!" laughed Totrasmek (TaHeit Ko6p, 
Moa KpaciiBaa! — 3acMeajica ToTpacMeic). "So maidens danced in the sacrifice to 
Hanuman centuries ago (Taic TamieBajin aeBbi /npunocuMbie/ b acepTBy XaHyMaHy 
Beica Ha3aa) — but never with such beauty and suppleness (ho mncoraa c Taicon 
KpacoTon h thSkoctbio). Dance, girl, dance (Tamjyii, aeBomca, TaHuyn)! How long 
can you avoid the fangs of the Poison People (ckojibko Moaceuib Tbi roderaTb 
KJibiKOB 3fn,OBHToro Hapoaa)? Minutes (MHHyrbi)? Hours (nacbi)? You will weary 
at last (tm ycTaHenib b KOHu,e kohu,ob). Your swift, sure feet will stumble (tboh 
SbiCTpbie yBepeHHbie CTynHH cnoTKHyTca = naunym cnombiKambcn ), your legs 
falter, your hips slow in their rotations (tboh Horn HanHyr sanneTaTbca, tboh 
6eapa 3aMeanaT CBoe Bpamemie). Then the fangs will begin to sink deep into your 
ivory flesh (Toraa kjtbikh uaHiiyT norpyacaTbca = nozpyimncR rnydoKO b tboio 
nnoTb /u,BeTa/ cjiohoboh kocth) — " 

beauty [’bju:tl], weary [’wlqrl], falter [TO:ltq] 
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"The Dance of the Cobras, my lovely one!" laughed Totrasmek. "So maidens 
danced in the sacrifice to Hanuman centuries ago — but never with such beauty 
and suppleness. Dance, girl, dance! How long can you avoid the fangs of the 
Poison People? Minutes? Hours? You will weary at last. Your swift, sure feet will 
stumble, your legs falter, your hips slow in their rotations. Then the fangs will 
begin to sink deep into your ivory flesh —" 

Behind him the curtain shook as if struck by a gust of wind, and Totrasmek 
screamed (noaaan Hero 3aHaBec aepnyaca, Kaic 6ynTO ynapemibni = nodHnmbiu 
nopuiBOM Berpa, h TorpacMeic 3aBH3>Kaji). His eyes dilated (ero rna3a 

pacmupHJiHCb) and his hands caught convulsively at the length of bright steel 
which jutted suddenly from his breast (a ero pyKH cynopomio cxBamjiHCb 3a 
0Tpe30K dnecTaineH CTanH, KOTOpbrir B^pyr BBiCTynHJi H3 ero rpy^H). 

The music broke off short (My3r,nca pe3KO npepBanact; to break off — enesanuo 
npeKpaujambcn, oOpbieambCR). The girl swayed dizzily in her dance, crying out in 
dreadful anticipation of the flickering fangs (aeBywKa Kananacb 
rojiOBOKpy^KHTejiBHO b ee Tamj,e, Kpnua b y>KacHOM 05KH^aHHH MenbKaionmx 
kjtbikob) — and then only four wisps of harmless blue smoke curled up from the 
floor about her (h 3aTeM jihuib neTbipe KJiomca 6e3Bpe,zjHoro ronyboro ^biMa, 
CKpyuHBaacb, noflmumcb c nojia BOKpyr Hee), as Totrasmek sprawled headlong 
from the divan (Kor^a TorpacMeK pacrnHynca = ceecuncn touoboh Bnepe/i c 
flHBaHa; headlong — emis eonoeou, zojiosou eneped; to sprawl — pacmmymb(cn); 
pa36ajiumbcn (o nenoeeKe)). 

dreadful ['dredfVl], anticipation [xn"tIsI'peISqn], headlong ['hedlON] 

Behind him the curtain shook as if struck by a gust of wind, and Totrasmek 
screamed. His eyes dilated and his hands caught convulsively at the length of 
bright steel which jutted suddenly from his breast. 
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The music broke off short. The girl swayed dizzily in her dance, crying out in 
dreadful anticipation of the flickering fangs — and then only four wisps of 
harmless blue smoke curled up from the floor about her, as Totrasmek sprawled 
headlong from the divan. 

Conan came from behind the curtain, wiping his broad blade (KoHaH Bbimeji 
H3-3a 3aHaBeca, Bbnupaa cboh mnpoKun kjthhok). Looking through the hangings 
he had seen the girl dancing desperately between four swaying spirals of smoke 
(rnaaa ckbo3b apannpOBKy, oh yBH^eji aeByimcy, TamieBaBinyio OTnaaHHO MOKay 
neTBipBMa k a h aioui mmh c h cnnpajiaMH atiMa), but he had guessed that their 
appearance was very different to her (ho oh y ran, an, hto iix bha 6bin oneiib 
OTJiHHHbiM ana Hee = 6biJi coeceM uhum dm nee). He knew he had killed 
Totrasmek (oh 3Han, /hto/ oh y6nji ToipacMeica). 

Zabibi sank down on the floor, panting 3a6n6H onycTHJiacb Ha non, Tanceno 
nbima), but even as Conan started toward her, she staggered up again (ho icaic pa3 
Koraa KoHaH dpocnnca k Heir, OHa CHOBa noamuiacb, nomaTbiBaacb), though her 
legs trembled with exhaustion (xoTa ee Horn apoacann ot roHeMoncemra). 

"The phial!" she gasped (cKnamca! — BbiaoxHyna OHa). "The phial (cKnamca)!" 

broad [brO:d], spiral [’spalqrql], exhaustion [Ig'zO:sCqn] 

Conan came from behind the curtain, wiping his broad blade. Looking through 
the hangings he had seen the girl dancing desperately between four swaying spirals 
of smoke, but he had guessed that their appearance was very different to her. He 
knew he had killed Totrasmek. 

Zabibi sank down on the floor, panting, but even as Conan started toward her, 
she staggered up again, though her legs trembled with exhaustion. 

"The phial!" she gasped. "The phial!" 
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Totrasmek still grasped it in his stiffening hand (ToTpacMeic Bee erne OKHMan 
ee b CBoen sacTbiBaiomeii pyxe; stiff — myzou, neziidiam, neojiacmmubiu, 

jKecmKuu; to stiffen — 3acmbwamb; 3ameepdeeamb). Ruthlessly she tore it from 
his locked fingers (6e3>KanocTHO OHa BbipBana ee H3 ero cthchytbix najibpeB) and 
then began frantically to ransack his garments (n noTOM Manana HencTOBO 

odBiCKHBaTB ero oae^Kay). 

"What the devil are you looking for?" Conan demanded (Kaicoro .. . 'tbi 

nmenm? — cnpocHJi KoHaH). 

"A ring — he stole it from Alafdhal (kojibiio — oh yKpan ero y Ajia^aana). He 
must have, while my lover walked in madness through the streets (oh, aoiDKHO 
6bitb, /yKpan ero/, noxa moh jhoSobhhk SpoaHJi b 6e3yMHH no yjnm,aM). Set's 
devils (aeMOHbi CeTa) !" 

stiffen [stlfn], frantically [’frxntlkll], while [wall] 

Totrasmek still grasped it in his stiffening hand. Ruthlessly she tore it from his 
locked fingers and then began frantically to ransack his garments. 

"What the devil are you looking for?" Conan demanded. 

"A ring — he stole it from Alafdhal. He must have, while my lover walked in 
madness through the streets. Set's devils!" 

She had convinced herself that it was not on the person of Totrasmek (oHa 
ydeanjiacB, hto ero He 6bijio Ha = y nenoBeKa TorpacMeKa). She began to cast 
about the chamber, tearing up divan covers and hangings (oHa Hanana MeTaTbcn no 
KOMHaTe, pa3pbmaa odHBKy armaHa H ^panHpOBKy) and upsetting vessels (h 
iiepeBopaunBaTb cocyabi). 

She paused and raked a damp lock of hair out of her eyes (oHa ocTaHOBHJiacb h 
OTKHHyna MOKpyio npa^b bojioc c rjia3). 


i Kopone: «hto tbi HmeniB?», a vvk ycmiHBaioiUHH 9 m o iihoh a jtbhbi ii 3 jtcmcht BBi6epHTe caMH b Mepy codctbchhoh 
pacnymeHHOCTH. 
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"I forgot Baal-pteor (a 3a6biJia Eaaa-nTeopa)!" 

"He's in Hell with his neck broken," Conan assured her (oh b aay co 

cjiOMaHHoii meed, — 3aBepHJi ee KoHaH). 

person [pq:sn], vessel [vesl], cast [kRst] 

She had convinced herself that it was not on the person of Totrasmek. She 
began to cast about the chamber, tearing up divan covers and hangings and 
upsetting vessels. 

She paused and raked a damp lock of hair out of her eyes. 

"I forgot Baal-pteor!" 

"He’s in Hell with his neck broken," Conan assured her. 

She expressed vindictive gratification at the news, but an instant later swore 
expressively (oHa Bbipa3HJia MCTHTejiBHyio paaocTb no noBoay hobocth, ho 
MraoBeHHe cnycTa BBipa3HTejiBHO pyraynacb). 

"We can't stay here (mm He mokcm ocTaBaTbca 3aecb). It’s not many hours until 
dawn (,zj;o 3apn He MHoro = Majio nacoe). Lesser priests are likely to visit the 
temple at any hour of the night (MJiaamne 5Kpeu,bi Moryr noceTHTb xpaM b jho6oh 
nac hohh), and if we're discovered here with his corpse, the people will tear us to 
pieces (h ecjin mbi 6yneM o6Hapy>KeHbi 3aecb c ero TpynoM, moan pa30pByT Hac 
Ha KycKH). The Turanians could not save us (TypaHu,M He CMornn 6m cnacTH Hac)." 

She lifted the bolt on the secret door (oHa noamuia 3acoB Ha ceicpeTHOH aBepn), 
and a few moments later they were in the streets and hurrying away from the silent 
square (h hcckojibko ceicyHa cnycTa ohh 6mjih Ha yjmu,ax h cnemHJiH nponb ot 
6e3MOJiBHOH nnomaan) where brooded the age-old shrine of Hanuman (rae 

BMCHJiea apeBHHH xpaM XaHyMaHa). 

vindictive [vln'dlktlv], swore [swO:], piece [pi:s] 
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She expressed vindictive gratification at the news, but an instant later swore 
expressively. 

"We can't stay here. It’s not many hours until dawn. Lesser priests are likely to 
visit the temple at any hour of the night, and if we're discovered here with his 
corpse, the people will tear us to pieces. The Turanians could not save us." 

She lifted the bolt on the secret door, and a few moments later they were in the 
streets and hurrying away from the silent square where brooded the age-old shrine 
of Hanuman. 

In a winding street a short distance away, Conan halted (Ha H3BHBaK>meHca 
yjiiiiie, Ha HedojitmoM paccToamiH /ot xpaMa/ KoHaH ocTaHOBHJica) and checked 
his companion with a heavy hand on her naked shoulder (h caep^Kaji cboio 

cnyiHimy TajKejioii pyicon Ha = 3a ee o6Ha>KeHHoe nneno). 

"Don’t forget there was a price — (He 3a6yat, /hto/ 6biJia /Ha3HaneHa/ ijeHa)" 

"I have not forgotten!" She twisted free (a He 3a6BiJia! — OHa BbreepHynacb 
CBo6oa,HOH = ona oceododunacb, u3eepHyeiuucb). "But we must go to — to 
Alafdhal first (ho mbi aojhkhbi h^th — cnawana k Ajia^ajiy) !" 

A few minutes later the black slave let them through the wicket door 
(HecKOJibKO MHHyT cnycTa nepHLiii pad BnycTHJi hx nepe3 anepr. c OKomKOM). The 
young Turanian lay upon the divan, his arms and legs bound with heavy velvet 
ropes (Monoaoh TypaHeu, Jieacan Ha aHBaHe, ero pyKH h Horn /6bum/ CBioaHbi 
TaacenbiMH SapxaTiibiMH KaHaTaMH). His eyes were open, but they were like those 
of a mad dog, and foam was thick on his lips (ero mas a 6bum OTKpbiTbi, ho ohh 
SbiJiH, Kax Te = 2Jia3a SemeHoii codaKH, h neHa 6bina = jiejfcam rycTO Ha ero 
rydax). Zabibi shuddered (3a6n6H coaporaynacb). 

there [DFq], forgotten [fq'gOtn], thick [TIk] 

In a winding street a short distance away, Conan halted and checked his 
companion with a heavy hand on her naked shoulder. 
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"Don't forget there was a price —" 

"I have not forgotten!" She twisted free. "But we must go to — to Alafdhal 
first!" 

A few minutes later the black slave let them through the wicket door. The 
young Turanian lay upon the divan, his arms and legs bound with heavy velvet 
ropes. His eyes were open, but they were like those of a mad dog, and foam was 
thick on his lips. Zabibi shuddered. 

"Force his jaws open!" she commanded, and Conan's iron fingers accomplished 
the task (pa30>KMH ero nemocTH! — CKOMaHaoBana OHa, h >Kejie3m>ie najibii,bi 
KoHaHa BbinojiHHJiH aanamie; to force open — pasjicamb, cujiou pacKpumb). 

Zabibi emptied the phial down the maniac's gullet (3a6n6n onopomnuia 
CKJiaHKy b rnoTKy iviaiiLHKa = desyMua). The effect was like magic (3(|x})eKT 6bijt 
cjiobho nyao). Instantly he became quiet (MraoBeHHO oh CTan cnoKoinmiM). The 
glare faded from his eyes (6necK yrneji H3 ero rna3); he stared up at the girl in a 
puzzled way (oh ycTaBHJica Ha fleByimcy omenoMJieHHo), but with recognition and 
intelligence (ho oco3HaHHO h pa3yMHo: «c oco3HaHHeM h pa3yMOM»). Then he fell 
into a normal slumber (3aTeM oh npOBannjica b nopManbiibiM coh; to fall — 
nadamb). 

"When he awakes he will be quite sane," she whispered, motioning to the silent 
slave (Kor^a oh npocHeTca, oh 6yaeT coBepinemro 3^opOB, — npomenTana OHa, 
aenaa >KecT MOJinajiHBOMy cnyre). 

accomplish [q'kOmplIS], quiet [kwalqt], quite [kwalt] 

"Force his jaws open!" she commanded, and Conan's iron fingers accomplished 
the task. 

Zabibi emptied the phial down the maniac's gullet. The effect was like magic. 
Instantly he became quiet. The glare faded from his eyes; he stared up at the girl in 
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a puzzled way, but with recognition and intelligence. Then he fell into a normal 
slumber. 

"When he awakes he will be quite sane," she whispered, motioning to the silent 
slave. 

With a deep bow he gave into her hands a small leather bag and drew about her 
shoulders a silken cloak (c rnydoKHM noKJiOHOM oh ^aji b ee pyKH ManeHbKHH 
KxmaHBin MemoneK n iiaopocHu Ha ee nneuH menKOBbiH naam). Her manner had 
subtly changed when she beckoned Conan to follow her out of the chamber (ee 

MaHepa HeyjiOBHMO H3MeHHJiacb, Koraa OHa caenajia 3Hax KoHaHy cjieaoBaTb 3a 
Hen H3 KOMHaTBl). 

In an arch that opened on the street, she turned to him, drawing herself up with 
a new regality (b apice, KOTOpaa OTKpbiBajiacb Ha ynnpy, OHa riOBepiiyaacb k HeMy, 
BBinpaMJiaacB c hoboh u,apCTBeHHOCTBio). 

"I must now tell you the truth," she said (a ^oaacHa Tenepb CKa 3 aTb Te6e 
npaB^y, — CKa3aaa OHa). "I am not Zabibi (a He 3a6n6H). I am Nafertari (a 
Hacj)epTapH). And he is not Alafdhal, a poor captain of the guardsmen (a oh He 
AaacjDAan, Se^HBiH KanmuH rBapflenpeB). He is Jungir Khan, satrap of Zamboula 
(oh /f-/Kannip XaH, caTpan 3aM6y;ibi)." 

leather [’leDq], change [CelnG], truth [tru:T] 

With a deep bow he gave into her hands a small leather bag and drew about her 
shoulders a silken cloak. Her manner had subtly changed when she beckoned 
Conan to follow her out of the chamber. 

In an arch that opened on the street, she turned to him, drawing herself up with 
a new regality. 

"I must now tell you the truth," she said. "I am not Zabibi. I am Nafertari. And 
he is not Alafdhal, a poor captain of the guardsmen. He is Jungir Khan, satrap of 
Zamboula." 
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Conan made no comment; his scarred dark countenance was immobile (KoHaH 
He .nenan KOMMeHTapneB, ero Teivmoe jihh,o b mpaMax 6 bijio Heno^BHJKHo). 

"I lied to you because I dared not divulge the truth to anyone," she said (a 

conrajia Te 6 e, noTOMy hto a He CMeua pacKpbiTB npaBay HHKOMy). "We were alone 
when Jungir Khan went mad (mbi 6mjih oami, Roraa h'^aiirnp XaH cornea c yMa; 
to go mad — coumu cyMa). None knew of it but myself (hhkto /He/ 3 Haa 06 otom, 
xpoMe MeHa). Had it been known that the satrap of Zamboula was a madman (ecjin 
6 m CTaao h3bcctho, hto caTpan 3aM6yaM /6 biji/ 6e3yMeu), there would have been 
instant revolt and rioting ( 6 Ma 6 m = npou30iuen 6bi cpa3y ace 6 yHT h 6 ecnopaa,KH; 
to riot — dynmoeamb, nodnuMamb 6ynm; npunuMamb ynacmue e dynme, 
jmmeoice), even as Totrasmek planned, who plotted our destruction (icaic pa 3 Rax 

riaanupoBaa ToTpacMeK, KOTOpBiii 3aMbimaaa Hame ynuHTO'/Kemie). 

divulge [dal'vAlG], known [nqun], destruction [dl'strAkSn] 

Conan made no comment; his scarred dark countenance was immobile. 

"I lied to you because I dared not divulge the truth to anyone," she said. "We 
were alone when Jungir Khan went mad. None knew of it but myself. Had it been 
known that the satrap of Zamboula was a madman, there would have been instant 
revolt and rioting, even as Totrasmek planned, who plotted our destruction. 

"You see now how impossible is the reward for which you hoped (tbi bh^hhib 
T enepb, icaic neB03M0>Kna uarpaaa, Ha KOTOpyio tbi uaaeaaca). The satrap's 
mistress is not — cannot be for you (rocnoaca caipana He Anna Te6a/ — He MoaceT 
6 bitb ,hjhi Te6a). But you shall not go unrewarded (ho tbi He yitaenib 

HeHarpaac^eHHBiM = 6e3 nazpadbi). Here is a sack of gold (bot MemoneK 1 

30JI0Ta)." 


i XoTfl mo>kho, Kone'nio, CKa3aTi> h MernoK. YHHTbiriaa raoapHThi h anneTHTbi KoHaHa, pta'/KC cojih^hhh MernoK b 
ero pyicax CTanoriHTca iicoojtbiiihm nycTHKOM. 
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She gave him the bag she had received from the slave (oHa a ana eMy MemoneK, 
/KOTOpbih/ OHa noayHHJia ot pa6a). 

"Go now, and when the sun is up come to the palace (ceiraac yxo/m, a xoraa 

cojiHn,e B3oiiaeT, npnxoan bo aBopen,). I will have Jungir Khan make you captain 
of his guard (a 3acTaBJiio h'^anrup XaHa caejiaxb Te6a KannTaHOM ero oxpaHbi). 
But you will take your orders from me, secretly (ho tbi dyaenib ncnojiHATb /tboh/ 
npHKa3bi ot m e n h = ucnojmmnb mou npuKa3bi, Taimo). Your first duty will be to 
march a squad to the shrine of Hanuman (tboh nepBaa o6a3aHHOCTb dyzjeT 
noBecTH oipaa k xpaMy XaHyMaHa), ostensibly to search for clues of the priest's 
slayer; in reality to search for the Star of Khorala (hko6bi ana noncKa yjiHK /aJia 
noHMKn/ ydniipbi acpepa, Ha caMOM aeae a-Jia noncKa 3Be3ar>i Xopana; ostensibly 
— aKodbi: «no BHaHMOCTH»). It must be hidden there somewhere (OHa aoaacHa 
dbiTb cnpaTaHa rae-TO TaM). When you find it, bring it to me (Koraa tbi uauaemb 
ee, npHHecH ee MHe). You have my leave to go now (tbi HMeemt Moe no3BOJieHHe 
yiiTH ceimac = menepb h no360JiRK> me6e udmu)." 

reward [rI’wO:d], guard [gRdl, squad [skwOd] 

"You see now how impossible is the reward for which you hoped. The satrap's 
mistress is not — cannot be for you. But you shall not go unrewarded. Here is a 
sack of gold." 

She gave him the bag she had received from the slave. 

"Go now, and when the sun is up come to the palace. I will have Jungir Khan 
make you captain of his guard. But you will take your orders from me, secretly. 
Your first duty will be to march a squad to the shrine of Hanuman, ostensibly to 
search for clues of the priest's slayer; in reality to search for the Star of Khorala. It 
must be hidden there somewhere. When you find it, bring it to me. You have my 
leave to go now." 
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He nodded, still silent, and strode away (oh KHBHyji, Bee eme MOJina, h norneji 
npont; to stride away — uiaeamb npoub, yumu ). The girl, watching the swing of 
his broad shoulders (.neByimca, Hadmo^aBmaa 3a noKauHBaHHeM ero hihpokhx 
nnen), was piqued to note that there was nothing in his bearing to show that he was 
in any way chagrined or abashed (6bma y^SBiieiia 3aMeTHTb = 3aMemue , hto He 
6bijio HHnero b ero noBe^eHHe, Arrobbi/ noica3aTb = mno noKa3ajio 6bi, hto oh 6biJi 
KaKHM-TO o6pa30M oropneH hjih pacTepaH). 

When he had rounded a corner, he glanced back, and then changed his direction 
and quickened his pace (icopua oh 3amen 3a yron, oh obepHynca, a noTOM H3MeHHJi 
/ero/ HanpaBJieHHe h ycKOpna cboh mar). A few moments later he was in the 
quarter of the city containing the Horse Market (necKoabKO MHHyr cnycTa oh 6bin 
b KBapTane ropo^a, co^epacaBmeM Kohhbih Ba3ap). There he smote on a door (TaM 
oh 3aKoaoTHJi b flBepb; to smite — ydapnmb, dumb) until from the window above a 
bearded head was thrust to demand the reason for the disturbance (noica H3 OKHa 
Bbime /He/ BbicyHynacb bopoaaTaa ronoBa, /hto6bi/ cnpocHTb npHHHHy /ana/ 
SeenoKOHCTBa). 

pique [pi:k], bear [bFq], disturbance [dls'tq:bqns] 

He nodded, still silent, and strode away. The girl, watching the swing of his 
broad shoulders, was piqued to note that there was nothing in his bearing to show 
that he was in any way chagrined or abashed. 

When he had rounded a corner, he glanced back, and then changed his direction 
and quickened his pace. A few moments later he was in the quarter of the city 
containing the Horse Market. There he smote on a door until from the window 
above a bearded head was thrust to demand the reason for the disturbance. 

"A horse," demanded Conan (jioma^b, — noTpeboBan KoHaH). "The swiftest 
steed you have (caMoro bbiciporo Komi, /KOTOpbiii/ y t e6a ecTb)." 
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"I open no gates at this time of night," grumbled the horse trader (a He 

OTKpLIBaiO BOpOT B 3TOM BpeiVHI HOHH, -npOBOpHaJI TOpTOBeil, JTOmaabMH). 

Conan rattled his coins (KoHaH nodpemiaji /cbohmh/ MOHeTaMH). 

"Dog's son knave (cyKHH cbih, nnyr)! Don't you see I'm white, and alone 
(/pa3Be/ Tbi He Bunmiib, /hto/ a Gejibrii h oami)? Come down, before 1 smash your 
door (cnycKahca, noica a /He/ pa3Hec tboio aBepb)!" 

Presently, on a bay stallion, Conan was riding toward the house of Aram Baksh 
(Tenepb Ha raeaoM acepe6u,e KoHaH CKaicaji k aoMy ApaMa Eaxrna). 

knave [nelv], presently ['prezntll], stallion ['stxljqn] 

"A horse," demanded Conan. "The swiftest steed you have." 

"I open no gates at this time of night," grumbled the horse trader. 

Conan rattled his coins. 

"Dog’s son knave! Don't you see I'm white, and alone? Come down, before I 
smash your door!" 

Presently, on a bay stallion, Conan was riding toward the house of Aram Baksh. 

He turned off the road into the alley (oh CBepHyn c AOporn b annero / 

nepeynoK) that lay between the tavern compound and the date-palm garden 
(KOTOpbiH jie>Kaji MC'/Kay CTpoemia TaBepHbi h caaoM cjmmiKOBbix najibM), but he 
did not pause at the gate (ho oh He ocTaHOBHJica y BOpOT). He rode on to the 
northeast corner of the wall (oh nocKaxan aanbiue K eeBepo-BOCTOHHOMy yrny 
CTeHbi), then turned and rode along the north wall (3aTeM noBepHyn h noexan 
B^ojib ceBepHoii CTeHbi), to halt within a few paces of the northwest angle (/hto6bi/ 
ocTaHOBHTbca b HecKOJibKHx marax ot ceBepo-3anaAHoro yrna). No trees grew 
near the wall, but there were some low bushes (hhkukhx aepeBbeB /He/ pocno 
B03Jie CTeHbi, ho /TaM/ 6biJio HecKOJibKO hh3khx KycTapHHKOB). To one of these he 
tied his horse (k oa,HOMy H3 hhx oh npHBa3an cboio Jiomaab) and was about to 
climb into the saddle again (h codnpanca 3a6paTbca CHOBa b ceAJio), when he 
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heard a low muttering of voices beyond the corner of the wall (Koraa oh ycawmaji 
HH3Koe SopMOTaHHe roaocoB 3a yrnoM ctchbi). 

tavern [’txvqn], garden [gRdn], these [Di:z] 

He turned off the road into the alley that lay between the tavern compound and 
the date-palm garden, but he did not pause at the gate. He rode on to the northeast 
corner of the wall, then turned and rode along the north wall, to halt within a few 
paces of the northwest angle. No trees grew near the wall, but there were some low 
bushes. To one of these he tied his horse and was about to climb into the saddle 
again, when he heard a low muttering of voices beyond the corner of the wall. 

Drawing his foot from the stirrup he stole to the angle and peered around it 
(BbrramHB /cbok)/ Hory H3 CTpeMeHH, oh npOKpanca k yrny h aamanyn 3a Hero; to 
steal — Kpacmb(cn)). Three men were moving down the road toward the palm 
groves (TpH MyoKHHHBi aBHrajiHCB bhh3 no aopore k najiBMOBBiM pomaM), and 
from their slouching gait he knew they were Negroes (h ot = no hx cyTyaameHca 
noxoaice oh y3Han, /hto/ ohh 6bijih Herpbi). They halted at his low call, bunching 
themselves as he strode toward them, his sword in his hand (ohh ocTaHOBHJiHCB 
npH ero thxom 30Be, cShbihiicb b xyuy, Koraa oh 3amaraji k hhm Id MenoM b 
pyre). Their eyes gleamed whitely in the starlight (hx rna3a dnecTenn dejibiM b 
3Be3aHOM CBeTe). Their brutish lust shone in their ebony faces (hx 3BepHHaa 
noxoTB / 5Ka5K.ua (3a.: ydmicTBa) CBeTHJiacb Ha hx adeHOBbix Jinpax), but they 
knew their three cudgels could not prevail against his sword, just as he knew it (ho 
ohh 3HaaH, hto hx TpH aydHHKH He MorjiH oaep5KaTb nodeay npOTHB Mena, KaK H 
OH 3HaJI 3TO). 

Negro ['ni:grqu], brutish ['bru:tIS], prevail [prl'vell] 
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Drawing his foot from the stirrup he stole to the angle and peered around it. 
Three men were moving down the road toward the palm groves, and from their 
slouching gait he knew they were Negroes. They halted at his low call, bunching 
themselves as he strode toward them, his sword in his hand. Their eyes gleamed 
whitely in the starlight. Their brutish lust shone in their ebony faces, but they knew 
their three cudgels could not prevail against his sword, just as he knew it. 

"Where are you going?" he challenged (icyaa bbi naeTe? — cnpocnn oh). 

"To bid our brothers put out the fire in the pit beyond the groves," was the 
sullen gutteral reply (BeneTB HaimiM SpaTBUM noTymiiTb KOCTep b a Me 3a pomaMH, 
— 6 bijt yrpiOMBiH ropTammiii otbct; to bid — npuKa3bieamb, npocumb). "Aram 
Baksh promised us a man, but he lied (ApaM Eaxin o6em,an HaM nenoBeica, ho oh 
cojiran). We found one of our brothers dead in the trap-chamber (mbi Hauimi 
oaHoro H3 HauiHx SpaTBeB MepTBBiM b KOMHaTe-JiOByimce). We go hungry this 
night (mbi SyzteM rojioaaTB 3 toh hohbio)." 

"I think not," smiled Conan (/a/ He ayMaio, — yjiBidHyjica KoHaH). "Aram 
Baksh will give you a man (ApaM Baxm #acT Ba M nenoBeKa). Do you see that door 
(BHaHTe Ty aBepu)?" 

He pointed to a small, iron-bound portal set in the midst of the western wall (oh 
noKa3aji Ha MajieHBKyio, odmyio 5Kene30M aBepB, ycTaHOBJieHHyio b cepeaHHe 
3ana,nHOH ctchbi). 

"Wait there (noao5Ka,HTe TaM). Aram Baksh will give you a man (ApaM Baxm 
^acT BaM HenoBeica)." 

challenge ['CxlInG], dead [ded], portal [pO:tl] 

"Where are you going?" he challenged. 

"To bid our brothers put out the fire in the pit beyond the groves," was the 
sullen gutteral reply. "Aram Baksh promised us a man, but he lied. We found one 
of our brothers dead in the trap-chamber. We go hungry this night." 
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"I think not," smiled Conan. "Aram Baksh will give you a man. Do you see that 
door?" 

He pointed to a small, iron-bound portal set in the midst of the western wall. 

"Wait there. Aram Baksh will give you a man." 

Backing warily away until he was out of reach of a sudden bludgeon blow 
(naTacb ocropomio, noxa oh /He/ OKasaacfl BHe aocaraeMOcm neoxaziamioro 
yztapa ayOHnob), he turned and melted around the northwest angle of the wall (oh 
noBepHyaca h Hcne3 3a ceBepo-3ana.zuu.iM yraoM ctchbi). Reaching his horse he 
paused to ascertain that the blacks were not sneaking after him (zio6paBHiHCb no 

CBoeii Jiomaan, oh ocTanoBiiucn, /hto6bi/ y6eztHTr.cn, hto wepiibie He xpaztyrcn 3a 
hhm), and then he climbed into the saddle and stood upright on it (h 3aTeM oh 
3a6pajicn b ceztno h CTan BBepx Ha Hero = u sadpciJicR ua nezo hozcimu; upright — 
eepmuKajibHo, npRMO, cmouMn), quieting the uneasy steed with a low word 
(ycnorcaHBan 6ecnoxoHHoro kohu thxhm cjiobom). He reached up, grasped the 
coping of the wall over (oh nomHyjicn BBepx, cxBaTHJicn 3a xapHH3 ctchbi) and 
drew himself up and and over (noztTHHyncn BBepx h /nepe6pancn/ nepe3 /Hero/; to 
draw up — nodmRHymbcn; to draw over — nepedpambcn). There he studied the 
grounds for an instant (TaM oh royHHJi ynacTOK = oKpecmuocmu 3a MHHyTy). The 
tavern was built in the southwest corner of the enclosure (TaBepHa 6biJia nocrpoeHa 
b roro-3anaztHOM yrny oroponceHHoro ynacTKa), the remaining space of which was 
occupied by groves and gardens (ocTaBineecn npocrpaHCTBO KOTOporo 6bijio 
3aHnT0 poipaMH h caztaMH). He saw no one in the grounds (oh He yBHzten mncoro 
Ha ynacTKe). The tavern was dark and silent (TaBepHa 6bina tcmhoh h 

6e3MOJiBHoir), and he knew all the doors and windows were barred and bolted (h 
oh 3Han, /hto/ Bee zieepH h OKHa 6bijih 3aKpbiTbi pemeTKaMH h 3acoBaMH; to bar — 
3anupamb ua 3acoe, 3aKpbieamb peuiemKaMu; to bolt — 3anupamb ua 3acoe ). 

study ['stAdll, enclosure [In'klquZql, window [’wlndqu] 
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Backing warily away until he was out of reach of a sudden bludgeon blow, he 
turned and melted around the northwest angle of the wall. Reaching his horse he 
paused to ascertain that the blacks were not sneaking after him, and then he 
climbed into the saddle and stood upright on it, quieting the uneasy steed with a 
low word. He reached up, grasped the coping of the wall and drew himself up and 
over. There he studied the grounds for an instant. The tavern was built in the 
southwest corner of the enclosure, the remaining space of which was occupied by 
groves and gardens. He saw no one in the grounds. The tavern was dark and silent, 
and he knew all the doors and windows were barred and bolted. 

Conan knew that Aram Baksh slept in a chamber that opened into a cypress- 
bordered path (KoHaH 3Han, hto ApaM Baxm cmiT b KOMHaTe, KOTOpaa 
OTKpbiBajiacr. b TpomiHKy, oScaaceHHyio KiinapncaMn) that led to the door in the 
western wall (KOTOpaa Bena k aBepn b 3 anaaHon cTeHe). Like a shadow he glided 
among the trees (cjiobho tchb, oh npocKOJib3Hyji Meacny aepeBbaMH), and a few 
moments later he rapped lightly on the chamber door (h hcckojibko ceicyHa cnycia 
oh jieroHBKO nocTynaji b aBepb KOMHaTBi). 

"What is it?" asked a rumbling, sleepy voice from within (hto Taicoe? — 
cnpocHJi rpeMam,HH, cohhbih tojioc H3HyTpH; to rumble — zpoMbixamb, 
zpoxomamb, zpeuemb; zpoMKo zoeopumb ). 

western ['westqn], sleepy [’sli:pl], voice [vOIs] 

Conan knew that Aram Baksh slept in a chamber that opened into a cypress- 
bordered path that led to the door in the western wall. Like a shadow he glided 
among the trees, and a few moments later he rapped lightly on the chamber door. 

"What is it?" asked a rumbling, sleepy voice from within. 

"Aram Baksh!" hissed Conan (ApaM Baxm! — npomimeji KoHaH). "The blacks 
are stealing over the wall (uepiibie KpaayTca wepes CTeHy) !" 
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Almost instantly the door opened, framing the tavern-keeper (nonra Tomac 
aaepb OTKpbijiacr., odpaMJiaa xo3MHiia: «aep'/Kaxeaa» TaBepiibi = e npoejue 
nonewicH xo3huh maeepnbi), naked but for his shirt (ronbiii 3a HCRJuoneHHeM ero 

pydaxu = e oduou pydaxe), with a dagger in his hand (c RmracanoM b ero pyice). 

He craned his neck to stare into the Cimmerian's face (oh BbiTanyn /cboio/ 

ineio, /htoSli/ bcmot p e t b c a b :nmo KUMMepniina; to stare into — ecMompernn cm ) . 

"What tale is this — you! (hto 3a 6acmi /3to/ — Tbi!)" 

keeper [’ki:pq], shirt [Sq:t], neck [nek] 

"Aram Baksh!" hissed Conan. "The blacks are stealing over the wall!" 

Almost instantly the door opened, framing the tavern-keeper, naked but for his 
shirt, with a dagger in his hand. 

He craned his neck to stare into the Cimmerian's face. 

"What tale is this — youl" 

Conan's vengeful fingers strangled the yell in his throat (MCTHTenbHbie najibu,bi 
KoHaHa cnaBHJiH Kpmc b ero ropne). They went to the floor together and Conan 
wrenched the dagger from his enemy's hand (ohh noniirn Ha non = ynanu hu non 
BMecTe, h KoHaH BbiRpyraji Kini'/Kan H3 pyrn CBoero Bpara). The blade glinted in 
the starlight, and blood spurted (kjihhok CBepKHyn b 3Be3a,HOM CBeTe, h xjibmyjia 

KpOBb). Aram Baksh made hideous noises, gasping and gagging on a mouthful of 
blood (ApaM Baxm npon3Boa,nji OTBpaTHTejibHbie 3ByKH, 3aa,Bixaacb n pa .Bacb 
rnoTKaMH KpOBn; mouthful — nonubiu pom ( ueeo-n.), KycoK, znomoK). Conan 
dragged him to his feet and again the dagger slashed (KoHaH noamui ero Ha /ero/ 
Horn h CHOBa Rmracaji pydaHyji), and most of the curly beard fell to the floor (h 
dojibmaa nacTb RypnaBoir 6opoa,bi ynana Ha non). 

vengeful [VenGfVl], mouthful ['mauTfVl], most [mqVst] 
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Conan's vengeful fingers strangled the yell in his throat. They went to the floor 
together and Conan wrenched the dagger from his enemy's hand. The blade glinted 
in the starlight, and blood spurted. Aram Baksh made hideous noises, gasping and 
gagging on a mouthful of blood. Conan dragged him to his feet and again the 
dagger slashed, and most of the curly beard fell to the floor. 

Still gripping his captive's throat (Bee eme c>KHMaa ropno CBoero nneHHHKa) — 
for a man can scream incoherently even with his throat slit (Tax Kaic nejiOBeic 
MoaceT KpnnaTb 6eccBB3HO flaace c /ero/ nepepesammiM ropJiOM; to slit — denamb 
duuHHbiu y3Kuu paspes, pa3pe3amb e dmmy, pa3pe3amb, peamb ) — Conan dragged 
him out of the dark chamber and down the cypress-shadowed path (KoHaH 

BBiTammi ero H3 TeMHoii KOMHaTbi /n/ bhh3 no flopoacice, o6ca>KennoH 
KunapncaMn), to the iron-bound door in the outer wall (k o6htoh acenesoM ^Bepu,e 
bo BHemHeii CTeHe). With one hand he lifted the bolt and threw the door open 
(o,n,Hoii pyKOH oh no/tmui 3acoB h pacnaxHyji ^Bepu; to throw — dpocamb), 
disclosing the three shadowy figures which waited like black vultures outside 
(o6iiapy>KMB Tpn npH3pauHbix (jmrypbi, KOTOpBie ac^ann, kuk nepimie rpH(f)bi, 
CHapyacn). Into their eager arms Conan thrust the innkeeper (b hx acaacflymne pyrn 
KoHaH mBbipHyn xo3aHHa rocTHHHpbi). 

incoherently ["Inkqu'hlqrqntll], cypress [’salprls], vulture [VAlCq] 

Still gripping his captive's throat — for a man can scream incoherently even 
with his throat slit — Conan dragged him out of the dark chamber and down the 
cypress-shadowed path, to the iron-bound door in the outer wall. With one hand he 
lifted the bolt and threw the door open, disclosing the three shadowy figures which 
waited like black vultures outside. Into their eager arms Conan thrust the 
innkeeper. 
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A horrible, blood-choked scream rose from the Zamboulan's throat, but there 
was no response from the silent tavern (yacacHbin, aaBnuniiica KpoBbio KpHK 
pa3^anca H3 ropna 3aM6ynHHu,a, ho H3 6e3MOJiBHOH TaBepHBi He 6bijto OTBeTa; to 
rise — nodnuMambCH). The people there were used to screams outside the wall 
(jhoah TaM npHBBiKJiH k KpHKaM H3-3a CTeiibi). Aram Baksh fought like a wild man 
(ApaM Eaxrn cpaacaaca, KaK auKapb), his distended eyes turned frantically on the 
Cimmerian's face (ero pacmnpeHHbie raa3a hchctobo noBepHynncb k anuy 
KHMMepHHH,a). He found no mercy there (oh Hamen mncaKOH noma^bi TaM = oh ne 
Haiuen maM noipadbi ; to find — naxodumb). Conan was thinking of the scores of 
wretches who owed their bloody doom to this man's greed (KoHaH flyMan o 

MHO>KecTBe HecnacTHbix, KOTOpbie dbirra o6a3am>i CBoeii KpOBaBoii ynacTbio 
jRa^HOCTH 3Toro neaoBeica; to owe — 6bimb dojutcubiM, 6bimb o6n3aHHbm). 

used [ju:st], wretch [reC], greed [gri:d] 

A horrible, blood-choked scream rose from the Zamboulan's throat, but there 
was no response from the silent tavern. The people there were used to screams 
outside the wall. Aram Baksh fought like a wild man, his distended eyes turned 
frantically on the Cimmerian's face. He found no mercy there. Conan was thinking 
of the scores of wretches who owed their bloody doom to this man's greed. 

In glee the Negroes dragged him down the road, mocking his frenzied 
gibberings (b jiHKOBaHHH Herpbi noTaimuiH ero no .ztopore, HacMexaacb Ha# ero 
SemeHOH 6eccBa3HOH penbio). How could they recognize Aram Baksh in this half- 
naked, bloodstained figure (icaic ohh mo ran y3HaTb ApaMa Baxma b 3toh 

nojiypa3fleTOH, OKpOBaBJieHHOH (jmrype), with the grotesquely shorn beard and 
unintelligible babblings (c rpOTecKHO ocrproKeHHOH SopOAoii h 

HenaeHOpa3fleabHbiM aeneTOM; to shear — cmpmb; o6pe3ambf. The sounds of the 
struggle came back to Conan, standing beside the gate (3ByKH 6opb6bi aoHOCHancb 


MyjibmuH3biK060u npoeian Mjibu OpaHKa www. franklang. ru 


509 



p o KoHaHa, CTOXBiuero B03Jie bopot), even after the clump of figures had vanished 
among the palms (^a5Ke nocne Toro, KaK Kymca (jmryp ncne3na cpe^n najiBM). 

gibbering ['GIbqrIN], grotesquely [grqu’teskll], unintelligible ['Anln'tellGIbl] 

In glee the Negroes dragged him down the road, mocking his frenzied 
gibberings. How could they recognize Aram Baksh in this half-naked, bloodstained 
figure, with the grotesquely shorn beard and unintelligible babblings? The sounds 
of the struggle came back to Conan, standing beside the gate, even after the clump 
of figures had vanished among the palms. 

Closing the door behind him, Conan returned to his horse (3aKpr,iB ,zmepb 3a 
co6oii, KoHaH BepHyjica k CBoeii noma^n), mounted, and turned westward 
(bckohhji b cemio n noBepHyn Ha 3ana^; to mount — cadumbcn na Jiowadb), 
toward the open desert (b CTOpOHy otkpbitoh nycTBimi), swinging wide (flenaa 
nmpOKHH Kpyr) to skirt the sinister belt of palm groves (hto6bi MHHOBaTb 

3JiOBemiiH none nantMOBbix pom; to skirt — oOxodumb npyzoM, udmu edojib 
Kpcm). As he rode, he drew from his belt a ring (icorma oh demean = na cmKy oh 
BbiTamii-i H3 CBoero uoaca kojibh,o; to ride — CKciKamb, examb eepxoM) in which 
gleamed a jewel that snared the starlight in a shimmering iridescence (b kotopom 
CBepKan aparoueinibiH KaMeiib, KOTOpbiii ynaBJiHBaji SBes/urnm cbct HrpHCTbiMH 
nepenHBaMH). He held it up to admire it, turning it this way and that (oh no^mm 
ero, /hto6bi/ nomodoBaTbca, noBOpammaa ero Tax h caic). The compact bag of 
gold pieces clinked gently at his saddle bow (HeSojitmoH MemoneK 30jiotbix 
MOHeT 3BeHen hokho / thxohbko y nyKH ero cemia), like a promise of the greater 
riches to come ( xax odemamie Sojibihiix rpany ni Hx SoraTCTB: «6ojiBmHx 
SoraTCTB npH^TH»). 

iridescence [Irl’desqns], admire [qd'malq], promise [’prOmls] 
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Closing the door behind him, Conan returned to his horse, mounted, and turned 
westward, toward the open desert, swinging wide to skirt the sinister belt of palm 
groves. As he rode, he drew from his belt a ring in which gleamed a jewel that 
snared the starlight in a shimmering iridescence. He held it up to admire it, turning 
it this way and that. The compact bag of gold pieces clinked gently at his saddle 
bow, like a promise of the greater riches to come. 

"I wonder what she'd say if she knew I recognized her as Nafetari and him as 
Jungir Khan the instant I saw them," he mused (a cnpamiiBaio = unmepecHO, hto 
OHa CKa3ana 6bi, ecjin 6bi OHa 3Hajia, /hto/ a y3Haji ee Kaic HacjtepTapn, a ero Kaic 
^acaHrnp XaHa b tot momcht, IkotjiqI a yBnaen hx, — pa3MBimaaa oh). "I knew 
the Star of Khorala, too (a 3Haa =y3Haji h 3Be3ay Xopana). There'll be a fine scene 
if she ever guesses (6yneT npexpacHaa cpeHa, ecjiH OHa Koraa-HHSyztb 
AoraaaeTca) that I slipped it off his finger while I was tying him with his sword 
belt (hto a chhji ee c ero najn>u,a, Koraa a CBa3BiBaji ero ero noacoM ana Mena). 

But they'll never catch me, with the start I'm getting (ho ohh mncoraa hid 

noiiMaiOT MeHa — c (jjopoii /npe h m y mecTBO m bo BpeMeHH/, /KOTOpaa/ y MeHa 
ecTb)." 

scene [si:n], guess [ges], start [stRt] 

"I wonder what she'd say if she knew I recognized her as Nafetari and him as 
Jungir Khan the instant I saw them," he mused. "I knew the Star of Khorala, too. 
There'll be a fine scene if she ever guesses that I slipped it off his finger while I 
was tying him with his sword belt. But they'll never catch me, with the start I'm 
getting." 

He glanced back at the shadowy palm groves (oh ornaHyjica Ha TeHHCTBie 
najiBMOBBie pomn), among which a red glare was mounting (cpean KOTOpbix 
noaHHManocb KpacHoe ormnue). A chanting rose to the night, vibrating with 
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savage exultation (nemie noammocb k hohh, Biidpupya aiiKHM nuKOBamieivi). And 
another sound mingled with it, a mad incoherent screaming (n eme o/ihh 3Byx 

CMemajica c hhm, 6e3yMm.in HencHbin KpHK), a frenzied gibbering in which no 
words could be distinguished (SemeHbie HeHJieHOpa3,nejibHbie 3ByKH, b KOTOpbix 
HeB03M0>KH0 6biJio pa3o6paTb /HHKaKHx/ cjiob; to distinguish — pa3Jimamb, 
pa36upamb, pacno3naeamb ). The noise followed Conan as he rode westward 
beneath the paling stars (myM npecneaoBaji KoHaH, noica oh demean Ha 3ana^ nop 
6jieaHeK)H],HMH 3Be3aaMH; to pale — dneduemb). 

exultation ["eg'zAltelSn], distinguish [dls'tlNgwIS], beneath [bI'ni:T] 

He glanced back at the shadowy palm groves, among which a red glare was 
mounting. A chanting rose to the night, vibrating with savage exultation. And 
another sound mingled with it, a mad incoherent screaming, a frenzied gibbering in 
which no words could be distinguished. The noise followed Conan as he rode 
westward beneath the paling stars. 
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